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PREFACE 

Mb.  Swinbubnk,  in  his  essay  oa  *  Social  Verse  ',  declared 
that   there  was   no    better   or   completer   anthology    than 
Mr.  F.  Locker-Lampson's  Lyra  Ekgantiamm ;  '  a  coUection  of 
8ome  of  the  best  specimens  of  vers  de  societi  and  vers  (Toecasian 
m  the  English  language  by  deceased  authors'   which  was 
indeed  mcomparable.  and  has  been  heavUy  laid  under  contri- 
bution for  the  present  volume.    If  Mr.  Locker-Lampson  were 
ahve  to  bring  out  a  twentieth-century  edition  of  his  coUection 
he  would,  as  a  matter  of  course,  make  many  additions  and 
omissions,  especially  if  space  had  to  be  studied.    In  his  1867 
edition  there  are  24  authon  and  62  poems  which  find  no 
place  in  that  published  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  later 
and  the  latter  contains  38  authors  and  130  poems  which  the 
earher  volume  lacks.    Mr.  Locker-Lampson  expresses  regret 
that  he  was  prevented  by  his  rule  from  giving  specimens  of  the 
writings  of  Uving  poets;  the  Fates  have  so  wiUed  that  the 

presenteditorisable  to  include  poems  by  Robert  Browning,  Lord 
Tennyson.  Lord  Houghton,  Sir  Theodore  Martin,  C.  S.  Calverley 
Lewis  CarroU,  O.  W.  Holmes.  J.  R.  LoweU.  and  others.  English 
and  American,  particulariy  mentioned  in  the  prefaces  to  Lyra 
Slegantiorum,  as  weU  as  examples  of  Mr.  Locker-Lampson's  own 
delightful  compositions.  There  are  in  the  present  coUection 
upwartls  of  60  poets,  contributing  between  them  120  poems, 
whose  names  wiU  not  be  found  in  the  last  edition  of  the  older 
anthology.  The  newer  poetry  has  neoessitatMl  omissions,  but 
some  would  have  been  made  in  any  case,  for  canons  of  tasto 
are  not  fixed  once  for  aU,  and  an  editor  to-day  would  be  foolish 
who  did  not  seek  to  profit  by  the  criticism  of  Mr.  Swinbunie 
and  other  fine  judges  of  poetry.  The  scope  of  this  volume, 
too,  is  not  quite  so  restricted  in  intention  as  was  that  of  Lyra 
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Bleffant^rum.    But  neither  Mr.  Locker-Lampson.  nor  h»  chief 

critic  Mr.  Swinburne,  was  able  to  keep  within  the  limits  which 

the  fomer  laid  down.    Mr.  Locker-Lampson,  for  example, 

omits  Waller's 'Go  Lovely  Rose '  as  '  too  highly  poetical '.  Ld 

Hernck  s   To  Blossom? '  and  '  To  DaflFodils '  as  *  too  elevated  ', 

but  he  gives  Mrs.  Barbauld's  lyric  on  dekth, '  Life !  I  know  not 

what  thou  art ' ;  he  stipulates  that  '  brevity  and  buoyancy 

are  absolutely  essential ',  and  yet  gives  Swift's  '  The  Grand 

Question  Debated '.   For  Mr.  Swinburne's  departures  from  the 

narrow  path  his  essay  may  be  consulted.    GeneraUy,  however, 

the  pR»ent  editor  has  kept  Mr.  Locker-Lampson's  touchstone 

before  him,  and  has  avaUed  himself  freely  of  the  admirable 

editing,  the  almost  invariably  sound  choice,  and  the  interesting 

notes  m  Lyra  Elegantiarum.     In  that  volume  (to  quote  from 

the  original  preface)  and  in  this  :— 

J  Fable.,  prologues,  rhymed  •necdote.,  and  piece,  of  purely  ephemeral 

^^.  M  weU  M  tho«,  .pecimen.  which  expand  into  real^ong  « 

the  border  Une  is  often  extremely  difficult  of  difiniUon.  Riddle., 
par^loxe.,  and  punning  couplet,  are  for  the  met  part  omitted ;  not. 

It^i  r  TJ  '?P**^  "^-^  ^y  •"»  contemptible,  for 
m.thing  i.  contemptible  that  i.  really  good  of  it.  Una ;  but  becauw 
they  do  not,  stiiotly  .peaUng.  come  within  the  wope  of  thi.  work.* 

It  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  better  judge  than  Mr.  Locker- 
Lampson,  though,  as  already  said,  he  found  it  impossible  to 
raaintam  an  exact  line  of  demarcation,  and  his  definitions 
are  worth  giving  again. 

'It  may  be  a.  well  to  obwrve,  that  vers  de  soeHU  need  by  no  means 
be  confined  to  topics  of  artificial  life.    Subjects  of  Uie  most  exa]U»d 

M«^  tu"""*  *'*'"''  '''••'•«*«•'  "»y  «*  treated  with  equal  .ucoe«. 
provided  the  manner  of  their  treatment  is  in  accordanc.  with  the 
followInK  characteristics,  which  the  Editor  venture,  to  submit  a. 

vtr*4€  $ocUU  and  vtr,  €occaiunk  should  be  abort,  elegant,  refined,  and 
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fanciful,  not  wldom  dbttngafahed  by  cbastened  aentiment,  and  often 
ptayfuL  The  tone  should  not  be  pitched  high  ;  it  should  be  idiomatic 
and  rather  u  the  conversational  key ;  the  rhythm  should  be  crisp  and 
sparUing.  and  the  rhyme  frequent  and  never  forced,  while  the  entire 
poem  should  be  marked  by  tasteful  moderation,  high  finish  and 
compteteness :  for,  however  trivial  the  subject-matter  may  be,  ilideed 
rather  in  proportion  to  its  triviaUty,  subordination  to  the  rules  of 
composition  and  perfection  of  execution  should  be  strictly  enforced. 
The  two  qualities  of  brevity  and  buoyancy  are  absolutely  essentUL 
The  poem  may  be  tinctured  with  a  well-bred  phUosophy,  it  may  be 
gay  and  gallant,  it  may  be  playfully  malicious  or  tenderly  ironical,  it  may 
duiplay  lively  b«iter,  and  it  may  be  satirically  facetious ;  it  may  even. 

wSI^„°?»  *t  ""?^*  u  '  "^^  °'  "'•  ^  P^°  *°  ^*-  philosophy,  or 
tnfling  in  ,ts  tone,  but  it  must  never  be  ponderous  or  common-plwa  .. . 
The  chief  merit  of  ver,  dt  mkUU  is.  that  it  should  seem  to  be  entirely 
■pontaneous :  when  the  ie«ler  says  to  himself  "I  co  Id  have  written 
fchat,  and  easily  too,"  he  pay.  tiie  poet  the  highest  possible  oompBment 
At  the  same  time  it  is  right  to  ob«»ve  that  this  absence  of  effort,  as 
reoogmied  in  most  works  of  real  excellence,  is  only  apparent;  the 
wnting  of  «r.  de  ^odiU  is  a  dilBcult  accomplishment,  and  no  one  ha. 
fully  succeeded  in  it  witiiout  possessing  a  certain  gift  of  irony,  which 
IS  not  only  a  much  rarer  quaUty  than  humour,  or  even  wit.  but  i. 
•^together  less  commonly  met  with  than  is  sometimes  imagined.  At 
the  same  time  this  de^sription  of  poetry  seems  so  easy  to  write  that 
a  long  catalogue  of  authors,  both  famous  and  ob«sure,  have  attempted 
«.  but  m  the  great  majority  of  omws  with  very  indifferent  sucmm. 

l^J^T^^^^''^  *"  '•"""  ''"'  ""*«  '««  •"'P^*«' « it  be  borne 
m  mind  that  the  possession  of  the  true  poetic  faculty  i.  not  sufficient 

-T.^*  *^°'*  "P^**y  '"'  ^^^  ^•'''^°f  branch  of  the  art  of 
versification.  The  writer  of  ver,  de  sociUi,  in  order  to  be  genuinely 
juccessful,  must  not  only  be  more  or  less  of  a  poet,  but  he  must  also 
be  a  man  of  the  world,  in  the  most  liberal  sense  of  the  'expression: 
he  must  have  mixed  throughout  hi.  life  with  the  most  lefined  and 
cultivated  members  of  his  species,  not  merely  a.  an  idle  bystander,  but 
«.  a  busy  actor  in  the  throng.    A  professed  poet,  however  exited 

V^    tT    .   ""f  "  •  '"■  •'  "PP^"  *«*  •»  "  "««'«•'  characteriKt^ 

m.^*.^         '"u"'  ?"  '^'^  -"""'^  ^  '^^^  «ff  1°  the  leisure 
Inomen^  of  men  whose  live,  are  devoted  to  graver  pursuits.    8^ 


VUl 


PREFACE 


wag  an  ardent  politician ;  Prior  a  zealous  ambassador ;  Suckling, 
Praed,  and  Landor  were  eesentii^ly  men  of  action  ;  even  Cowper  was 
no  recluse,  but  a  man  of  the  world,  forced  by  mental  suffering  into  a  state 
of  modified  seclusion.  Indeed,  it  may  be  affirmed  of  most  of  the  authors 
quoted  in  this  volume— and  it  is  curious  to  see  what  a  large  proportion 
of  them  are  men  of  a  certain  social  porition— that  they  submitted 
their  intellects  to  the  monotonous  grindstone  of  worldly  business,  and 
that  theur  poetical  compositions  were  like  the  sparks  which  fly  off 
and  prove  the  generous  quality  of  the  metal  thus  applied ;  and  it  must 
be  remembered,  to  pursue  the  simile,  that  but  for  the  dull  grindstone, 
however  finely  tempered  the  metal  might  be,  there  would  be  no  sparks 
at  all :  in  other  words,  the  writer  of  vera  de  aoeiete  needs  perpetual 
contact  with  the  world.' 

When  Lyra  ElegarUiarum  first  api)eared,  the  art  of  writing 
light  verse — *  where  a  boudoir  decorum  is,  or  ought  to  be, 
preserved ;    where  sentiment  never  surges  into  passion,  and 

where  humour  never  overflows  into  boisterous  merriment ' 

had  fallen  upon  evU  days.  Now,  happily,  there  are  several 
living  poets  who  have  revived,  or  who  now  cultivate,  the  art, 
and  no  invidious  comparisons  need  be  provoked  by  the 
mention  of  Mr.  Austin  Dobson,  Mr.  Andrew  Lang,  Sir  W.  S. 
Gilbert,  Sir  Arthur  Quiller-Couch,  Mr.  A.  D.  Godley,  and 
Mr.  Owen  Seaman.  The  work  of  living  authors  is,  however, 
necessarily  excluded  from  this  volume. 

No  one  who  reads  through  the  following  pages  carefully  can 
fail  to  be  struck  with  the  modern  characteristics  of  much  old 
poetry  which  age  cannot  wither.  It  is  often  impossible  to 
realize,  for  instance,  that  Prior  has  been  dead  for  nearly  two 
centuries.  Not  only  may  the  reader  say  I  could  have  written 
that ',  but  also  '  It  might  have  been  written  yesterday  '. 
Sir  Arthur  Quiller-Couch  has  noted  'how  constantly  and 
curiously  Jonson,  especially  in  the  Underwoods,  seems  to 
anticipate  the  best  and  something  more  than  the  best, 
manner  of  Browning  ' ;  especially  mentioning  *  The  Triumph 
of  Charis  *  as  a  cose  in  point. 
A  slight  modification  here  and  there,  or  an  occasional 
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omission  has  enabled  the  present  editor,  as  it  enabled 
Mr.  Loeker-Lampson,  to  include  poems  ;hich  wo^d  ^ 
otherwise  unsuitable  for  a  popular  anthology.  If  u^&Z 
^on  be  required  for  changing,  by  the  sul^LtiL'  o  one 
word  for  another,  what  some  might  regard  as  blasphemy 
mto  a  classical  aUusion.  or  what  all  must  regard  as  indLncy 
mto  innocent  memment,  Mr.  Suinbume  himself  may  be 
pressed  into  service.  '  That  to  enact  the  part  of  Bowdler.' 
Mr.  bwmbume  says.  '  should  ever  be  a  thankless  part  to 

nX     J.T  ""^"^^^  °**'''°"'  ""'  ^PP*^"*  "««^%  '^fleets 
htle  credit  on  the  taste  a^d  judgment  of  thci   whose 

tonl^     i°^u      '''"'  """^  "'^"''  "^*"*'^  *»»««  that  which 
would  aende  the  memory  or  depreciate  the  merits  of  Bowdler.' 

Mr^Swuiburne  s  tribute  to  Mr.  Locker-Lampson's  skill  in  the 

ca^  of  Suift  will  be  found  in  the  notes  at  the  end  of  this 

volume.    It  may  be  explained  that  orthography  has  been 

modernized  and  that  the  poems  have  been  gSu^  !Z^ 

order  of  the  a  .chors  within  the  groups 
No  compiler  of  an  anthology  can  expect  to  please  everybody. 

Du  J  tLT'"";.?"'''""  "  inemdicable.  but  none  can  dil- 
pute  that  m  light  ver«e  there  is  an  extraordinary  amount 
of  imperishable  poetry  which  glorifies  the  Englishlnraae 

t?;c1;^7  *^"*^'"^  ^*'°«^  ^^^«  ^-'^  --Wed  hLt  mle 
the  collection  as  complete  and  representative  as  it  is :  to 
Lord  Tennyson  for  permission  to  include  Charles  Tennyson 

his  brother.  J.  K.  Stephen  ;  to  Mr.  Theodore  VVatts^nton 
mdispeiwab  c,  to  Mr.  Edward  Ganiett,  for  Richard  Garnett's 

Ulackuood   &  bons,  for  the  Earl  of  Ru»sly„'«  jKH^m.   Sir 

a3 
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Theodore  Martin's  parody  of  Tennyson  (from  the  Bon  OauUier 
Ballads),  and  H.  D.  Traill's  verses;  to  Messrs.  Chatto  & 
Windus,  for  R.  L.  Stevenson's  lines  to  Mr.  Andrew  Lang; 
to  Messrs.  Ellis  for  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti's  sonnet;  to  the 
Houghton  MifSin  CJo.,  for  the  poems  by  Bret  Harte,  J.  O.  Saxe, 
and  Whittier,  and  for  0.  W.  Holmes's  copyright  poem 
L'Inconnue;  to  Messrs.  Macmillan  &  Co.,  for  Charles  Kingsley's 
'Invitation'  (to  Tom  Hughes);  to  Messrs.  Metcalfe  &  Co.,  for 
A.  C.  Hilton's  parody ;  to  Messrs.  Charle?  Scribner's  Sons,  for 
a  poem  by  H.  C.  Bunner  ;  and  to  Messrs.  Smith,  Elder  &  Co.. 
for  Robert  Browning's  'i^hc  Pope  and  the  Net '. 

i{.  M.  L. 
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Adams,  Jobs  Quwcy  (1707-18M) 

To  Sally        ...  »<». 

Alobicu,  Henry  (Itt47-17l0).  '        '        '        *  -424 

Reaaons  for  Drinking 
AvTojr,  Sib  Robbrt  (1570-io3«). 3»2 

I  do  confe«  thou'rt  smooth  and  fair     . 

Woman's  Inconstancy   .         .  •         •         •         .     16tt 

AvTuuir.  WiLUAM  Ebjionustounjs  (Isla-ttS)        •        •        •        •     168 

The  Lay  of  the  Levito  ... 
Bailue,  Joanjia  (I7G2-I85I).  ** 

To  a  Kitten .        . 

"X«  F^^  "'.■^  '^""^  '--'""'•-■»  »-^'»^        ■    *" 

My  Lettera  .         .         .         * .445 

New-Made  Honour -367 

The  PopUr  . 4U 

BAB.VABI,.  Thomas,  Bishop  ok  Killalob  aso  Ll^^ck  mk-lsiHi)^^^ 

Improvement  in  the  Forties .  '         *"-»-'«''»)• 

Babsbs,  Wuxum  (J801-86).  '    ^^ 

Bleike's  House  in  Biackmworo 

Bath,  Eabl  of.   See  Pultexky.  ^^ 

Bavly,  Thomas  Havnes  (1707-1830). 

A  Xovel  of  High  Life    . 

The  Archery  Meeting     . ^^ 

Behx,  Aphba  (1040-80).  ^* 

Love  in  fantastic  triumph  sate       . 

BltKEBaTAFEE,   ISAAC  (d.    1812  ?).  ™* 

An  Expostulation 
Bishop,  Samuel  (1731-05). **^ 

?;  ml  W»"  °"  ?."  Fourteenth  Anniversary  of  their  Wedding  .     200 

Never  seek  to  tell  thy  fovi-    . 

.  To  the  Muses        .  '•*» 

Why  was  Cupid  a  boy '.        '.        '.        '.        \        \        \        *     J'J 


xU    ALPHABETICAL  LIST  OF  AUTHORS  AND  TITLES 

Bhktoji,  NicuoLAS  (l545r-lti2Ur).  X^ 

A  Farewell  to  Town 283 

PhiUida  and  Corydon 131 

Bromb,  Alrxandbb  (1820-00). 

Love  unaccountable i         .         .  10 

BROOIU),  ChARLKS  WILLUM  iSUIKLKV  (1810-74). 

Dixit,  et  in  menaam — 202 

Bkownb,  Isaac  Hawkins  (1705-00). 

A  Pipe  of  Tobacco 412,  4|3 

Blest  leaf  1  whose  aromatic  galea  dispenae    .         .         .         .413 

Little  tube  of  mighty  power   ......  412 

Browse,  Wuxiam  (1591-1043  ?). 

Venus,  by  Adonis'  side ;  iqj 

What  Wight  he  Loved 125 

Browsinq,  Euzabetu  Barrett  (ItMM^Ol). 

A  Man'a  Requirements .                            .         .         .         .         .  166 

Amy's  Cruelty }g^ 

May's  Love I74 

My  Kate 4^3 

Browmnu,  Robert  (1812-89). 

Garden  Fancies 322  323 

Sibrandus  Schafnaburgcnsis 323 

The  Flower's  Name .  322 

Nationality  in  Drinks 402 

The  Lost  Mistress 152 

The  Pope  and  the  Net 237 

Youth  and  Art 45 

Buchanan,  Robert  (1841-1901). 

In  London  on  Saturday  night        , 3q1 

BuLWER-LvTTON.    See  Lytton. 

BuNNEB,  Henry  Cuvleb  (1855-90). 

The  Clia]>cron        •••...,,.  203 

Burns,  Robert  (1759-90). 

Bonnie  Lesley        .         .         .         .         .         ,         ,         ^         ,119 

Duncan  Gr-y        .         .         . 282 

Butler,  Samuel  (1012-80). 

Hypocrisy 239 

The  Religion  of  Hudibras 227 

Bybom,  John  (1092-1783). 

A  Jacobite  Toast 4Qg 

BvBoN,  Ubobue  Goruo>',  Lobu  (178S-1824). 

Farewell  to  Malta.         >......,  425 

Fill  the  goblet  again 39^ 

Firat  Love    » ^4 
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Byron.  Georob  Gordox,  Lord  (l788-I824v-_ii«./v 
Lines  to  Mr.  Hodgmn  .         .         .        '^^<*'* 
Oh.  Ulk  not  to  me  of  a  name  gwJat  i„*.,tory* 
otftncM  to  AuguHta  ^ 

Sublime  ToImcco  . 
To  Thomas  Mooro 

Calvkblky.  Charlks  Stpabt  (l8;U-84» 
A,  B.  C        .         .         .  '■ 

B^lad  (Butter  and  eggs  and.  pound  of  ol. 
Beet     •         .         .         . 
'  Hie   Fir,  Hie  Est ' 
Lovers,  and  a  Reflection 
Ode  to  Tobacco    . 
Proverbial  I^ilosophy    . 
Cahpbsll,  Thomas  (1777-1844). 
Epistle  from  Algiers 
Margaret  and  Dora 
CAMriON,  Thomas  (1367-lfl20). 
Cherry-Ripe  . 
Jack  and  Joan 
My  Sweetest  Lesbia 
Never  love  unless  you  can 
Think'st  thou  to  seduce  mc 
Thou  art  not  fair . 
When  to  her  lute  Corinna  sings 
Cansiso,  George  (1770-1827). 
A  Political  Dispatch 

Song  by  Rogero 

Canxino,  Gkobob,  and  Johx  Hookham  Frere. 
Imitation  of  Southey     . 
Sapphics  (Needy  Knife-grinder) 
Carbw,  Thomas  (1503  ?-1639  ?). 

Ask  me  no  more  where  Jove  bestows 
Disdain  Returned  .... 
Mediocrity  in  Love  rejected   , 
Ungrateful  Beauty  threatened 
Carey,  Hexry  (d.  1743). 

Sally  in  Our  Altey         .... 
'  Carroll.  Lewis  '.    See  Dodoso.v. 
Caylbv.  Gboboe  Johx  (d.  18*78). 

An  Epitaph 

Chalkhill,  John  (fl.  1600). 

Coridon's  Song  (Oh.  the  sweet  contentment) 
Oh,  the  brave  fisher's  life 
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30 
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415 
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417 
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Chauckr,  GsorntBY  (1340  ?-1400).  2io. 

To  Rofiemounde I^j 

CHBSTERnsLD,  Earl  or.   See  .STAsnoPK. 

Clkvcland,  John  (1013-58). 

Had  CWin  been  iScot 427 

Cloitoh,  Arthur  Hugh  (I8I0-A1). 

Spectator  ab  Extra 410 

The  Latest  Decalogue 238 

CoLKRiDaB,  Hartley  (1790-1840). 

She  IS  not  fair  to  outward  view 120 

To  a  Proud  Kinswoman        .......  14 

CoLEBiOGK,  Samuel  Taylor  (1772-1834). 

Cologne 420 

Names '  71 

The  Devil's  Thoughts    ...         *        *        *        '        .'  222 

The  Exchange !        !        '  00 

CoLUMS,  John  (d.  1808). 

To-morrow    .                 . 442 

•CoLUNS,  Mortimer  (1827-76). 

Ad  Chloen,  M.A,  ........  28 

CoLUHS,  Wiluam  (1721-59). 

Dirge  for  Fidele 40jj 

CoNOREVE,  William  (1670-1729). 

A  Hue  and  Cry  after  Fair  Amoret 107 

Pious  Selinda '         '  229 

Sabina  Wakes        .         ,         ,         .         .                  '         [  147 

Corbet,  Richard,  Bishop  op  Oxford  axd  op  Norwich  (1582-1635). 

Farewell,  rewards  and  fairies 228 

To  Vincent  Corbet,  His  Son  .                           .         .         *         '  gU 

Cowley,  Abraham  (1618-67). 

S''"'^"« 393 

The  Clironicle 228 

The  Wish      .....'.*!!;;  440 

To  His  Mistress 9'* 

Without  and  Witliin !         !  148 

Cowper,  Wiluam  (1731-1800). 

An  Epitaph  (on  a  Pointer) 32fl 

Catharina "  g^. 

Epitaph  on  a  Harn |  ^ 

Gratitude *  99 

On  the  Death  o;  Mrs.  Throcl«morton's  Bullfinch     .         .         !  3.39 

The  Jackdaw         ........  gjig 

To  Mrs.  Tliro«?kmorton,  on  Her  Transcript  of  Horace  284 

To  my  Cousin,  Anne  Botlham 13 


(1832 


98). 
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CowPEB,  William  (173  -1800)— conM. 

To  the  Imiiiortal  Memory  of  »  Haliba* 
To  the  Rev.  William  Bull     . 
Cbashaw,  Bicbabd  (1613  ?-49). 

Wiahes  for  the  Supposed  MiBtrem 
Banibl,  Samubl  (1502-1610). 

Love  is  a  BicknooM 
Davkwast,  8ib  William  (1006-68). 

Tlie  krk  now  leaves  *  ^  watery  nest 
The  Soldier  going  to  tne  Field 
Db  La  Wabb.   See  West, 
DonosoN,  Chables  Lctwidok  (Lewis  Carroll) 

You  are  old.  Father  William' 
DoNHB,  John  (1573-1631). 

Go  and  catch  a  falling  star  . 
The  Bait      ....*, 
DoRSBT,  Earl  or.   See  Sackville,  Charles 
Drayton,  Michael  (1563-1631). 
Immortality  in  Sonjr      . 
The  Crier      ....'* 
To  His  Coy  Love .... 
Drcsimond,  William  (1585-1649)' 

IJke  the  Idalian  queen 
Drvdex,  John  (1631-1700). 
A  Pair  well  matched     . 
Fortune         •         .         .         .         ' 
EoBEMONT,  Earl  of.   ,See  Wyxdham. 
Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo  (1803-82) 

Fable 

Erskine,  Francis  Robert  St.  Clair,  Earl 

Bedtime 

Ethereoe,  Sir  George  (1G35  ?-»l). 

Carpc  Diem 

Fanshawe,  Catherine  Maria  (1705-1834). 

Enigma  on  the  Letter  H. 
Fielding,  Henry  (1707-54). 

An  EpiRtle  to  Sir  R.  Walpole 
To  Celia        ... 
To  Sir  R.  Walpole         [         [         [ 
Flatman,  Thomas  (1037-88). 

On  Marriage 

Fletcher,  John  (1570-1625). 
Hear  ye,  ladie^  that  despise    . 
Now  the  lusty  Spring  is  seen 


of  Rosslyn  (1833-90). 
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Flktcbrb,  Johw  {lliT9-l»2a\—fonld.  j^ 

Women's  Longing.                                                             ^        ^  ^m 

Frbri,  John  Hookhah  (1709-|g4«). 

A  P»W«»  for  Five  Years  Okl 2t 

iifr.  Cannino  and  Frrre. 

Oarnrtt.  Richard  (lii%VI90()). 

Our  muter,  Meleager    •         .         .         ,  mi 

Gay,  Johjc  (1683-1732).  .... 

A  Ballsd  on  Quadrille 213 

A  Fragment !        !        !        !  313 

An  Elegy  on  a  Lap-dog                 .        ,        ^       ^        |  g^g 

Arcadia !.'.*!  195 

Blaok-eyed  Susan !         !        !        !  255 

The  Lady's  Lamentation        •..,.]*  214 

Goummith,  Ouvrr  (1?28-74). 

Mrs.  Mary  Blaize 471 

Retaliation «. 

The  Haunch  of  Venison         ...                          *        '  vjj 

Gray,  Thomas  (1716-71).  

A  Long  Story ig^ 

Ode  on  the  Death  of  a  Favourite  (Jit   .        '.        ',        [        !  330 

Habinoton,  William  (1603-34). 

To  Roses,  in  the  Bosom  of  Castora        ....  314 

HARiNaTOK,  Sn  John  (1561-1012). 

Against  Writers  that  carp  at  other  Men's  Books      .        .        .283 

Hartr,  Francis  Brit  (18.10-1902). 

Plain  Language  from  Truthful  James 215 

Hebrr,  Rroinald  (1783-1820). 

Sympathy 268 

Herbert,  Edward,  Lord  Herbert  ok  Cbrrbdrv  (1583-1048). 

Now  that  the  April  of  your  youth  adorn8 3(5 

Herrick,  Robert  (1391-1074). 

A  Ring  presented  to  Julia m 

A  Ternary  of  Littles !         '  9< 

An  Ode  for  Ben  Jonson         ......  a?* 

Delight  in  Disorder !         !  85 

His  Prayer  to  Ben  Jonson 331 

How  Springs  Came  Firet 327 

Julia's  Bed .97 

The  Bracelet  to  Julia 88 

The  Headache [         ''  ^|jj 

The  Night  Piece,  to  Julia               ......  137 

The  Primrose .Ill 

To  Carnations 2|o 
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Ummck.  RoBniT  (l«Wl-ltt74)— coN/if.  ,0, 

To  DiMieiM ^} 

To  Ekctn .        '.  U 

To  bia  MJntma  objecting  to  him  neither  Toying  or  Talking     .  I3tt 
To  his  Peculiar  Friend.  Mr.  John  Wicks                                    .373 

To  Meadows Sjq 

To  Oenone g^ 

To  the  Virgins  to  make  much  of  Time 41 

To  Virgins 40 

Upon  Julia's  Clothes m 

HiYwmin,  JouN  (1497  r-lo80  7). 

A  Praise  of  His  Lady IH 

UxYwooj),  Thomas  (d.  1050  7). 

The  Message         . j^ 

The  Nations 9q 

HiLTosr,  Arthvb  Climxnt  (185I--77). 

The  Heathen  Pasn-cc .  2« 

HOLMBS,  OUVXB  WlKOUX  (1800-1)4). 

Contentment  .         .         .         .  ,         ,         ,         _,  444 

L'Inconnue ij2 

On  lending  a  Punch  Bowl ,  4qq 

The  Last  Leaf !  456 

To  an  Insect j45 

Hot)D,  Thomas  (1700-1845).                                                      *         '  ' 

Faithless  Nelly  Gray 251 

My  mother  bids  me  spend  my  smiles     ....  273 

^°'    '      : »7 

Ode  on  a  Distant  Prospect  of  Clapham  ^';adcmy   ...  22 

Our  Village '     .                   !  :i05 

*  Please  to  ring  the  Belle "...                   ...  263 

The  Broken  Dish !  474 

The  Flower !         !  325 

The  Suiieriority  of  Machinery 252 

To  (Composed  at  Kottcrdara) 423 

To  Minerva ^Ig 

Written  in  a  Young  T  -dy's  Album 449 

Hood,  Thumas — thb  Younubr  (1835-71). 

Poets  and  Linnets         ........  466 

HouoHTON,  LuRn.    See  Miij(es. 

Hum,  James  Hbkkv  Leigh  (1784-1850). 

Jenny  kissed  me  when  we  met 79 

•IsuoLUSBV,  Thomas.'    i^ee  Babuam. 

Jaoo,  Bicuaro  (1715-81). 

Willi  fcadcn  foot  time  creeps  along  >«....  121 
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jRnrBKY.  Fbancim.  Lohd  Jkffukv  ( 1 773- 1  SoO).  jj„ 

Why     rite  my  name 447 

JOHMSOX,      AMCBL  (1700-84). 

Epigram  (oo  OoUey  Cibber) .277 

If  tha  man  who  turnipM  criui 4Y2 

One-and-twenty '  •»» 

To  Mrs.  Thrale      .         .         .         .         '         \         [         ]         '  .^ 

Jokes,  Sib  Wiluam  (174U-U4}. 

On  parent  kneett ^ 

JoMtiON,  Bkxjauik  {1573  T-1037). 

EpiUph  on  Salathiel  Pavy 459 

If  I  freely  may  discover I24 

Inviting  a  Friend  to  Supper 37 1 

Still  to  be  neat     ......  g-i 

That  Women  are  but  Men'a  Sbadowa 170 

The  Triumph  of  ChariH *         *  100 

To  Celia       ....                                    '        '        '  -mk 

VivamuB g- 

JuBDAW.  Thomas  (1812  ?-85). 

The  Carelew  Gallant 473 

Keats,  Jous  (1705-1821). 

EpiHtle  to  J.  H.  Reynokb 303 

The  Mermaid  Tavern ..400 

KlSUSLBY,  Chables  (1810-75). 

My  Little  Doll .  \0 

The  Invitation  (To  Tom  Hugbca)  ...!!!  309 

Lamb,  Chables  (1775-1834). 

A  Farewell  to  Tobacco 410 

A  Sonnet  on  Christian  Name 70 

Hester .         !  401 

Parental  Recollections .11 

LaMR.   WlLUAM,    ViSCOU.NT  MELBUtKKE   (1770-1848). 

'Tis  late,  and  I  muni  baste  away 449 

Laxdob,  Walteb  Savaub  (1775-I8M). 

An  Ancient  Rhvme 4gl 

!*°*"y  !     !  310 

*^«^ 4(t2 

Household  Dods 17 

How  many  voices  gnily  wing .40 

1  remember  the  time  crc  hit>  tern  pica  were  itrev  .  i.\i 

lanthc's  Shell         .         .         .         .         .      ^.         .         [         ;  ,! 

In  Clcmentina'.s  nrth-xM  nijcii .'  lij 

Ireland  novsr  Man  ciMiirnktl  ......  4^7 

Mother,  I  cannot  mind  my  wliccl j?** 

Mew  Stylo  (I  very  much  imleod  ap|nuve)       .         .         .         !  204 
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lasDoft,  Waltkk  Savaoe  (1775-1864)— <-o»ift/.  „o 

No,  my  own  love  of  other  yeara »^ 

Old  Stylo  (Aurelius,  Sire  of  Hungrincijscs)  ..'.',  378 
One  3-ear  ago  my  path  was  green  •-....  ig^ 
Proud  word  you  never  spoke  .  .192 

Rose's  Birthday    ....  2H|. 

The  Cistus JJ 

The  Dragon  %   .  '  "     Jl 

The  Gifts  returned         •••...!!     271 

The  maid  I  love  ne'er  thought  of  mo w 

The  vessel  that  rests  hero  at  last  .....'  4SS 
There  are  some  m    hcs  that  may  start  455 

To  Alfred  Tbnnyson      ....  370 

To  E.  Arundell ."!!!»» 

To  R  F.  (No  doubt  thy  little  twsom  beats)  .         .         *         .288 

To  Leigh  Hunt ^^ 

Twenty  years  hence  my  eyes  may  grow  ....     460 

Well  I  remember  how  you  smiled  ....![       97 

Yes  :    I  write  verses  now  and  then ggg 

Vouth ^         ^         *         *         .31 

Lek,  Nathamel  (1«.')3  r-l«i«). 

Blush  not  redder  than  the  morning 44 

Lelakd,  Charlgs  Uodfrkv  (1 8-24- 1003). 

Hans  Breitmann's  Barty 379 

Lockek-Lami-sos,  Fkederuk  (18-21-05). 

A  Nice  CorrcajKindcnt    ....  agn 

On  an  Old  Muff 05 

Mccadilly  !*.!'.     298 

►M.  James  8  otrect  .jOy 

The  Jester's  Pica  .-.....'.'         ."     jj-jg 

To  My  GrandmutliiT *  ^-y 

To  My  MistrcMs's  Buot:<  ••...,  Q± 

L«»so»EiAow,  Hekbv  Wauswuktu  (1807-S_'). 

Catawba  Wine !«• 

Lovelace,  Rkhaku  (1018-58). 

(•ratiana  dancing,  and  Ningini:        ......     205 

TI»o  Merit  of  Inconstancy !         .     IsS 

To  Althca  from  Prison 220 

To  Amarantlia       •••......       01 

To  Lucasta,  on  going  to  the  Wars 245 

LoWELi.,  James  IUssell  (1810-01). 

Auf  wiodrrrd-hcn    .         .         ,         , 4«l^ 

Tlie  C\)urtin' !     133 

Without  and  Within      ........     204 
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LCTTRBLL,  HBNRr  (1705?-I8ul).  KO. 

Burnham  Beeches 324 

LVLY,  JouM  (I554?-1606). 

Apelles'  Song  (Cupid  and  my  Campaspc  played)  .104 

Apollo's  Song  (My  Daphne's  hair  is  twisted  gold)    .         .         .     108 

LVSAUHT,  EOWABO  (1703-1811). 

Kitty  of  Coleraine  435 

LvTTos,  Edwabd  Robbbt  Bclwbb,  £arl  of  Lvrro.v  (Uwks 
Mkrkditu)  (1831-91). 
The  Chess  Board -JKJ 

Macavlay,  Thomas  Babinuton,  Lord  (1800-ott). 

The  Country  Clergyman's  Trip  to  Cambridge  .     235 

Valentine  to  the  Honblc.  M.  C.  .Stanhope        .         .  .12 

Mauony,  Francis  Sylvester  (Father  Prout)  (1804-06). 

The  Shandon  Belb 434 

Martin,  Sir  Theudobb  (I8I0-|}H>!I). 

The  Lay  of  the  Lovelorn 484 

Melboubxb,  Lord.   Si^,  L-imb,  Wiixiam. 

•  MsBKOiTH,  Owen.'    See  Lytton. 

MiixiKiN,  Richard  Alfred  (I707-18Io). 

The  Groves  of  Blarney j 

M1LNE8,  Richard  Moxcktun,  Lord  Hucuutun  (1809-85). 

Shadows 47 

The  Venetian  Serenade 430 

Milton,  John  (1008-74). 
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A  BOOK 

or 

LIGHT  VEilSE 


1. 


TO  A  C3HILD  OF  QUALITY,  nVE  YEARS  OLD.  1704» 
THE  AUTHOR  THEN  FORTY 

Ix>Bi>8,  koighta  mnd  aqairet,  the  namerons  band 

That  wear  the  fair  Mim  Mwy'a  iettect, 
Were  sommoiied  by  hw  hi^^  commuMl 

To  ihow  thor  pwioM  by  their  letten. 

My  pm  anuHigit  the  rest  I  took, 

I«t  thoee  br^t  eyee  that  oannot  read 
Shoold  dart  tiieir  khidJing  firee,  and  look 

The  power  they  have  to  be  obeyed. 

Nor  qoality,  nor  lepntation, 

Fornda  me  yet  my  flame  to  tdl ; 
Dear  £  -e-years-old  befeienda  my  paasioD. 

And  X  aiay  write  till  she  can  spell. 

For,  while  she  makes  her  silkworms'  beds 

With  ail  the  tender  things  I  swear  j 
Whilst  all  the  house  my  passitm  reads 

In  pap«8  round  her  baby's  hiOr  ; 

She  may  reoeive  and  own  my  flame, 
For,  though  the  strictest  prudes  should  know  it, 

She  II  psas  for  a  most  virtuous  dame. 
And  I  for  an  unhappy  poet. 

^^  too,  alas  t  when  she  shall  teu 

Tie  lines  some  younger  rival  sends ; 
She  U  give  me  leave  to  write,  I  fear. 

And  we  shall  still  continue  friends. 

For,  as  oar  di&rent  ages  move, 
'^Rs  so  ordained  (would  Fate  but  mend  it !) 

That  I  shall  be  past  making  love. 
When  she  begins  to  comprehend  iU 


a.  b.  V. 


M.  R.-i 


L    TO  THE  YOUNGER  LADT  LUCY  SYDNEY 

Wht  oaiiM  I  ao  nntimelT  f ortii 
Into  »  wocld  whkik,  wanting  thee, 
Could  entertain  os  with  no  worth. 
Or  shadow  of  feliotty  ? 
That  time  ahonld  me  so  far  remove 
Ktom  that  wbidi  I  was  bom  to  love. 

Yet,  fafamt  BloHom  !  do  not  slight 
That  eye  which  you  may  know  so  soon ; 
The  rosT  mmn  resigns  her  Ii{^t 
And  milder  spkadoais  to  the  noon : 
If  snoh  thy  dawning  beauty's  power 
Who  shall  abide  its  noon-tide  hour  T 

Hope  waits  upon  the  flowery  prime ; 
And  summer  though  it  be  leds  gay. 
Yet  is  not  looked  <m  as  a  tjoe 
Of  declination  or  deoav ; 
For  with  a  full  hand  sne  doth  bring 
All  that  was  promued  by  the  spring. 


K  Wallsb. 


3.    CHILD  AND  MAIDEN 

Ah,  Chloris  !  that  I  now  oould  sit 

As  unconcerned  as  when 
Your  infant  beauty  oould  beget 

No  pleasure,  nor  no  pain  I 

When  I  the  dawn  used  to  admire 
And  praised  the  coming  day 

I  little  thousht  the  growing  fire 
Must  take  my  rest  away. 

Your  charms  in  harmless  childhood  lay, 

like  metals  in  the  mine ; 
Age  from  no  face  took  more  awapr 

Than  youth  concealed  in  thine 

But  as  your  charms  insensibly 
To  thur  ^rfection  pressed. 

Fond  love  as  unperceiTed  did  fly, 
And  in  my  bosom  rest. 


CHILD  AND  MAIDEN 

My  pMrim  with  your  beMty  grew  t 
And  Cupid  U  my  hawt 

Still,  M  his  mother  fkTonnd  yoo. 
Threw  a  new  fizs^aag  dart : 

Each  ^oried  in  their  wanton  part ; 

To  make  a  lover,  he 
Employed  the  utmoat  of  hie  art— 

To  make  a  beauty,  she. 


Sn  C  SxDLxr. 


4.    THE  PAIR  THIEP 

Bdobb  the  urohin  well  oouki  go. 
She  stole  the  whiteneas  of  the  mow ; 
And  more,  that  whiteneoe  to  adorn,' 
She  stole  the  blushes  of  the  mom ; 
Stole  all  the  sweetaiees  ether  sheds 
On  inimrose  buds  or  violet  beds. 

StiU  to  reveal  her  artful  wiles 
She  stole  the  Graces'  silken  smilee : 
She  stole  Aurora's  balmy  breath ; 
And  lalfered  orient  pearl  tot  teeth : 
Tie  cherry,  dipped  m  morning  dew. 
Gave  moiBtura  to  her  lips,  and  hue. 

These  were  her  infant  spoils,  a  store; 
And  she  in  time  still  piffei-ed  more  ! 
At  tmlve,  sLe  stole  from  O^rus'  queen 
Her  air  and  love-commanding  mien ; 
Stole  Juno's  dignity ;   and  stole 
Erom  Pallas  sense  to  charm  the  souL 

Apollo's  wit  was  next  her  prey; 
Her  next  the  beam  that  Ughts  the  day ; 
She  sang  :  amazed  the  Sirens  heaid  ; 
And  to  assert  their  voice  appeared  : 
«,    P'*y«* ;  tlie  Muses  from  the  hill 
Wondered  who  thus  had  stole  their  skill 

GrM,t  Jove  approved  her  crimes  and  art ; 
Ai^,  t  other  day,  she  stole  my  heart ! 
H  loven,  Cupid,  are  thy  care. 
Exert  thy  vengeance  on  this  Fair ; 
To  trial  bring  her  stolen  charms. 
And  let  her  prison  be  my  arms. 

C.  Wynpham,  Earl  of  Eoeemont. 


5.    A  RHYME 

Bab>,  if  rhyme  be  none 

Fat  that  sweet  small  word 
Babe,  the  sweetest  one 

Ever  heard, 

Ruht  it  is  and  meet 

Rhyme  should  keep  not  true 
Time  with  such  a  sweet 

Thing  as  you. 

Meet  it  is  that  rhyme 

Should  not  gain  such  grace : 
What  is  Aiwil's  prime 

To  your  face  T 

What  to  yours  is  May's 

Rosiest  smile  T  what  sound 
Like  your  laughter  sways 

All  hearts  round  ? 

None  can  tell  in  metre 

Fit  for  ears  on  earth 
What  sweet  star  grew  sweeter 

At  your  birth. 

Wisdom  doubts  what  may  be : 

Hope,  with  smile  sublime. 
Trusts :  but  neither,  baby. 

Knows  the  rhyme. 

Wisdom  lies  down  lonely ; 

Hope  keeps  watch  from  far ; 
None  but  one  seer  only 

Sees  the  star. 

Lore  alone,  with  yearning 

Heart  for  astrolabe. 
Takes  the  star's  height,  burning 

O'er  tba  babe. 

A.  C.  SwnrBVBiri. 


8.    ON  PARENT  KNEES,  A  NAKED  NEW-BORN  CHILD 

Oir  parent  knees,  a  naked  new-bom  child. 
Weeping  thou  sat'at  while  all  around  thee  smikd  i 
So  live,  that  sinking  to  thy  life's  Isst  sleep, 
Ci^m  thou  mayest  smile,  whilst  all  aioooa  thee  we^ 

8»  W.  JOHBS. 


7.  TO  CHARLOTTE  PULTENEY 

TimcLT  blossom,  infant  fair. 
Fondling  of  a  happy  pair. 
Every  mom  and  every  night 
Their  solicitoiw   >  flight. 
Sleeping,  w  .<'ng,  f  till  afc  -aae, 
leasing,  w'ibowt  skiU  to  \.nuei 
little  gossi;  \  bUlhe  and  ha'*. 
Tattling  ma  .r' *  broken  tf  le,    . 
Sinj^ng  many  a  vji'^ii-w  aong. 
Lavish  of  a  heedless  tongae ; 
Simple  maiden,  void  of  art, 
BabUing  out  the  very  heart. 
Yet  abandoned  to  thy  will. 
Yet  imagining  no  ill. 
Yet  too  mnooent  to  blush ; 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  bosh 
To  the  mother-linnet's  note 
Modoling  hw  slender  throat ; 
Chirping  forth  thy  petty  joys. 
Wanton  in  the  change  of  toys. 
Like  the  linnet  green,  in  May 
Flitting  to  each  bloomy  spray ; 
Wearied  then  and  glad  of  rest. 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  mst  :— 
This  thy  present  happy  lot, 
This  in  time  will  be  forgot : 
Other  pleasures,  other  cares, 
Ever-busy  Hme  prepares ; 
And  thou  shalt  in  thy  daughter  see. 
This  picture,  once,  resembled  thee. 


A.  PBiurs. 


8.    A  LETTER 
To  THX  HovouBABU  Ladt  Mamabbt  Cavwdwh  HABunr, 

WHBX  A  CHILO 

Mt  noble,  lovely.  Uttle  Peggy, 
Let  this  mj  first  epistle  beg  ye. 
At  dawB  of  mom,  and  cloee  of  even, 
To  lift  your  heart  and  hands  to  HeavMi. 
In  double  beauty  sav  your  prayer : 
Our  Father  first,— then  Nctrt  Fire : 
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A  LETTER 

And,  deareBt  child,  along  the  day. 
In  ernything  you  do  and  aay. 
Obey  and  please  my  lord  and  lady, 
80  God  shall  love,  and  angek  aid  ye. 
If  to  theae  peoepta  you  attend. 
No  second  letter  need  I  send. 
And  so  I  rest  your  constant  friend. 


M.  Pbiob. 


9.    BEDTIME 

T18  bedtime ;  say  your  hymn,  and  bid  '  Oood-night, 

'  God  bless  Mamma,  Papa,  and  dcM  ones  all,' 

Your  half-shut  eyes  beneath  your  eyelids  fall. 

Another  minute  you  will  shut  them  quite. 

Yes,  I  will  carry  you,  put  out  the  light. 

And  tuck  you  up,  although  you  are  so  tall ! 

What  will  you  give  me,  l^eepy  One,  and  call 

My  wages,  if  I  settle  you  all  right  T 

I  laid  hOT  golden  curls  upon  my  arm, 

I  drew  her  little  feet  within  my  hand. 

Her  rosy  palms  were  joined  in  trustful  bliss. 

Her  heart  next  mine  beat  gently,  soft  and  warm  ; 

She  nestled  to  me,  aii-^.  by  Love's  command. 

Paid  me  my  precious  wageti  -'  Baby's  kiss.' 

F.  Ebskini,  Eabl  of  BoasLTir. 


10.    LETryS  GLOBE 

When  Letty  had  scarce  passed  her  third  glad  year. 
And  her  young,  artless  words  began  to  flow. 
One  day  we  gave  the  child  a  coloured  sphere 
Of  the  wide  earth,  that  she  might  mark  and  know. 
By  tint  and  outline,  all  its  sea  and  land. 
She  patted  c"  the  world ;  old  empires  peeped 
Between  her      by  fingers  ;  her  soft  hand 
Was  welcomi       all  frontiers.    How  she  leaped, 
And  laughed,  <knd  prattled  in  her  world-wide  bliss ; 
But  when  we  turned  her  sweet  unlearned  eye 
On  our  own  isle,  she  raised  a  joyous  cry, 
'  Oh  !  yes,  I  see  it,  Lettv's  home  b  then ! ' 
And,  while  she  hid  all  England  with  a  kiss. 
Bright  over  Europe  feU  her  golden  hair. 

C  Tbitntson  TtTRNn 


11.    PARENTAL  RECOLLECTIONS 

A  ch  ild's  a  playtMng  for  an  hour ; 

Its  pretty  triokB  we  try 
For  that  or  for  a  loii8|er  apaoe ; 

Then  tire,  and  lay  it  by. 

But  I  knew  one,  that  to  itaelf 

All  aeaaons  could  control ; 
That  would  have  moeked  the  s«qm  of  pain 

Oat  of  a  grievM  souL 

Thon  atoagglw  into  loving  anna, 

Yoong  chmbw  np  of  knees. 
When  I  fotget  Uiv  thousand  waya, 

Thm  life  and  all  ahaU 


12.    VALENHNE 

To  THB  HomuL  Bf.  C.  Stakhopi 

Hail,  day  of  Mnaio,  day  of  Love, 

On  earth  bdow,  in  air  above. 

In  air  the  turtle  fondly  moans. 

The  linnet  pipes  in  joyous  tones ; 

On  earth  the  postman  toils  along. 

Bent  double  by  huge  bales  of  song, 

Whwe,  rich  ««^th  many  a  gorgeous  dye, 

Blaiea  all  ">  heraldry— 

Myrtles  at  -  doves  and  sparrows. 

Love-knots    .       .iars,  lamps  uid  arrows. 

What  nympa  without  wild  hopes  and  fears 

The  double  rap  this  morning  hears  t 

UnnumbcHred  lasses,  youiw  and  fair. 

From  Bethnal  Green  to  Belgrave  Square, 

With  cheeks  high  flushed,  and  hearts  loud-beatinf^ 

Await  the  t^ier  annual  greeting. 

The  loveliest  lass  of  all  is  mine — 

Good  morrow  to  my  Valentine  I 

Good  morrow,  ((entle  child  !  and  then 

Again  good  >       sw,  and  again. 

Good  nunrow  following  still  good  morrow, 

Without  one  dood  of  strife  or  sorrow. 

And  when  tiie  god  to  whom  we  pay 

In  Jest  our  homages  to<lay 

Shall  come  to  claim,  no  more  in  jest, 

His  rightful  empire  o'er  thy  breast, 
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VALENTINE 

BenigDMt  may  hk  aipeot  be. 

His  yoke  the  truest  libwty : 

And  if  •  tew  his  power  confess. 

Be  it  a  tear  of  hapfuness. 

It  shall  be  sa    The  Muse  displays 

ne  future  to  her  votaiy's  gaze ; 

Ptophetio  rage  my  bosom  swells— 

I  taste  the  oake— I  hear  the  bells  I 

Rrom  Conduit  Street  the  close  array 

(M  cbaric'ui  banrioades  the  way 

To  where  I  see,  with  outstretched  hand. 

Majestic,  thv  great  kinsman  standT^ 

And  half  unbend  his  brow  of  pride. 


Wiflun  I  see  the  chacoel's  pale. 
The  orange  flowers,  the  Brussels  veil, 

2??i  ?■*•  u.°  ^^°^  *'*'*•  ^°9^  white, 
BtUl  trembhng  from  the  av^  rite, 

I^r  the  last  time  shall  fainUy  trace 
The  name  of  Stanhope's  nobto  race, 
I  see  kind  faces  round  thee  pressing, 
I  hear  kind  voices  whispw  blessingT 
And  with  those  voices  mii^es  mine- 
All  good  attend  my  Valentine ! 


Thomas,  Lobd  MACAin.AT. 


TO  MY  OOUSm  ANNE  BODHAM,  ON  RECEIVING  FROM 
HER  A  PURSE 
Mr  ge=t!e  Anne,  whom  heretofore, 
*2«.  *■■  y°'*°8«  •°d  <*ou  no  more 
Than  plaything  for  a  nunc, 
I  danced  and  fondled  on  my  kmcb 
A  kitten  both  in  size  and  glee! 
I  thank  thee  for  my  puise. 

GoW  pays  the  worth  of  all  thinn  here ; 
But  not  of  love :— that  gem  's  too  dear 

For  richest  rogues  t'  .nnit; 
1,  tberefore,  ss  a  proof  of  love, 
Mtoem  thy  present  far  above 

The  best  things  kept  within  it. 

W.  Oowpnu 


14.    TO  A  PROUD  KINSWOMAN 
Faib  maid,  had  I  not  heard  thy  baby  cries. 
Nor  seen  thy  girlish  sweet  vioisBitade, 
^y  mazy  motions,  striving  to  elude. 
Yet  wooing  still  a  parent's  watchful  eyes.— 
Thy  humours,  many  as  the  opal's  dye^ 
And  lovely  all ;  methinks  thy  scornful  mood 
And  bearing  high  of  stately  womanhood. 
Thy  brow  where  Beauty  sits  to  tyrannize 
O  er  humble  love,  had  made  me  sadly  fear  thee ; 
^r  never  sure  was  seen  a  Royal  Bride, 
Whose  gmtleness  gave  grace  to  so  much  pride. 
M^  very  thoughts  would  tremble  to  be  near  thee : 
But  when  I  see  thee  at  thy  father's  side. 
Old  tunes  unqueen  thee,  and  old  loves  endear  thae 


Habtlit  CoLUiDoa. 


15.    lANTHE'S  SHELL 

Dabuno  shell,  where  hast  thou  been, 
West  or  East  T  or  heard  or  seen  T 
From  what  pastimes  art  tbou  come  I 
Can  we  make  amends  at  home  T 

Whether  thou  hast  tuned  the  dan  ,e 

To  the  maids  of  ocean 
Know  I  not ;  but  Ignorance 

Never  hurts  Devotion. 

This  I  know,  lanthe's  shell, 
I  must  ever  love  thee  well, 
Though  too  little  to  resound 
While  the  Nereids  dance  around ; 
For,  of  all  the  shells  that  are. 

Thou  art  sure  the  brightest ; 
Thou,  lanthe's  infant  care. 

Most  these  eyes  delightest 
To  thy  early  aid  she  owes 
Teeth  like  budding  snowdrop  rows : 
And  what  other  shell  can  say 
On  her  bosom  once  it  lay  T 

That  which  into  Cyprus  bore 
^enus  from  her  native  sea, 
(*™«  of  shells  !)  was  never  more 
Dear  to  hw  than  thou  to  me. 


B3 


W.  S.  Laxdob. 
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16.    IN  CLEMENTINA'S  ARTLESS  MIEN 

In  CSementioa's  artleH  mien 
Locilla  Mks  me  what  I  see. 
And  are  the  roses  of  sixteen 
Enough  for  me  T 

Lacilla  asks,  if  that  be  all. 

Have  I  not  culled  as  sweet  before ; 
Ah  yes,  Lucilla  !  and  their  fall 
I  still  deplore. 

I  now  behold  another  scene. 

Where  treasure  beams  with  heaven's  own  lig^t, 
More  pure,  more  constant,  more  serene. 
And  not  less  bright : 

Eaith,  on  whose  breast  the  Loves  repose. 

Whose  chain  of  flowers  no  force  can  sever. 
And  Modesty  who,  when  she  goes. 
Is  gone  for  ever. 

W.  S.  Lassor. 
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17.    HOUSEHOLD  GODS 

Yi  little  household  gods,  that  make 
My  heart  leap  lighter  with  your  pkty. 

And  never  let  it  sink  or  ache, 
Unleos  you  are  too  far  away ; 

Eight  years  have  flown,  and  never  yet 

One  day  has  risen  up  between 
The  kisses  of  my  earlier  pet. 

And  few  the  hours  he  was  not  seen. 

How  can  I  call  to  you  from  Rome  ? 

Will  mamma  teach  what  ftoUo  said  ? 
Have  ye  not  heard  him  talk  at  home 

About  the  city  of  the  dead  ? 

Marvellous  tales  will  babbo  tell. 

If  you  don't  clasp  his  throat  too  tight. 

Tales  which  you,  Arnold,  will  love  well. 
Though  Julia's  cheek  turns  pale  with  fright 


HOUSEHOLD  GODS  11 

How,  swimming  o'er  the.  Tiber,  deli* 

HfMtded  the  rescued  virgin  train ; 
And,  loftier  virtue  !  how  C!omelia 

lived  when  her  two  brave  sons  were  slain. 

This  is  my  birthday :  may  ye  waltze 

Till  mamma  cracks  her  best  guitar  I 
Yours  are  true  pleasures ;  those  are  false 

We  wise  ones  follow  from  afar. 

What  shall  I  bring  you  ?  would  you  liko 

Urn,  image,  glass,  red,  yellow,  blue. 
Stricken  by  Time,  who  soon  must  strike 

As  deep  the  heart  that  beats  for  you. 

W.  S.  Laitdob. 


18.    MY  LITTLE  COUSINS 

Lauqh  on,  fair  Cousins,  for  to  jrou 

All  life  is  joyous  yet ; 
Your  hearts  have  all  things  to  pursue. 

And  nothing  to  regret ; 
And  every  flower  to  ^ou  is  fair. 

And  every  month  is  May : 
You've  not  been  introduced  to  Care, — 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to-day ! 

Old  Time  will  fling  his  clouds  ere  long 

Upon  those  sunny  eyes ; 
The  voice  whose  every  word  is  song 

Will  set  itself  to  sighs  ; 
Your  quiet  slumbers, — hopes  and  fears 

Will  chase  their  rest  away  : 
To-morrow  you'll  be  shedding  tears, — 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to-day. 

Oh  3re8,  if  any  truth  is  found 

In  the  dull  schoolman's  theme. 
If  friendship  is  an  empty  sound. 

And  love  an  idle  dream. 
If  mirth,  youth's  playmate,  feels  fatigue 

Too  soon  on  life  s  long  way. 
At  least  he'll  run  with  jrou  a  league ; — 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to-day  ! 
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MY  LITTLE  COUSINS 


Perhaps  voor  eves  may  grow  more  bright 

As  childhood  s  hues  wtpart ; 
You  may  be  lovelier  to  the  sight 

And  dearer  to  the  heart ; 
You  may  be  sinless  still,  and  see 

This  earth  still  green  and  gay ; 
Bat  what  you  are  yon  will  not  be : 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to^lay ! 

O'er  me  have  many  winters  crept 

With  less  of  grief  than  joy ; 
Bat  I  have  leaned,  and  toiled,  and  wept ; 

I  am  no  more  a  boy ! 
I've  never  had  the  gout,  'tis  true ; 

My  hair  is  hardly  grey ; 
Bat  now  I  cannot  laugh  like  you  : 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to-day ! 

I  used  to  have  as  glad  a  face. 

As  shadowless  a  brow ; 
I  once  could  run  as  blithe  a  race 

As  you  are  running  now ; 
But  never  mind  how  I  behave  ! 

Don't  interrupt  your  play ; 
And  though  I  look  so  very  grave. 

Laugh  on,  laugh  on  to-day  i 


W.  M.   PSABD. 


19.    MY  LITTLE  DOLL 

I  ONCE  had  a  sweet  little  doll,  dears. 

The  prettiest  doll  in  the  world  ; 
Her  cheeks  were  so  red  and  so  white,  dears. 

And  her  hair  was  so  charmingly  curled. 
But  I  lost  my  poor  little  doll,  dears. 

As  I  played  in  the  heath  one  day  ; 
And  I  cried  for  her  more  than  a  week,  dears. 

But  I  never  could  find  where  she  lay. 

I  found  my  poor  little  doll,  dears. 

As  1  played  in  the  heath  one  day ; 
Folks  say  she  is  terribly  changed,  dears. 

For  her  paint  is  all  washed  away. 
And  her  arm  trodden  off  by  the  cows,  dears. 

And  her  hair  not  the  least  bit  curled : 
Yet,  for  old  sakes'  sakn  she  is  still,  dears, 

lite  prettiest  doll  in  the  world. 

C.  KiKOSLXT. 
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20.    TO  VINC2MT  CORBET,  HIS  SON 

What  I  shall  leave  thed,  none  can  tell. 

Bat  all  ahall  aay  I  wish  thee  well : 

I  wish  thee,  Vin,  before  all  wealth. 

Both  bodily  and  ghostly  health ; 

Nor  too  much  wealth  nor  wit  come  to  thee. 

So  much  of  either  may  undo  thee. 

I  wish  thee  learning  not  for  show. 

Enough  for  to  instruct  and  know ; 

Not  Btioh  as  gentlemen  require 

To  pr    J  at  table  or  at  fire. 

I  wish     lee  all  thy  mother's  graces. 
Thy  tattler's  fortunes  and  his  places. 
I  wish  thee  friends,  and  one  at  courts 
Not  to  build  on,  but  support ; 
To  keep  thee  not  in  doing  many 
Oppressions,  but  from  suffering  any. 
I  wish  thee  peace  in  all  thv  ways. 
Nor  lazv  nor  contentious  oays ; 
And,  wnen  thy  soul  and  body  part. 
As  innocent  as  now  thou  art. 


R.  COBBBT. 


21.    A  FABLE  FOR  FIVE  YEARS  OLD 

The  Boy  and  His  Top 

A  UTTLB  boy  had  bought  a  top. 

The  best  in  all  the  toyman's  shop ; 

He  made  a  whip  with  good  eel's  skin. 

He  lashed  the  top  and  made  it  spin ; 

All  tL    children  within  call. 

And  the  servants,  one  and  all. 

Stood  round  to  see  it  and  admire. 

At  last  the  top  began  to  tire ; 

He  cried  out,  '  Pray,  don't  whip  me,  master. 

You  whip  too  hard  ;    I  can't  spin  faster ; 

I  can  sfHn  quite  as  well  without  it.* 

The  little  boy  replied,  '  I  doubt  it ; 

I  only  whip  you  for  your  good. 

You  were  a  foolish  lump  of  wood ; 

By  dint  of  whipping  you  were  raised 

To  see  yourself  admired  and  fnused, 

And  if  I  left  you,  you'd  renuun 

A  foolish  lump  of  wood  agun.' 
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A  FABLE 


ExPLANATIOir 

Whipping  sounds  a  little  odd. 

It  don't  mean  whipping  with  a  rod. 

It  means  to  teach  a  ooy  incessantly. 

Whether  by  lessons  or  more  pleasantly. 

Every  hour  and  every  day. 

By  ever^  means,  in  every  way. 

By  reading,  writing,  rhyming,  talking. 

By  riding  to  see  sights,  and  walking : 

If  von  leave  off  he  drops  at  once, 

A  lumpish,  wooden-headed  dunce. 

J.  H.  Fbski. 

22.    ODB  ON  A  DISTANT  PROSPECT  OF  CLAPHAM  ACADEMY 
Ah  me  !  those  old  familiar  hounds  ! 
That  dassio  house,  those  classic  grounds. 

My  pensive  thought  recalls  ! 
What  tender  urchins  now  confine. 
What  little  captives  now  repine. 

Within  yon  irksome  walls  ? 

Aye,  that 's  the  very  house  !    I  know 
Its  ugly  windows,  ten  a-row  ! 

Its  chimneys  in  the  rear  ! 
And  there 's  the  iron  rod  so  high. 
That  drew  the  thunder  from  the  sky. 

And  turned  our  table-beer  ! 

There  I  was  birched  !  there  I  was  bred  I 
There  like  a  little  Adam  fed 

From  Learning's  woeful  tree  ! 
The  weary  tasks  I  used  to  con  !— 
The  hopeless  leaves  I  wept  upon  ! — 

Most  fruitless  leaves  to  me  !— 

The  summoned  class  !— the  awful  bow ! — 
I  wonder  who  is  master  now 

And  wholesome  anguish  sheds  ! 
How  many  ushers  now  employs. 
How  many  maids  to  see  the  boys 

Have  nothing  in  their  heads  ! 

And  Mrs.  S T— Doth  she  abet 

(Like  Pallas  in  the  parlour)  yet 

Some  favoured  two  or  three, — 
The  little  Ciichtons  of  the  hour, 
Her  muffin-medals  that  devour. 

And  swill  her  prize — bohea  ? 


GLAPHAM  ACADEBfY 

Aye,  there 's  the  pUy-gv  and  i  there  '•  the  lime 
Beneath  whose  shade  in  summer's  prime 

So  wildly  I  have  read  ! — 
Who  sits  there  now,  and  skims  the  oream 
Of  young  Romance,  and  weaves  a  dream 

Of  Love  and  Cottage-bread  7 

Who  struts  the  Randall  of  the  walk  T 
Who  models  tiny  beads  in  ohalk  t 

Whc  scoops  the  light  canoe  1 
What  early  genius  buds  apace  T 
Where 's  roynter  T  Harris  ?  Bowers  T  Chase  T 

Hal  Baylis  T  blithe  Carew  ? 

Alack !  they're  gone — a  thousand  ways  ! 
And  some  Me  serving  in  '  the  Greys ', 

And  some  have  periahed  young  t — 
Jack  Harris  weds  his  second  wife ; 
Hal  Baylis  drives  the  wane  of  life ; 

And  blithe  Carew — is  hung  ! 

Grave  Bowers  teaches  ABC 
To  savages  at  Owhyee ; 

Poor  Chase  is  with  the  worms  ! — 
All,  all  are  gone — the  olden  breed  ! — 
New  crops  of  mushroom  boys  succeed, 

*  And  push  us  from  our  forms  I  * 

Lo  !  where  they  scramble  forth,  and  shout. 
And  leap,  and  skip,  and  mob  about. 

At  play  where  we  have  played  ! 
Some  hop,  some  run  (some  fall),  some  twine 
Their  crony  arms ;  some  in  the  shine, — 

And  some  are  in  the  shade  t 

Lo  there  what  mixed  conditions  run  ! 
The  orphan  lad  ;  the  widow's  son  ; 

And  Fortune's  favoured  care — 
The  wealthy-bom,  for  whom  she  hath 
Mac-Adamized  the  future  path — 

The  Nabob's  pampwed  heir  ! 

Some  brightly  starred — some  evil  bom, — 
For  honour  some,  and  some  for  scorn, — 

For  fatir  or  foul  renown  ! 
Good,  bad,  indifferent — none  may  lack ! 
Look,  here 's  a  White,  and  there 's  a  Black ! 

And  there 's  a  Creole  brown  ! 
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ON  A  DISTANT  PROSPECT 

Their  only  whm  at  home ;— 
B|Mne  teeae  the  fatore  tenn,  end  plaa 
The  foU-giown  doingi  of  the  man. 

And  psnt  for  yean  to  come  I 

Afoolkhwfahl    There 'eoiie  at  hoop; 
^™*i2"  •*  /Jew  /  and  five  who  atoop 

The  marble  taw  to  speed  I 
And  one  that  oorveti  in  and  out. 
Reining  hie  fellow  Cob  about,— 

Would  I  were  in  his  MeadJ 

Yet  he  would  gladly  halt  and  drop 
That  boyish  harness  oflF,  to  swop 

With  this  world's  heavy  van- 
To  toil,  to  tug.    O  little  fool! 
While  thou  canst  be  a  horse  at  school. 

To  wish  to  be  a  man  I 

Perchance  thou  deem'st  it  were  a  thinft 
To  wear  a  crown,— to  be  a  king ! 
.,     And  sleep  on  regal  down  ! 
Alas  !  thou  know'st  not  kingly  cam : 
"  5*PP»er  is  thy  head  that  wears 
That  hat  without  a  crown  ! 

And  dort  thou  think  that  years  acquire 
J'^ew  added  joys  ?     Dost  think  thy  sire 
More  happy  than  his  son  ? 

tS'AT^t       '"  T"^^  '-^^'  «°  ♦by  ways 
To  Drury  Une  when jUays, 

And  see  how  forcei  our  fun  I 

Thy  taws  are  brave  !— thy  tops  are  rare  !— 
Uur  tops  are  spun  with  coils  of  care. 

Our  dump*  are  no  delight  !— 
The  Elgin  marbles  are  but  tame. 
And  tis  at  best  a  sorry  irame 

To  fly  the  Muse's  kite ! 

Our  hearts  are  dough,  our  heels  are  lead. 
Our  topmost  joys  fall  dull  and  dead 

Ldke  balls  with  no  rebound  ! 
And  often  with  a  faded  eye 
We  look  behind,  and  send  a  sigh 

Towards  that  merry  ground  ! 


OF  CLAPHAM  ACADEMY 

Then  be  contented.    Thoa  but  got 
Tbe  meet  of  beaven  in  tby  young  lot ; 

Tbere  '■  sky-blue  in  thy  cap  I 
Tbou'lt  find  thy  Manhood  all  too  fast- 
Soon  come,  soon  gone  I  and  Age  at  last 

A  sorry  breaiing-up  I 


17 


T.  HooR 


23.    SCHOOL  AND  SCHOOLFELLOWS 
'  Floreat  Etona ' 

TwBLVS  years  ago  I  nuwie  a  mock 

Of  filthy  trades  and  tra£Bcs : 
I  wondereid  what  they  meant  by  stock ; 

I  wrote  delightful  sapphics  ; 
I  knew  the  straets  of  Rome  and  Troy ; 

I  supped  with  Fates  and  Furies, — 
Twelve  years  ago  I  was  a  boy, 

A  happy  boy,  at  Drury's. 

Twelve  years  ago  !— how  many  a  thought 

Of  faded  pains  and  pleasures 
Those  whispered  syllables  have  brought 

From  Memory's  hoarded  treasures  I 
The  fields,  the  farms,  the  bats,  the  books. 

The  i^lories  and  disgraces. 
The  voices  of  dear  friends,  the  looks 

Of  old  familiar  faces  I 

Kind  Mater  smiles  again  to  me. 

As  bright  as  when  we  parted  ; 
I  seem  again  the  frank,  the  free. 

Stout-limbed  and  simple-hearted ! 
Pursuing  every  idle  dream. 

And  shunning  every  warning ; 
With  no  hard  work  but  Bovney  stream, 

No  chill  except  Long  Morning : 

Now  stopping  Harry  Vernon's  ball 

That  rattled  like  a  rocket ; 
Now  hearing  Wentworth's  '  Fourteen  all  I 

And  striking  for  the  pocket ; 
Now  feasting  on  a  cheese  and  flitch, — 

Now  drinking  from  the  pewter ; 
Now  leaping  over  Chalvey  ditch. 

Now  laughing  at  my  tutor. 
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SCHOOL  AND  SCHOOLFELLOWS 

When  are  my  friendi  T    I  am  alone ; 

No  i^vmate  ■hares  my  beaker : 
Some  Be  beneath  the  churohyard  atone. 

And  aome— before  the  Speaitar ; 
And  some  oompoee  a  tragedy. 

And  eome  oompoee  a  rondieaa ; 
And  some  draw  sword  for  liberty. 

And  some  draw  {dess  for  John  Doew 

Tom  Mill  was  used  to  blackm  eyes 

Without  the  fear  of  sessions ; 
C9iarles  Medlar  loathed  false  quantities. 

As  muoh  as  false  professions ; 
Now  Mill  keeps  ordor  in  the  Iwd, 

A  magisteate  pedantic ; 
And  Medlar's  feet  repose  unscanned 

Beneath  the  wide  Atlantia 

Wild  mok,  whose  oaths  made  soeh  a  din, 

I>oes  Dr.  Martext's  duty ; 
And  Mollion,  with  f  h     monstrous  ohin. 

Is  married  to  a  K*uty ; 
And  DarreU  studies,  week  by  week. 

His  Mant,  and  not  his  Manton  ; 
And  Ball,  who  was  but  poor  at  Greek, 

Is  very  rich  at  Canton. 

And  I  am  eiriit-and-twentv  now  ;— 

The  world  s  cold  chains  have  bound  me ; 
And  darkw  shades  are  on  my  brow. 

And  sadder  scenes  around  me : 
In  Ptoliament  I  fill  my  seat, 

With  many  other  noodl<« ; 
And  lay  my  head  in  Jermyn  Street, 

And  sip  my  hock  at  Boodle's. 

But  often  when  the  cares  of  life 

Have  set  mv  temples  aching. 
When  visions  haunt  me  of  a  wife. 

When  duns  await  my  waking. 
When  Lady  Jane  is  in  a  pet. 

Or  Hoby  in  a  hurry. 
When  Captain  Haiard  wins  a  bet. 

Or  Beaulieu  spoils  a  curry,— 

For  hours  and  hours  I  think  and  talk 

Of  each  remembered  hobby ; 
I  long  to  loume  in  Poets'  Walk, 

To  tidrte  in  the  lobby ; 


SCHOOL  AND  SCHOOLFELLOWS  M 

I  wkh  th«t  I  oonM  run  away 

IVom  House  and  Cooit  mm  Levee, 
Where  beuded  mm  appear  to>day 

Just  Eton  boys  grown  heavy, — 

That  I  oould  bask  in  childhood's  sun 

And  dance  o'er  childhood's  roses. 
And  find  huge  wealth  in  one  pound  one. 

Vast  wit  in  broken  noses. 
And  play  Sir  Giles  at  I^tchet  Lane, 

And  >*<  U  the  milk-muds  Houris, — 
That        old  be  a  boy  again, — 

A  happy  boy,— at  Drury's. 

W.  M.  Pbaid. 


24.    IN  SCHOOL-DATS 

Still  sits  the  school-house  by  the  road, 

A  raned  beggar  sleeping ; 
Aroundit  still  the  sumachs  grow. 

And  blaokberry-vines  are  creeping. 

Within,  the  mastw's  desk  is  seen. 
Deep  scarred  by  raps  offidal ; 

The  wwrpins  floor,  the  battered  seats, 
The  jack-knife's  curved  initial ; 

Hw  charcoal  frescoes  on  ite  wall ; 

Its  door's  worn  sill,  betraying 
The  feet  that,  creeping  slow  to  school. 

Went  stwming  out  to  playing ! 

Long  years  ago  a  winter  sun 

Shone  over  it  at  setting ; 
Lit  up  its  western  window-panes, 

And  low  eaves'  icy  fretting. 

It  touched  the  tangied  golden  curls. 
And  brown  eves  full  of  grievins. 

Of  one  who  still  her  steps  delayed 
When  all  the  school  were  leaving. 

For  near  her  stood  the  little  boy 

Her  chikiish  favoar  siaiM  : 
His  cap  paMad  km  upon  a  face 

Where  pride  Mid  shame  were  mingled. 

Pa'hing  with  restless  feet  the  snow 
To  rkbt  and  left,  he  Uooered  ;— 

As  restisssly  her  tiny  hands 
The  blaa<«heoked  apr(»  flngeied. 


90 


IN  SCHOOL-DAYS 

He  saw  her  lift  her  eyw ;  he  felt 
The  aoft  huxl's  lialit  oareaaing. 

And  heud  the  toemble  of  her  Toice^ 
A«  if  a  fault  oonfewing. 

*  I'm  K»ry  that  I  spelt  the  wwd : 

I  hate  to  go  above  you, 
B«»me,'— the  brown  eyes  lower  fell,— 
Because,  you  see,  I  We  you  ! ' 

Still  memory  to  a  grey-haired  man 
That  sweet  child-face  is  showing. 

Dear  girl !  the  grasses  on  her  grave 
Have  forty  years  been  growing  ! 

He  lives  to  learn,  in  life's  hard  school 
How  few  who  pass  above  him 

Lament  their  triumph  and  his  loss. 
Like  her,— because  they  love  him. 


J.  G.  WKirriBB. 


26.     'HIC  VIR,  HIC  EST' 

Orbi,  when  o'er  tree  and  turret, 

Eve  a  dying  radiance  flings. 
By  that  ancient  pile  I  linger 

Known  familiarly  as  'King's '. 
And  the  ghosti  of  days  departed 

Rise,  and  in  my  bummg  breast 
All  the  undergraduate  wakens. 

And  my  spirit  is  at  rest 

What,  but  a  revolting  fiction, 

Seems  the  actual  result 
Of  the  Census's  inquiries 

Made  upon  the  15th  ult  7 
Still  my  soul  is  in  its  boyhood  ; 

Not  of  jrear  or  changes  recks. 
Though  my  scalp  is  almost  hairless, 

And  my  figure  grows  convex. 

Backward  moves  the  kindly  dial ; 

And  I'm  numbered  once  again 
With  those  noblest  of  their  species 

Called  emphatically  '  Men    : 
Loaf,  as  I  have  loafed  aforetime. 

Through  the  stwete,  with  tmnqtiil  mind. 
And  a  long-backed  fancy-monsrM 

TraiUng  casually  behind : 


•HIC  VIE,  fflC  EST* 

PMt  the  Senate-hooae  I  wunter, 

Whietling  with  an  eMjr  graoe ; 
Ftut  the  oabbMe-stalke  tut  carpet 

Still  the  beefy  inarket*]^»oe ; 
P(»siiis  eveniuwe  the  eye-glaw 

In  toe  li^t  iMoeetio  ey«. 
Lest,  by  clumoe,  aome  Ineesy  nane-maid 

Pass,  without  a  tribute,  by. 


Si 


Onoe,  an  unassuming  Finshman, 

Throu|^  these  wilds  I  wandered  on, 
Seeins  in  each  house  a  College, 

Under  evwy  cap  a  Don : 
Each  pwambukting  in&nt 

Had  a  magic  in  its  squall. 
For  my  eaow  eye  detected 

Senior  Wranglws  in  them  all. 


By  degrees  my  education 

Grew,  and  i  became  as  otiiets 
Learned  to  blunt  my  moral  feelings 

By  the  aid  of  Bacon  Brotiiers ; 
Bou{^t  me  tiny  boots  of  Mortlock, 

And  colossal  prints  of  Roe ; 
And  ignored  the  pioposition 

That  b(^h  time  and  money  go. 


Learned  to  work  the  warr  dogcart 

Artfully  through  King's  Parade ; 
Dress,  and  steer  a  boat,  and  sport  with 

Amaryllis  in  the  shade  : 
Struck,  at  Brown's,  the  dashing  hacard ; 

Or  (more  curious  sport  than  uiat) 
Dropped,  at  Callaby^,  the  terrier 

D)own  upon  the  prisoned  rat. 


I  have  stood  smmm  on  Fennw's 

Ground,  indiffnrat  to  blisten. 
While  the  Buttress  of  the  period 

BoiHed  me  his  peculiar  twisters : 
Bung  '  We  won't  go  home  till  mwning ' ; 

Striven  to  part  my  backhair  straight  t 
Drunk  (not  laTishly)  of  MUier'a 

(Hd  dry  wines  at  78/- :— 


'HIC  VIR,  HIC  EST' 

When  mthm  nT^TeiiM  the  blood  nui. 

And  the  curb  were  on  my  brow, 
I  did,  oh  ye  onderandostcs. 

Much  M  ve  are  d<^  now. 

Wherefore  blew  ye,  Obeloved onei :—  ' 

Now  onto  mine  inn  most  I, 
Your  •  poor  moralist ',  betake  me. 

In  my  '  aoUtary  fly '. 

C.  S.  Calyxbixt. 


26.    THE  HEATHEN  PASS-EE 
Bmio  THx  Stoby  or  a  Pass  Examination.    By  Bud  Habd 
Which  I  wish  to  remark. 

And  my  language  ia  plain. 
That  for  plots  that  are  dark 

And  not  always  in  vain. 
The  heathen  Pass-ee  is  peculiar. 
And  the  same  I  would  rise  to  ezpkio. 

I  would  also  premise 

That  the  term  of  Pass-ee 
Most  fitly  applies, 

^  you  prooably  see. 
To  one  whose  vocation  is  psssimr 

The  •  ordinary  B.A.  degreed 

Tom  Crib  was  his  name. 

And  I  shall  not  deny 
In  regard  to  the  same 

What  that  name  might  imply, 

*  •^ '•«'  I*  '»'*  trustful  and  chikllike, 

Au,d  he  had  the  most  innocent  eye. 

Upon  April  the  First 

The  LittleGo  fell, 
And  that  was  the  worst 

Of  the  gentleman's  sell, 
For  he  fooled  the  Examining  Body 

In  a  way  I'm  reluctant  to  telU 

The  candidates  came 

And  Tom  Crib  soon  appeared ; 
It  was  Euclid.    The  same 

Was  •  the  subject  he  feared '. 
But  he  smiled  as  he  sat  by  the  table 

With  a  smile  that  was  wary  and  weird. 


THE  HEATHEN  PASS-EE 

Yet  he  did  what  he  ooald 

And  the  papers  he  showed 
Were  remarkably  good. 

And  his  countenance  glowed 
With  pride  when  I  met  him  soon  after 

As  he  walked  down  the  T;iunpington  Boad. 

We  did  not  find  him  out. 

Which  I  bitterly  grieve. 
For  I've  not  the  least  doubt 

That  he'd  placed  up  his  sleeve 
Mr.  Todhunter's  ezoellent  Euclid. 

The  same  with  intent  to  deceive. 

But  I  shall  not  forget 

How  the  next  day  at  two 
A  stiff  paper  was  set 

By  EzamiiMr  U . . . 
On  Euripides'  tragedy,  Bacchae. 

A  subject  Tom  ^  pwtially  knew '. 

But  the  knowledge  displajred 

By  that  heathen  Pttu-ee, 
And  the  answers  he  made 

Were  quite  frightful  to  see. 
For  he  rapidly  floored  ilie  whole  paper 

By  about  twenty  minutes  to  three. 

Then  I  looked  up  at  U . . , 

And  he  gazed  upon  me. 
I  observed,  '  This  won't  do.* 

He  replied,  '  Goodness  me  I 
We  are  fooled  by  this  artful  young  person,* 

And  he  sent  for  that  heathen  Pass-ee. 

The  scene  that  ensued 

Was  disgraceful  to  view. 
For  the  floor  it  was  strewed 

With  a  tolerable  few 
Of  the  •  tips '  that  Tom  Crib  had  been  MM^f, 

For  the  *  subject  he  partially  knew  *. 

On  the  cuff  of  hb  shirt 

He  had  managed  to  get 
What  we  hoped  had  been  dirt. 

But  which  proved,  I  regret. 
To  be  notes  on  the  rise  of  the  Drama, 

A  question  invariably  set. 


Si 


THE  HEAIflEN  PASS-EE 

In  hk  Tsrioiu  ooats 

We  proceeded  to  aeek. 
Where  we  found  sundry  notes 

And — with  aortow  I  speak— 
One  of  Bohn's  pubUoatituw,  so  useful 

To  the  student  of  Li^  or  Greek. 

In  the  orown  of  his  oap 

Were  the  Furies  and  Fates, 
And  a  delicate  map 

Of  the  Dorian  States, 
And  we  found  in  his  palms  which  were  hollow. 

What  ue  frequent  in  pahns,— that  is  date& 

Which  is  why  I  remark. 

And  my  language  is  plain. 
That  for  plots  that  are  dark 

And  not  always  in  vain. 
The  heathen  Pass-ee  is  peculiar. 

Which  the  same  I  am  free  to  nia{nf«|n 


A.  CS>  HiEiTcni^ 


27.    TO 


Natkb  mind  how  the  pedagogue  {woses. 
You  want  not  antiquity's  stamp; 

The  lip  that  such  fragrance  disoloses. 
Oh  !  nerw  should  smell  of  the  lamp. 

Old  Ooe,  whose  withwing  kias 
Hath  long  set  the  Loyes  at  defiance. 

Now,  dmie  with  the  sdenoe  of  blias. 
Haj  take  to  the  blisses  of  science. 

Young  Sappho,  for  want  of  employments. 
Alone  o  er  her  Ovid  may  melt. 

Condemned  but  to  read  of  eojojrments 
Which  wiser  Ck>rinna  had  felt 

But  for  yoM  to  be  buried  in  books— 
Ah,  Fanny,  they're  pitiful  sages, 

Who  could  not  in  one  of  your  looks 
Read  more  than  in  millions  of  pages. 

Astronomy  finds  in  those  eyes 
Better  fight  than  she  studies  above, 

And  Music  would  borrow  your  s!(^ 
As  the  melody  fittest  for  Love. 


TO 

Li  EUiios— 'til  you  that  omi  oheok. 

In  a  minute,  thmr  doubti  and  their  qoaneb ; 
Oh !  show  but  that  mole  on  voor  neok. 

And 'twill  soon  pat  an  end  to  their  morals: 
Your  Arithmetio  only  can  trip 

If  to  count  your  own  charmfi  yon  mdeavoor ; 
And  Eloquence  glows  on  your  lip 

When  you  swear,  that  you'll  love  me  for  ever. 

Thus  you  see,  what  a  brilliant  alliance 

Of  arts  is  assembled  in  you ; — 
A  course  of  more  exquisite  science 

Man  never  need  wish  to  pursue  I 

And,  db  I— if  a  lUIow  Eke  me 

May  confer  a  diploma  of  hearts. 
With  my  lip  thus  I  seal  your  degree, 

My  divine  little  Mistress  of  Arts  ! 


T.  Moouk 


28.    AD  CHLOEN.  M.A. 
(Fbbsh  rBOM  HiB  Cambbidob  EzAimrAzioir) 
Ladt,  very  fair  are  you. 
And  your  eyes  are  very  Uue^ 

And  your  hose; 
And  your  brow  is  like  the  snow. 
And  the  various  things  you  know 
Ckwdness  knows. 

And  the  rose-flush  on  your  cheek. 
And  your  algebra  and  Greek 

Perfect  ace ; 
And  that  loving  lustrous  eye 
Becognixes  in  we  sky 

Every  star. 

You  have  pouting  piquant  lips. 
You  can  doubtless  an  eclipse 

Cakmlate ; 
But  for  your  oat.  ulean  hne^ 
I  had  certainly  from  you 

Met  my  fate. 

If  by  an  arrangement  dual 

I  were  Adams  mixed  with  Whewell, 

llien  s(Mne  day 
I.  as  wooer,  perhaps  mi^t  eome 
Td  so  sweet  an  Artium 

Magistra. 


M.  OOUOB. 


29.    ONE-AND-TWENTT 

I/>KO<BXFBOTBD  OiMMuid-twenty, 

lingBring  year.  At  length  is  flown : 
Pride  and  pkMwore,  pomp  and  plenty. 

Great  ••*  •♦•*,  are  now  your  own. 

Looeened  fiN»n  the  minw's  tetiier. 

Free  to  mortgage  or  to  aell. 
Wild  as  wind  and  light  aa  feather. 

Bid  the  eons  of  thrift  farewelL 

GaU  the  Betriea,  Katea,  and  Jenniem 

All  the  names  that  banish  oare ; 
Lavish  of  your  grandsire's  guineas. 

Show  the  sfMrit  of  an  heir. 

All  that  prey  on  vice  and  folly 

Joy  to  see  their  quarry  fly ; 
There  the  gamestor,  light  and  jolly. 

There  the  lender,  grave  and  sly. 

Wealth,  my  lad,  was  made  to  wander. 

Let  it  wander  aa  it  will ; 
Call  the  jockey,  call  the  pander, 

Kd  them  come  and  take  their  filL 

When  the  bonny  blade  oarooses. 

Pockets  fall,  and  sprits  huh — 
What  are  acres  T    What  are  houses  ? 

Only  dirt,  or  wet  or  dry. 

Should  the  guardian  friend  or  mother 

Tell  the  woes  of  wilful  waste. 
Scorn  their  counsel,  scorn  their  pother  ;— 

You  can  hang  or  drown  at  last ! 

S.  JoHzraoir. 


30.    OH,  TALK  NOT  TO  ME  OP  A  NAME  GREAT  IN  STORY 

Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  name  great  in  story ; 
The  days  of  our  youth  ue  the  days  of  our  glory ; 
And  the  myrtle  and  ivy  of  sweet  two-and-twenty 
Are  worth  all  your  laurels,  though  ever  so  plenty. 

What  are  garlands  and  crowns  to  the  brow  that  is  wrinkled  T 
*Tu  but  as  a  dead-fiower  with  May-dew  besprinkled. 
Then  away  with  all  such  from  the  head  that  is  hoary ! 
What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  only  give  glory  ? 


TALK  NOT  TO  ME  OF  A  NAME  GREAT  IN  STORY   27 

Oh  FuM  l—U  I  e'«r  took  ddkbt  in  thy  praiMi, 
TwM  kw  for  the  sake  of  thyhig^-wNmdttiig  iduaaeB, 
Than  to  «ee  the  bright  eyes  of  the  dear  one  diM»Ter, 
She  thought  that  I  was  not  unworthy  to  k>Te  her. 

There  chiefly  I  eou^t  thee,  there  only  I  found  thee ; 
Her  g^nce  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  surround  thee ; 
When  it  sparkled  o'er  atuht  that  was  bri|^t  in  my  story, 
I  knew  it  was  love,  and  I  felt  it  was  glory. 

G.  GoBDOK,  Lord  Btbok. 


31.    YOUTH 

Thi  days  of  our  youth  are  not  over  while  sadness 

CSiiUs  never,  and  seldom  o'etshadows,  the  heart ; 
While  Friendship  is  orownins  the  banquet  of  Gladness 

And  bids  us  be  seated  madoSen  vm  part ; 
While  the  swift-spoken  tehen  f  and  the  slowly-bteathed  huah  I 

Make  us  half-love  the  maiden  and  half-hate  the  lover. 
And  feel  too  what  is  or  what  should  be  a  blush  .  .  . 

Believe  me,  the  days  of  our  youth  are  not  over. 

W.  S.  Landob. 


32.    NOW  THE  LUSTY  SPRING  IS  SEEN 

Now  the  lusty  Spring  is  seen  ; 

Golden  yellow,  gaudy  blue. 

Daintily  invite  the  view. 
Everywhere,  on  every  green, 
Roses  blushing  as  they  blow. 

And  enticins  men  V>  pull ! 
Lilies  whiter  than  the  snow. 

Woodbines,  of  sweet  honey  full : 
AU  Love's  emblems !  and  aU  cry, 
*  Ladies,  if  not  plucked,  we  die  t ' 

Yet  the  lustv  Spring  hath  stayed ; 

Blushing  red  and  purest  white 

Daintily  to  Love  invite 
Every  woman,  every  mud  ! 
Cherries  kissing,  as  they  grow ; 

And  invitinp  men  to  taste  ! 
A^es  even  npe  below, 

mnding  gently  to  the  waist ! 
All  Love's  emblems,  and  all  cry, 
'  Ladies,  if  not  {ducked,  we  die  ! ' 


J.  Flstohxh. 


i 


83.    HEAB  TE,  LADIES,  THAT  DESPISE 
HiAB  7B,  ladks,  HuA  denme. 

What  the  mighty  love  bM  done ; 
Fear  ezamplM,  and  be  wiae : 

lUr  CWUisto  waa  a  nun ; 
Leda,  aaUing  on  the  atream 

To  deoeiTe  the  hopea  of  man. 
Love  aooonnting  but  a  dream. 
Doted  on  a  auTer  awan ; 
DanaS,  'n  a  Inraien  tower. 
Where  no  love  waa,  loved  a  ahower. 

Hear,  ye  ladiea  that  are  coy. 

What  the  mighty  love  can  do ; 
Fear  the  fieroMieaa  of  the  boy : 

The  ohaate  moon  he  makea  to  woo : 
Veata.  kindling  holy  fiiea, 

CSroled  round  about  with  spiee, 
Never  dreaming  looae  denrea. 

Doting  at  the  altar  diea ; 
Ilion,  in  a  abort  hour,  highw 
He  can  build,  and  onoe  more  fire. 


X  Furonnb 


34.    MY  SWEETEST  LESBIA 

Mt  sweeteat  LealMa,  let  ua  live  and  love. 

And  though  the  aaow  aort  our  deeda  reprove, 

I«t  ua  not  weij^  tbvm;  heaven'a  great  hunpa  do  dive 

Into  thdr  weat,  and  atraight  again  reviv** 

But,  soon  aa  onoe  is  set  our  little  light, 

Then  must  we  sleep  one  ever-doring  nr  -  ^ 

If  all  would  lead  their  Uvea  in  love  like  jie. 
Then  bloody  swords  and  armour  should  not  be, 
No  drum  nor  trumpet  peaceful  sleeps  should  move. 
Unless  alarm  came  from  the  camp  of  love. 
But  foola  do  live,  and  waste  their  little  light. 
And  seek  with  pain  their  ev«r-during  night 

When  timr'y  death  my  life  and  fortum  ends. 
Let  not  my  hearse  be  vexed  with  mourning  firienda ; 
But  let  all  lovers  rich  in  triumph  come, 
'.nd  with  sweet  paatimea  grace  my  happy  tomb ; 
And,  Leabia,  close  up  thou  my  little  light. 


And  crown  with  love  my  ever-during  nig^t. 


T.  Camfioh. 


» 


3S.    VIVAMl^ 

Oow,  my  Celia,  let  vm  prove, 
While  ^  OMi,  tile  sporte  of  love; 
Time  will  not  be  otin  for  ever. 
He,  at  length,  our  good  will  sever ; 
Dpend  not  then  his  oifta  in  vain; 
Sons  that  set  may  nse  again ; 
But  if  onoe  we  lose  this  I^t» 
'Us  with  us  perpetual  night 

Why  should  we  defer  our  joys  ? 
Fame  and  rumour  are  but  toys. 
Caniwt  we  delude  tiie  eyes 
Of  a  few  poor  househoU  spies  7 

Or  his  easier  ears  beguile. 

Thus  ramovdd  by  our  wile  T— 

TSs  no  sin  love's  fruit*  to  steal. 

But  the  sweet  thefts  to  reveal. 
To  be  taken,  to  be  seen. 
These  have  crimes  accounted  been. 

Bur.  JoKsoK. 


38.  NOW  THAT  THE  APRIL  OP  YOUR  YOUTH  ADORNS 

^^  ^"**  *^^  ^P"'  of  your  youth  adorns 
The  garden  of  your  »ce. 

Now  tiiat  for  you  each  knowing  lover  mourns. 

And  all  seek  to  your  grace. 
Do  not  repay  affection  with  scomai 

What  though  you  may  a  matchless  beauty  vaunt. 

And  that  all  hearts  can  move, 
Bysuoh  a  power,  as  seemeth  to  enchant  t 

Yet,  without  help  of  love. 
Beauty  no  pleasure  to  itself  can  grant. 

Then  think  each  minute  that  you  lose,  a  day ; 

The  longest  youth  is  short. 
The  Hhwtest  age  is  long ;  Time  flies  away. 

And  makes  us  but  hu  sport. 
And  that  which  is  not  Youth's,  is  Age's  prey. 

Edwabd,  Low)  Hksbkbt  of  CHratBUBr. 
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37.    IX)VE  IN  THY  YOUTH,  FAIR  MAID 

L(3VB  in  thy  jiKtth,  fMT  BMid,  be  wiw, 
iM  Time  will  nuke  thee  colder, 

4od  tboni^  eeeh  BKMniiiig  new  ariee^ 
Yet  we  eech  day  grow  older. 

T*"      m  heaven  art  iair  and  young, 
Thm  )  eyee  like  twin  itaia  ahining ; 

,ki    .n  aaother  day  be  anruiib 
AM  t  ,'jse  will  be deoUnagT^ 

Tata  V  inter  oomea  with  all  hia  fean. 


\n 


I U  thy  areeta  ahall  borrow ; 


Too  iut    then  niH  then  Bhowor  thy  teaia. 

A:     I,  ♦^\'.       all  Borrow. 


Umcsowir. 


NE,  WHERE  ARE  YOU  ROAMING 


88.    0  ail  TREoi 

0  iltawiK     ,j'Tie,  where  are  you  roamng  ? 

0 1  stay  and  iujar !  your  trae-love  'a  oomins, 
That  can  aing  both  high  and  tow; 

Tnp  Qo  further,  petty  aweeting ; 
Journeys  end  in  loveiB  meeting. 

Every  wiae  man's  son  d^  know. 

What  is  love  T  'tis  not  hereafter ; 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter ; 

What 's  to  come  is  still  imsure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty ; 
Then  oome  kios  me,  Sweet-and-twenty, 

Youth  's  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

W.  Sbaxxspoasm. 


39.  THE  ADVICE 
Phyllis,  for  shame,  let  us  improve 

A  thousand  seva»l  ways. 
These  few  short  minutes  stolen  by  love 

IVom  many  tedious  days. 

Whilst  you  want  courage  to  despise 

The  censure  of  the  grave. 
For  all  the  tj^rante  in  your  eyes. 

Your  heart  is  but  a  slave. 

My  love  is  full  of  noble  pride. 

And  never  will  submit 
To  let  that  fop,  Diacretion.  ride 

In  triumph  over  wit. 


THE  ADVICE 

Ikke  friends  I  hare,  m  wdl  m  too. 

That  daily  ooobmI  me 
Vaia  frivdoos  trifles  to  ponme, 

And  leaTe  off  lovfaig  thee. 

WbMi  I  the  leMit  belief  bestow 

On  wbiX  saob  fools  advise, 
May  I  be  dull  enough  to  grow 

Most  mieerably  wise. 

CS.  Saoktiixb,  Eabl  ov  Domr 

40.    TO  VIBGINS 

1^  9e  virgins,  and  Fll  teaoh 
What  the  times  of  old  did  preach. 
Bosamond  was  in  a  bower 
Kept,  as  Danae,  in  a  towe- , 
But  yet  Low,  who  subtle  h, 
Cnji  to  thati»  and  came  to  t 'js. 
Be  ye  kwked  op  Uke  to  these. 
Or  the  rich  Heaporides : 
Or  those  babies  in  your  eyes. 
In  tiieir  crystal  nnnnetieB ; 
Notwithstandinc^  love  will  win. 
Or  dse  force  a  passage  in ; 
And  as  coy  be  as  you  can. 
Gifts  will  get  ye,  or  the  man. 

R.   HXBBIOK. 

41.    TO  THE  VIRGINS  TO  MAKE  MUCH  OF  TIME 

Gathkb  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may, 

Old  Time  is  still  a-flying ; 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day, 

To-mcMTow  will  be  dying. 

The  glorious  lamp  of  heaven,  the  Sun, 

llie  higher  he 's  a-getting. 
The  sooner  will  his  race  be  run. 

And  nearer  he 's  t6  setting. 

That  age  is  best  which  is  the  first. 

When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer ; 
But  being  spent  the  worse  and  worst 

Times  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time. 

And  while  ye  may,  go  marry  , 
For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime. 

You  loay  for  ever  tarry. 

R.  Hkbbick. 
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44. 


^    TO  DIANEME 
Swnr,  be  not  proad  <rf  those  two  era 
Whioh,  rtMlihs.  tiwrkle  in  their  .uZ^ 
Nor  be  you  ftovd,  thitt  yon  ohi  lee 

AU  heMt.  your  «ptiTe^  jwoi.  yet  free ; 
Be  TOO  not  proud  oi  that  rich  Itkir. 

5^  »"*<»  *iti»  the  loTedok  eir ; 
Wheoaa  thikt  raby,  which  you  weitf 
Sank  from  the  tip  of  your  soft  eer, 
^  Ii«t  to  be  •  predom  rtone 
When  di  your  world  of  beauty  '•  gone. 


R.  HlMIOK. 


48.    DISDAIN  RETURNED 
Ha  that  tovea  a  rosy  ohe^ 

Or  a  coral  Up  admiies. 
Or  from  atar.l&e  ejee  doth  seek 

fbei  to  maintafaa  hii  fif«a ; 
A*  dd  Time  nukei  theee  decay. 
So  hie  flames  most  waste  away. 

Bat  a  smooth  and  stedf  ast  mind. 
GenOo  thooghl^  and  cahn  desires.- 

"^Jf*^.***'*  •*»'**  *o^  combined. 
Kindle  never-dying  fires  :— 

Where  tiMse  are  not,  I  dentise 
lATeiy  cfae^  or  Ups  or  eyes. 


T.  Cabiw. 


BLUSH  NOT  REDDER  THAN  THE  MORNING 
Blcni  not  redder  than  the  morning, 

^oogfa  the  virgins  fSTe  yoa  war&  t 
Stah  not  at  the  ohaSe  b^  JJ^  * 

Thoagh  they  smile  and  dare  not  teU  ye. 

Maids,  Hke  tortlss,  k)ve  the  cooing, 
BUI  and  murmur  in  their  wooiiwr 

S3*»SS  ^SS^."^  •ndTSmble 
And  their  troubled  Joys  diaemble. 

Grasp  the  pleasure  while  'tis  coming, 

iSSACJSr&^TJ  u^bkSdng , 


And  th^U  part.  thiqr'U  part  lor 


'J^. 


your  ioyi  will  sevw. 


N.  Lu. 
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46.    YOUTH  AND  ART 

''vS^,^*>'''  **«•  <>»»  only: 
We  lodged  m  a  street  together. 

You.  a  sparrow  on  the  housetop  onely. 

I,  a  lone  she-bird  of  his  feather.  ^ 

Your  trade  was  with  sticks  and  day 
You  tha»bed,  thrust,  natted  an/iolished 

8mith  made,  and  OihMn  demolWied.' 
My  bnaine«  was  song,  song,  sons ; 
.  J£^  ohaeped,  t.ili;|  •ndtWittered. 

And  Gtisi's  existence  embittered  1 ' 
I  earned  no  more  by  a  warble 

Than  you  by  a  sketch  in  plaster  • 
You  wanted  a  piece  of  marfte, 

X  needed  a  music-master. 

Westudied  hard  in  our  styles. 
Chipped  each  at  a  crust  Uke  Hindoos 

For  air.  looked  out  on  the  tiles,  ' 

Fot  fun,  watched  each  other's  windows. 

^^i*!^  ^  * '^J' o' «»  South, 
Or -«^.^*  ^"•"•-"y'  •  Wt  of  beaid  too  ; 
t??*K  f '  "•  "l'*'*'°8  yo«'  «nouth  ' 

with  fingers  the  clay  adhered  to. 

A^  I— soon  manamd  to  find 
w2^?!i2'?**  *°  '^*  flower-fence  facing. 

And  be  safe  m  my  corset-lacing. 
No  harm  !    It  was  not  my  fault 

If  you  never  turned  your  eye's  tail  up, 

/i  upon  Einaltt 

Or  ran  the  chromatic  scale  up : 

'**I!S*i2?  ^«  *»>e  spiurrows  pair, 
A  J^   .  ^  }^y*  •"<*  fS^'^  'P'^e  guesses. 
A^  .UMs  in  our  street  kiSked  W^' 
With  bulrush  and  wateroresses. 

Why  dij  not  you  pinch  a  flower 

why  did  not  I  put  a  power 
Of  tbanb  in  a  look,  or  sing  it  ? 
o 
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YOUTH  AND  ART 


I  did  look,  Bharp  m  •  lynx, 

(And  ycife  the  monory  nuiklM) 
When  modda  iHrtiTed,  some  minx 

Mpped  apHitoin,  she  and  her  MiUes. 

Bat  I  think  I  gave  yoa  as  good  ! 

'  That  tonign  Mlow,— who  oan  know 
How  she  pays,  in  a  playf ol  mood. 

For  his  tunUig  her  that  piMio  ?  ' 

Could  yon  say  so,  and  neter  say 
*  Samnse  we  join  hands  and  fortunes. 

And  I  nteh  her  from  over  tiie  way, 
Her,  piano,  and  long  tones  and  short  tones  t ' 

No,  no :  yon  woold  not  be  rash. 

Nor  I  raslMT  and  something  over : 
Yoo've  to  settle  yet  Gibson's  hash. 

And  Qrisi  yet  liTes  in  oloTer. 

Bot  yoo  meet  the  Prinoe  at  the  Board, 

Fm  qoeen  myadf  at  bat»-parit 
I've  muried  a  rieh  old  lord. 

And  yon're  dubbed  knight  and  an  R.A. 

Each  life  onfoIfiUed,  too  see ; 
It  hangi  atill,  pat^y  and  sorappv: 


We  have' not  irighed  deep,  laoc^ecl  free. 
Starred,  feasted,  despaired, — been  happy. 

And  nobody  oalls  yoo  a  donee. 
And  people  soppose  me  olever : 

TUs  ooold  bot  have  happened  onoe. 
And  we  missed  It,  lost  it  for  erer. 


R.  BBOwnnta 


46.    HOW  MANY  VOICES  GAILY  SING 

How  many  roioes  nily  sing, 

*  O  happy  mom,  O  nappy  spring 

Of  life  I '    MeMiwhile  there  oomas  o'er  me 

A  softer  Toloe  from  Memory, 

And  says,  *  If  loves  and  hopes  have  flown 

With  years,  think  too  what  gri^  ate  gone !  * 

W.  S. 


L48D0&. 


47.    BOADOWa 

*Til^!!T?**^  *^  *■»<»  ■•*  *l»m  meet. 

The  OMMl  friends  of  every  day ;      ^^ 
Her  Mnile  wm  nndktarbed  and  iV^ 

His  eourteey  WM  free  .nd  g.y.^ 

Bat  yet  if  one  the  other's  nune 

In  some  migavded  moment  hevd. 
The  heMt  you  thooofat  so  odm  and  tune 

WouW  struggle  ills*  oapturedMi^ 
Ai^letten  of  mere  fonnal  phnse 

And  tWi  W.S  not  the  woSafdawT 
Bat  h«l  gone  on  f or  yenis  Md  yw»  I 

Alje,  that  Jove  was  not  too  strong 

For  maiden  shame  and  man]y^Ue  I 
Aku,  that  they  deUyed  so  long '^ ' 

Tm  goal  <a  mntual  bUa  beiMe  1 

Andne^th«wo«ldbeil»ttoowr 
1^*5^  and  oourage  now  eonoeal. 

When  troth  oooia  bring  remor.;  alone. 

B.  It  Miuraa,  homo  HoroHiojr. 


«.  LOVE  AND  REASON 
TjAMn  the  summer-time  so  sweet, 
Twl^^  Md  flowers  are  both  in  season. 

One  early  dawn,  but  Love  and  Reason  1 

Lore  tdd  his  dream  of  yesternight. 
While  Reason  talked  iboatt£  Weather  • 

The  morn,  in  sooth  wm  fWr  aSd  bSh  J^ ' 
And  on  they  took  their  way  togeSer. 

^l>«boy  in  many  a  gmnbol  flew 

And  from  her  mrUy  figure  threw 
A  lengthened  shadow,  as  she  walked. 

^Bh^^if!?  «  '»  "«V  P--K1. 
r«U  oer  the  boy,  and  oooled  him  stUl. 
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LOVE  AND  REASON 

In  -n^  he  tried  hk  wii^  to  warm. 
Or  find  a  pathway  not  ao  ^n. 

For  still  the  maid*!  giguitio  form 
Woald  stalk  between  the  son  and  hJF". 

'  This  most  not  be/  said  littie  Lore— 
*  The  sun  was  made  for  mor»  tiian  yoo.* 

So,  turning  tiiroogh  a  myrtie  grove. 
He  bid  the  portly  nymph  acueo. 

Now  gaily  roves  the  laughing  boy 
O'er  many  a  mead,  by  many  a  stream ; 

In  every  breese  inh^Kwg  joy. 
And  drinking  Miss  in  every  beam. 

From  all  the  prdens,  all  the  bowers. 
He  culled  the  many  sweets  they  shaded. 

And  ate  the  fruits  and  smelled  the  flowen. 
Till  taste  was  gone  and  odour  faded ! 

But  now  the  sun,  in  pomp  of  noon. 
Looked  Uazing  o'er  tJie  sultry  plains ; 

Alas !  the  boy  grew  languid  soon. 
And  fever  thrilled  through  all  his  veins. 

The  dew  forsook  his  baby  brow. 

No  more  with  healthy  bk>om  he  smiled— 
Oh  !  where  was  tranquil  Reason  now. 

To  oast  her  shadow  o'er  the  child  ? 

Beneath  a  green  and  agM  paha. 
His  foot  at  length  for  sheltw  turning. 

He  saw  the  nymph  reclining  calm. 
With  brow  as  cool  as  his  was  burning. 

'  Oh  !  take  me  to  that  bosom  cold,' 
In  murmurs  at  her  feet  he  said  ; 

And  Reason  oped  her  garment's  fold. 
And  flung  it  round  his  fevered  heaid. 

He  felt  her  bosom's  icy  touch. 
And  soon  it  lulled  his  pulse  to  rest ; 

For,  ah  !  the  chill  was  quite  too  much. 
And  Love  expired  on  Reason's  tnreast  t 


T.  Moou. 
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48.    JE  NE  8AIS  QfUOl 

Ym,  I'm  in  love,  I  fed  it  dow. 

And  Cell*  ham  vnAooB  me ! 
And  yet  I'U  swew  I  oMi't  teH  bow 

The  pleMing  plague  stole  oa  meu 

'Tis  not  her  face  that  love  create*, 

*'«■  the»  no  graoee  revd  ; 
Tu  not  her  shape,  for  there  the  Fates 

Have  rather  been  unei^ 

'^fijnot  her  air,  for,  sure,  in  that 

^Diere  's  nothing  more  than  common ; 
And  aU  her  smweM  only  chat. 

like  any  other  wmnan. 

^V**"^  ^u  *°°P^'  °»^*  8ive  the  alarm, 

J.  was  both,  perhaps,  or  neithw  ! 
in  short,  'tmw  that  morokimr  charm 
Of  Delia  all  together.    ^^ 

W.  Whitihiad. 


80.    LOVE  UNACCOUNTABLE 
*Tb  not  her  Wrth.  her  friends,  nor  yet  her  treasure, 
Nor  do  I  covet  her  for  sensual  pleasure. 
Not  fOT  that  okl  morality 
Do  I  love  her,  'cause  she  loves  me. 
Sun  he  that  loves  his  lady  'cause  she 's  fair, 
pehghts  his  eye,  so  loves  himself,  not  her. 
»omething  there  is  moves  me  to  love,  and  I 
Vo  know  I  love,  but  know  not  how,  nw  why 


A.  Bbomb. 


SI.    LOVE  NOT  ME  FOR  COM  iLY  GRACE 
LovK  not  me  for  comely  grace, 
Fot  my  pleasing  eye  ot  face ; 
Nor  for  any  outward  part,  • 

No,  nor  for  my  conrtaat  heart ! 

For  those  may  f^il  or  turn  to  ill. 
So  thou  and  I  shall  sever. 
Keep  therefore  a  true  woman's  eye, 

i^'^u  "•  ■**"•  **"'  *"«"'  no*  why ; 

So  bast  thou  thu  same  reason  still 

To  doat  upon  me  ever. 


Umkhowv. 


82.    I  DO  NOT  LOVE  THEE 

I  BO  not  love  thee !— no  1 1  do  not  love  thee  1 
And  yet  when  thon  art  abeent  I  un  Md  • 

And  envy  even  the  bf^t  Woe  iky  sbove  theeu 
Whoee  quiet  stui  msy  aee  thee  Mid  be  ^ad. 

I  do  not  love  thee  !~yet,  I  know  not  why, 

Whate'er  thou  doet  eeeme  rtiU  weU  done,  to  me : 

And  often  in  my  aoiitade  I  righ 
That  thoee  I  do  bve  ace  not  nune  like  thee  f 

*  ^-  ^x^^P^  **»«"  **<>  -P^k  be  dear) 

Which  bceahe  tiie  hngering  echo  of  the  tone 
Iny  vdce  of  mono  leaves  apon  my  ear. 

I  do  not  love  thee  i— yet  tiiy  speakinff  eyee. 
Wi^their  deep,  Wri,t,'«d  mort«pS«Cblue. 

lietween  me  and  the  midnight  heaven  arke. 
Oftener  than  any  eyea  I  everlmew. 

I  know  I  (fe  not  love  tiiee !  yet,  alas  ! 
Othen  will ■oaioelytra«tmy  candid  heart ; 

And  oft  I  catch  tiMm  imiUng  ae  they  paee 
BeoauM  they  tee  me  gaitog  where  thou  artT*  . 

Tu  Hov.  Mm.  C.  E.  S.  Nokxok 


63.    LOVE  IS  A  SICKNESS 

LovB  is  a  eiokneM  full  of  woes. 

All  mnediee  refuaing ; 
A  j^nt  that  with  most  cutting  growi. 
Meet  barren  with  beet  ueing. 
Why  so  T 
More  we  enjov  it,  more  it  dies ; 
If  not  eojoyea,  it  sigUns  cries 
Heigh-ho! 

Love  is  » torment  of  the  mind, 

A  tempest  everlasting ; 
And  Jove  hath  made  it  of  a  kind 
Not  well,  nor  full,  nor  fasting. 
Why  so  T 
More  we  wijoy  it,  more  it  dies ; 
If  not  enjoyed,  it  dghing  oties 
Heigh-ho  i 


S.  DAmKk 


04.    FIRST  LOVE 

Tn  sweet  to  hear  the  wstoh-dog'i  honest  bark 

^  ^y  deep-mouthed  welcome  as  we  draw  near  hmne : 

Tis  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
.mP"  "O"*""*  »nd  kwk  twig^ter  when  we  come ; 

Tis  sweet  to  be  awakened  by  the  lark. 

Or  lulled  by  falling  waters ;  sweet  tlie  hum 
Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  of  birds, 
ITie  hsp  of  chiklren,  and  their  earUmt  worfs. 

Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  showering  grapes 

In  Baochanal  profusion  reel  to  earth, 
Po^  and  gaahliw :  sweet  are  our  escapes 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  tlie  miser  are  hk  glittering  heaps. 

Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-born's  Wrth, 
Sweet  is  revenue— esi>ecially  to  women. 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  jwize-money  to  seamen. 

Sweet  is  a  legacy,  and  passing  sweet 

Hw  unexpected  death  of  some  oM  lady 
Org«»*'eman  of  sevmty  yeus complete. 

Who  ve  made  *  us  voath  *  wait  too— too  long  already 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country  seat. 

Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady 
^t  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double-damned  post-obits. 

'Tta  sweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's  lauiels. 
By  blood  or  ink ;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife ;  'tis  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our  quarrels. 
Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend : 

Sweet  is  okl  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels ; 
Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

Aoainst  the  worW ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 

We  ne  er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

But  sweeter  still  than  this,  than  these,  than  all. 
Is  first  and  passi(mate  love— it  stands  alone. 
Like  Adam's  recoUeotion  of  his  fall ; 

A^u^  ?i  ^**°!J^  ^  **•»  plucked-aU  's  known— 
And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recall 

Worthy  of  this  ambrosial  sin,  so  shown. 
No  doubt  in  faUe,  as  the  unforgiven 
Kre  which  PftHnetheos  fikhed  for  us  from  heaven. 

Q.  GoBDOK,  LoBD  BxBoa; 
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85.    THE  CRIER 

Good  folk,  for  gold  or  hire. 

Bot  help  me  to  a  orier ; 
For  my  poor  heui  k  ran  astray 
After  two  eyei,  that  pawed  thia  way. 

O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yea. 

If  tiiere  be  any  man. 

In  town  or  countey,  can 

Bring  me  my  heart  again, 

I'll  pjease  him  for  his  pain  ; 
And  by  these  marks  I  ym  you  show 
That  only  I  this  heart  do  owe. 

It  is  a  wounded  heart. 

Wherein  yet  sticks  the  dart, 
ETwy  piece  sore  hurt  throughout  it. 
Faith  and  troth  writ  round  about  it : 
It  was  a  tame  heart  and  a  dear. 

And  never  used  to  roam ; 
But  having  got  this  haunt,  I  fear. 

JwUl  hardly  stay  at  home. 
For  God's  sake,  walking  by  the  way. 

If  jrou  my  heart  do  see, 
Eithw  mipound  it  for  a  stray, 

Or  send  it  back  to  me. 


M.  Drayton. 


66.    TO  OENONE 

What  oonsoienoe,  say,  is  it  in  thee. 

When  I  a  heart  had  one, 
To  take  away  that  heart  from  me. 

And  to  retain  thy  own  ? 

For  shame  or  pity  now  incline 

To  play  a  loving  part ; 
Either  to  send  me  Idndly  thine. 

Or  gire  me  back  my  «<.eart. 

Covet  not  both  ;  but  if  thou  dost 
Resolve  to  part  with  neither, 

Wh^,  yet  to  show  that  thou  art  just, 
Take  me  and  mine  together  ! 


R.   HiBRK.K. 


41 


C7.    IFRITHEE8ENDMEBACKMYHEART 
I  MiTHU  aend  me  back  my  heart. 

Since  I  oannot  have  thine ; 
"orU  from  youw  you  will  not  part. 

Why,  then,  ebouldet  thou  have  mine  7 

Tet  now  I  think  on't,  let  it  lie. 

To  find  it  were  in  vain ; 
For  thou  haat  a  thief  in  either  eye 

Would  steal  it  back  again. 

^^'122'**  **?*  ^**^  ^  o«»  breaet  lie. 
And  yet  not  lodge  together  t 

ifJu^  "•»«•  i«  thy  eympathy. 
If  thus  oar  breaeta  thou  wver  I 

But  love  is  snoh  a  mystwy. 

I  cannot  find  it  out ; 
For  when  I  think  I'm  beet  resolved. 

I  then  am  in  most  doubt. 

^/"iwewfU  care,  and  farewell  woe: 
I  will  no  longer  i^ne ; 

For  ru  believe  I  have  her  heart. 

As  much  aa  she  hath  mine. 

Sib  J.  SccKUHO. 


58.    LOVE  IN  FANTASnO  TRIUMPH  SATE 
LovTi  in  fantastic  triumph  sate, 

Whdst  bleeding  hearts  around  him  flowed  : 
For  whom  fresh  pains  he  did  create, 

From  thy  bnght  eyes  he  took  hia  fires, 

B«?%L'r^  *^"*.*°  •P°'*  •>«  hurled  ; 
P  ''^  "°°*  "^™  he  *ook  desires 
Enough  to  undo  the  amorous  world. 

From  me  he  took  his  si{^  and  tears 
ftom  thee  his  pride  and  cruelty ;  ' 

Jrrom  me  his  {an^hmenta  and  fears. 
And  every  kilhng  dart  from  thee. 

Thus  thou  and  I  the  Gfod  have  armed. 
And  set  him  up  a  deity, 

^""in^FJ^f  ^  '^  ^  harmed, 
Whilat  thine  the  victor  la,  and  fttw. 


o3 


Aprba  Bibw. 
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59.    THE  ENCHANTBfENT 
I  J«a>  bat  kxdc  and  love  awhile— 

TwM  bat  lor  one  haK-hoor ; 
Than  to  ndst  I  had  DO  will. 

And  DOW  I  haTe  do  power. 

To  sidb,  and  wirii,  is  aU  my  ea«e, 
Bigba  which  do  beat  impart 

Enoogfa  to  melt  the  ooldeet  ice. 
Yet  cannot  warm  your  heart. 

Oh^oald  your  jrfty  gire  my  heart 

One  comer  of  your  bceaat, 
^^om  leun  of  your«  the  winning  art. 

And  quickly  steal  the  reet. 


T.  Otway. 


60.    THE  EXCHANGE 

Wb  pledged  our  hearts,  my  love  and  I,— 
I  m  my  arms  the  nuUden  clastans ; 

I  could  not  tell  the  reason  why. 
But,  oh  I  I  trembled  like  an  asp(>c. 

Her  father's  love  she  bade  me  gain  ; 

I  went,  and  shook  like  any  reed ! 
I  strove  to  act  the  man— in  vam  ! 

We  had  exchanged  our  hearts  indeed 


S.  T.  COLBBIDOB. 


61.    INSPIRATION 
I  iniVBR  drank  of  Aganippe  well. 
Nor  ever  did  in  shade  of  Tempe  sit. 
And  Muses  scorn  with  vulgar  brains  to  dwell ; 
Poor  layman  I,  for  sacred  rites  unfit, 
»ome  do  I  Ivsar  of  poets'  fury  tell. 
But,  God  wot,  wot  not  what  they  mean  by  it ; 
And  this  I  swear  by  blackest  brook  of  hell, 
1  am  no  pick-purse  of  another's  wit. 
How  falls  it  then,  that  with  so  smooth  an  ease 
My  thoughts  I  speak ;  and  what  I  speak  doth  flow 
in  verse,  and  that  my  verse  best  wits  doth  please  ? 
Guess  we  the  cause  T    What,  is  it  this :  ¥iC^ 
Or  so?    Much  less.    How  then  T    Sure  thus  it  is. 
My  lips  are  sweet,  inspired  with  Stella's  kiss. 


Sib  p.  Sidney. 
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62.     LOOK  IN  THY  HEART  AND  WRITE 
LoviHQ  in  truth,  and  fkin  in  tmm  my  love  to  show 

SSSS^^t^'^  her  wad,  w«iing  might  maki  S  Imow. 
TffjSSl'^?**^  '^'  «>d^tjTi;w? obtain-  ' 

I  sought  fit  wocdi  to  paint  the  b&kait  face  of  woe 
Studying  invention.  tf^Ther  wite  toentoSi?-       * 

Smt'f^i^^ti-SjrK'  **»  -  "  »h*n^^  flow 
Borne  frash  and  fruitftd  showers  upon  my  nnbumed  brain. 

^KtiS^v^'  r ^  to  »eai*;S?hS3i  i7m7S«es 
ating  my  truant  pen.  beatins  myself  lor  spite,  ' 

Foot  -"dmyMu^itomr^IooiinthyhWtandwrite!' 

Sib  p.  Sidnby. 


63.    IMMORTALITY  IN  SONG 
How  man^  paltry,  foolish,  painted  things, 
lj»t  now  m  coaches  trouble  every  streeT 
Shall  be  forgotten,  whom  no  poet  sinm. 

m.i*f*^T*"  V^PP^  «>  "»elr  winding-sheet  T 
Where  I  to  thee  eternity  shall  give. 

When  nothing  else  remaineth  of  these  days. 
And  queens  hereafter  shall  be  glad  to  Uve 
Upon  the  alms  of  thy  superfluous  praise : 
Vimns  and  matrons  reading  these  my  rhymes 
Sw  ijf  "^  "^'h  delighted^with  thy  ^toT 

S\V«  L!**^!*""";?  ^^^y  "^«^  ^^^^  »  *h^  times. 
To  have  seen  thee,  their  sex's  only  glory : 

So  sha  t  thou  fly  above  the  vulgar  throng, 
otiu  to  survive  m  my  immortal  song. 

M.  Dbayton. 


64. 


UNGRATEFUL  BEAUTY  THREATENED 
Know,  Celia,  since  thou  art  so  proud, 

Twa.  I  that  save  thee  thy  renown  ,- 
Thou  hadst  in  the  forgotten  crowd 

ttt  oonumm  beauties  lived  unknown. 
Km  not  my  verse  exhaled  thy  name. 
And  with  It  imped  the  wings  of  Fame. 
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TbBt  UlUng  power  b  none  ol  thiiM : 
I  gav«  it  to  thy  Tok»  and  eyes ; 

"7  •weet*.  thy  graow,  all  art  mine ; 
Thou  Kt  my  stw,  ahin'st  in  my  iUm  : 

Then  (kurt  not  from  thy  borrowed  ■pbera 

Lightning  on  him  that  fixed  tbe»  UmtcT 

Tempt  me  with  suoh  aArighti  no  more, 

I«st  wliat  I  made  I  unoreate ; 
Let  foola  thy  myitio  forma  adore^ 

I  know  thee  in  thy  mortal  atate  t 
Wiee  ppetf ,  that  wrapped  Tiruth  in  talet 
Knew  her  themaelvM  throiq^  all  her  veila. 

T.  Ciuw. 
«6.    WHO  WILL  BELIEVE  MY  VERSE 
Who  will  belieye  my  verM  in  time  to  oome, 
M  it  were  filled  with  tout  moet  high  deaerta  ? 
Though  TOt,  heaven  know*,  it  ia  but  as  a  tomb 
Which  bMes  your  Ufe  and  shows  not  half  your  parte. 
W I  could  write  the  beauty  of  your  eyee 
And  in  fresh  numbers  number  all  your  graoes, 
pe  age  to  oome  would  say, '  This  poet  lies : 
Such  heavenly  touches  ne'er  touched  earthly  faces.' 
So  shooH  my  papers,  yeUowed  with  their  age. 
Be  scorned,  like  oki  men  of  less  truth  than  tongue. 
And  your  true  righto  be  termed  a  poet's  raae 
And  stretohM  metoe  of  an  antique  song : 

But  were  some  child  of  yours  alive  that  time. 

You  shouM  Uve  twfc)e,-in  it  and  in  my  rhyme. 

W.  Shakbpxakb. 

66.    ONE  DAY  I  WROTE  HER  NAME 
Oni  day  I  wrote  her  name  upon  the  strand. 
But  came  the  waves  and  wasW  it  away : 
Again  I  wrote  it  with  a  second  hand. 
But  came  the  tide  and  made  my  pains  his  prey. 

Vain  man,'  said  she,  *  that  dost  in  vain  essay 
A  mortal  thing  so  to  immortalize ; 
For  I  myself  shall  like  to  this  decay, 
. «    c'^^.'ny  nam*  be  wip^d  out  likewise.* 

Not  so,'  anoth  I ;  '  let  baser  things  devise 
To  die  in  dust,  but  you  shall  Uve  by  fame : 
fy/eneyour  virtues  rare  shall  eternize, 
And  in  the  heavens  write  your  glorious  name : 

Where,  whenas  Death  shall  Jl  the  world  subdue. 


Our  love  shall  live,  and  later  life 


renew. 


E.  Spxnsih. 
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67.    WELL  I  REMEMBER  HOW  YOU  SMILED 
Wux  I  remember  how  you  smiled 
To  see  me  write  jour  iwme  upon 
The  soft  ■e».»od—'0  /  idkof  a  ckUd  / 
You  th*nk  you're  mUing  upon  tume  I ' 

I  h»Te  since  written  whst  no  tide 
Shall  ey»»  wash  away,  what  men 

Unborn  shaU  read  o'er  ocean  wide 
And  find  lanthe's  name  again. 


I  ., 


W.  S.  Landob. 


«.    HER  RIGHT  NAME 
As  Nancy  at  h«r  toilet  eat,. 
Admiring  this  and  blamirtt  that ; 

Tell  me,'  she  said  ;    '  but  tcW  me  true  ; 
^  nymph  who  could  your  i  eart  subdue. 
wTiat  sort  of  charms  does  sh«^  possess  ?  ' 

Absolve  me,  fair  one :  I'll  tunfess 
With  pleasure.'  I  replied.     '  Her  hair. 
In  riiwlets  rather  dark  than  fair. 
Does  down  her  ivory  bosom  roll. 
And,  biding  half,  adorns  the  whole. 
In  her  high  forehead's  fair  half-round 
Love  sits  in  open  triumph  crowned : 
He  in  the  dimple  of  her  chin. 
In  private  state,  by  friends  is  seen. 
Her  eyes  are  neither  bhMsk  nor  grey; 
Nor  fierce  nor  feeble  is  their  ray ; 
Their  dubious  lustre  seems  to  show 
Something  that  speaks  nor  Yes,  nor  No. 
Her  lips  no  living  bard,  I  weet, 

}^f7^^*  *'*"'  '*°'  ^^"^  round,  how  sweet : 
Old  Homer  only  could  indite 
Their  vagrant  grace  and  soft  delight: 
They  stand  recorded  in  his  book. 
When  Helen  smiled,  and  Hebe  spoke  '— 

The  gipsy,  turning  to  her  glass. 
Too  plamly  showed  she  knew  the  face : 
^  And  which  am  I  most  like,"  she  said. 
Your  Chloe,  or  your  nut-brown  maid  !  ' 


im 


M.  Pbiob. 
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69.    THE  MEBCHAMT,  TO  SBCDRE  HIS  TREASURE 
Thb  merohMit,  to  Mcure  hk  treMote, 
Gonveyt  it  in  a  hwrowed  nwne : 
EapheU*  serTM  to  gnwe  my  nMMore, 
Bat  Chkw  is  my  raal  flMne. 

My  softest  verse,  my  darling  lyre. 

Upon  Bapheiia^i  toiletky— 
When  Chloe  noted  her  desire 

That  I  shook!  sing,  that  I  shoold  play. 
My  Iwe  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raise. 

But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  sighs  • 
And  whibt  I  sing  Euphelia's  praise, 

I  fix  my  soul  on  Chloe's  eyes. 

Fair  Chloe  blushed :  ^uphelia  frowned : 

A~i  V "°*'J^u*^ '  ^  ^^y^'  '^  trembled : 
And  Venus  to  the  Loves  around 

Remarked  how  Ul  we  all  dissembled. 

M.  Pbiob. 
70.    A  SONNET  ON  CHRISTIAN  NAMES 
(WriUenimthea&um<^BiUik8otUhey) 
^Christian  wwld  Mary  the  garland  wean  ! 
Rebecca  sweetens  on  a  Hebrew's  ear ; 
Quakers  for  pure  Priscilla  are  more  clear ; 
And  the  light  Gaul  by  amorous  Ninon  swean. 
Among  the  lesser  lights  how  Lucy  shines  I 
What  air  of  fragranoe  Rosamond  throws  round  ! 
How  Bke  a  hymn  doth  sweet  Oedlla  sound  I 
Of  Msrthas,  and  of  AUgsib,  few  lines 

JS!?iJ*?"'^*°,'*^    Of  eoarsesthousehoW  stuff 

ShouW  homdy  Joan  be  fsshion*d.    Butean 

You  Barbara  resist,  or  Marian  T 

And  u  not  Clara  for  knre  excuse  enough  ? 

Yjtt,  by  my  faith  in  numbers,  I  profess. 

These  aU,  than  Saxon  Edith,  please  me  less. 

a 


i 


71.    NAMES 


I  A8»D  my  fair  one  happy  day. 
What  I  should  oaU  her  in  my  lay ; 

T  ?^  **!?'  ■**•'  "•"»»  '""»  **o«n«  or  Qreeoe : 
lAlace,  Neaera,  Chloris, 

Sappho,  Lesbia,  or  Doris, 

Arethusa  ot  Luereoe. 


NAMES 
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'  Ah  ! '  rejrfied  my  gentle  fair, 

*  BelovM,  what  we  luunee  but  air  T 

Chooee  ihoa  whatever  soita  the  line ; 
Call  me  Sappho,  oall  me  Chloria, 
Call  me  Lali^ge  or  Doris, 

Only,  only  oall  me  Thine.' 

&  T. 

72.    L'INCONNUE 

Is  thy  name  Mary,  maiden  fair  ? 

Such  should,  methinks,  its  music  be ; 
Tho  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear 

Were  best  befitting  thee ; 
And  she  to  whom  it  once  was  given. 
Was  half  of  earth  and  h^f  of  heaven. 

I  hear  thy  voice,  I  see  thy  smile, 

I  look  upon  thy  fokled  hair ; 
Ah  !  while  we  dream  not  they  beguile. 

Our  hearts  are  in  the  suMe ; 
And  she  who  diains  a  wild  bird's  wing 
Must  start  not  if  her  captive  sing. 

So,  ladv,  take  the  leaf  that  falls. 
To  all  but  thee  unseen,  unknown ; 

When  evening  shades  thy  silent  walls. 
Then  read  it  all  alone ; 

In  stillness  read,  in  darkness  seal. 

Forget,  despise,  but  not  reveal ! 

O.  W. 

73.    AN  INTERLUDE 

Ix  the  greenest  growth  of  the  Maytime, 

I  rode  where  ute  woods  wwe  wet. 
Between  the  dawn  and  the  daytime ; 

The  spring  was  glad  that  we  met. 

There  w&s  uomething  the  season  wanted. 
Though  the  ways  and  the  woods  smelt  sweet ; 

The  breath  at  your  lips  tiiat  panted. 
The  pulse  of  the  grass  at  your  feet. 

You  came,  and  the  sun  came  aft«, 
And  the  green  grew  ookfon  above ; 

And  the  flag- flowers  lightened  with  laughter. 
And  the  meadow-sweet  shook  witt  love. 

Your  feet  in  the  full-grown  grsssus 
Moved  soft  as  a  weak  wind  Mows ; 

You  passed  me  as  April  passes. 
With  face  made  out  of  a  rose. 


COLBaiDQ*. 
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AN  INTERLUDE 

Tf    -S*  2?^*  '***  P""^  •*  «>•  ■«Jg» ; 
I*«n¥>*i>etowrt«£theteiider  ^^ 
Ugfat  kaw  in  theqningtime  liedg^ 

^'\iS^  that  the  smet  month  blMwhes 

With  flowery  frort  of  May: 
It  might  be  a  bird  in  the  branches. 

It  mi^t  be  a  titotn  in  t^  way. 

I  waited  to  watoh  yon  liiMer 
With  foot  drawn  baokfiom  the  dew, 

TIU  a  sunbeam  straight  Uhe  a  finger 
StruolK  shMcp  through  the  leaves  at  you. 

And  a  Wrd  overhead  sang  Follow, 
^  a  bird  to  the  right  sang  Here: 

And  the  arch  of  the  leaves  was  hollow. 
And  the  masoing  of  May  was  dear. 

I  saw  where  t^  aon's  huid  pointed. 

ni.^**T  "'^  ^  *»^'«  note  said ; 
^the  dawc  aad  the  dewfall  anointwl, 
You  wen  qiie^  by  (he  gold  on  your  head. 

^^  ff**"*'    <**  •  wirnt.«ut  ember 
T  _f*"""  •  "^^  «*  the  sw, 

\^SI*^'  ^*"*'  "^  reaiwnber 
What  Love  saw  dans  and  undone. 

1%edayaadi 

You  hoped  we  i 

And  knew  we 


departed, 
way  we  met; 
-u-^^^'!"*-»'*»rted, 
snasBd  botii  f omst 


A^May  with  hw  woitf  in  flower 
Senned  still  to  monwr  and  smile 

As  you  murmiued  and  smiled  for  an  hour  • 
1  saw  you  turn  at  the  stile.  ' 

A  hand  like  a  white  wood-bkissem 

With  head  buns  down  to  ^  bosom. 
And  pale,  as  It  seemed,  at  last 

And  the  best  and  the  worst  of  this  Is 

That  neither  is  most  to  blame 
If  you've  forgotten  my  kisses 

And  I've  forgotten  your  name. 


A.  C.  SwmBCRN& 


74.    A  STOLEN  KISS 
Now  pentie  sleep  hath  dkmbd  up  them  cms 

Whuh,  wskiag,  kqH  my  boktat  tiwi^iti  in  »we : 
And  free  aeoMt  anto  that  twOTt  Up  lies, 

Fjoni  wheaee  I  kiig  the  r«y  bwikUi  to  Amw. 
Metiunla  no  WKMg  it  were,  if  I  ihonld  steal 

Fttm  thoee  two  wwiting  rabiat  one  pom  ki« : 
None  Mee  the  theft  tiwt  would  the  theft  teveaL 

Nor  rob  I  her  of  aatdit  that  Ae  can  ^m ; 
^hT'  "bo**^  I  twwrty  kieMe  take  awi^. 

There  would  be  little  sign  I  would  do  so : 
Why  then  shoukl  I  thk  robbery  dek^  T 

O  she  may  wi^  and  l^cfewith  aMsy  grow  I 
Well,  if  she  do,  rU  back  reetore  thilS, 
And  twenty  hundred  thoueand  mom  for  kian. 

G.  WiTHBB. 


75.    TO  ELECTRA 

I  DAKS  not  aek  a  1dm, 
I  dare  not  b^  a  smile ; 

Lest  having  tMi,  or  this, 
I  might  grow  proud  the  wMie. 

No,  no,  the  utmost  share 
Of  my  desire,  shaU  be. 

Only  to  kiss  that  a» 
Tiu^t  lately  fcissM  thee. 


R.  HUBICK. 


%    COBIE,  CSLOE,  AND  GIVE  ME  SWEET  KISSES 

Ckms,  C^loe.  and  give  me  sweet  kisses. 

For  sweeter  sure  never  girl  save ; 
But  why,  in  the  midst  trf  my  Wases, 

Do  you  ask  me  how  many  Fd  have  ! 
I'm  not  to  besHnted  in  pk«rare, 
«  ^;.  1*****^  n»y  chanMr,  be  kind. 
For  whilst  I  k>ve  thee  thvn  measura, 

To  numbefs  I'H  ns'ar  hs  oonined. 
Count  the  beta  that  on  HyUa  are  piniag. 

Count  the  iowets  that  enamd  ks  mS. 
Count  the  Poekt  that  on  I^mss  an  atrayitw. 

Or  tha  grain  that  flehSlo^yields.    ^^ 
Go  nombsr  the  alara  b  the  heaven. 

Count  how  many  aandi  on  the  Aon, 


I 
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COME,  CHLOE 

When  BO  many  Unes  yoa've  given, 
I  still  •hall  be  cnving  for  more. 
To*  hewt  f uU  of  lovejet  ne  hold  thee. 

Toahewtth»t,dewChkw,kthine: 
In  my  Mrms  ril  for  ever  enfold  thee, 

,«^.'*™*  "*'™*  *^y  J^**  ^^  »  ytiu)- 
What  loy  oan  be  greater  l^aa  tkm'ml 

My  life  on  thy  Ops  shaU  be  spent ! 
Bat  the  wtetoh  that  oan  nnmbn  hia  Uasee, 

Witii  few  will  be  ever  content.  * 

SiE  C.  Hahbcbt  Wiluawb. 


77.    TO  A  KISS 

Soft  child  of  love,  thou  balmy  bllas. 
Inform  me,  O  delicious  kiss. 
Why  thou  so  sudden] v  art  gone. 
Lost  in  the  moment  tnou  art  won  ? 

Yet  go  !    For  wherefore  should  I  sigh  f 
On  Oeha's  Ups,  witti  raptured  eye. 
On  Delia's  blushing  lipe  I  mw 
A  thousand  full  as  sweet  as  thee. 

J.  Woux)T. 

78.    THE  MAID  I  LOVE  NE'ER  THOUGHT  OP  ME 

Thk  maid  I  love  ne'er  thought  of  me 

Anud  the  scenes  of  gaiety ; 

But  when  her  heart  or  mine  SMik  low. 

Ah,  then  it  was  no  longer  sa 

Prom  the  sUnt  piUm  she  raised  her  head. 

And  tassed  the  cheek  whence  youth  had  fled. 

Angels  f  some  future  day  for  this. 

Give  her  as  sweet  and  pure  a  kiss, 

W.  S.  Landob. 


79. 


JENNY  KISSED  ME  WHEN  WE  MET 
Jbwhy  kissed  me  when  we  met. 

Jumping  from  the  chair  she  sat  in  ; 
Time,  you  thief  !  ^o  love  to  get 

Sweets  into  your  list,  put  that  in. 
Say  I  m  weary,  say  I'm  sad  ; 

Say  that  health  and  wealth  have  mlsmd  me ; 
Say  I  m  growing  old,  but  add— 
Jenny  kissed  me ! 

J.  H.  LnoH  HcwT. 
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80.    LOVFS  PHILOSOPHY 

Thi  foanteUM  mingle  with  the  rivw 

And  the  riven  with  the  Ocean, 
The  winds  of  Heaven  mix  for  ever 

With  a  sweet  emotion  ; 
Nothing  in  the  worid  is  single ; 

All  thingi  by  a  law  divine 
In  one  spirit  meet  and  mingle. 

Why  not  I  with  thine  7— 

See  the  mountains  kiss  high  Heaven 

And  the  waves  clasp  one  another ; 
No  rister-flower  would  be  forgiven 

If  it  disdained  its  brother ; 
And  the  sunlight  clasps  the  earth 

And  the  moonbeams  kiss  the  sea : 
What  is  all  this  sweet  work  worth. 

If  thou  kiss  not  me  ? 

P.  B.  taxLunr. 


81.    A  HATCH  WITH  THE  MOON 

Wkaxt  already,  weary  miles  to-night 
I  walked  for  bed :  and  so,  to  get  some  ease, 
I  dogged  the  flvins  moon  with  similes. 
And  like  a  wisp  she  doubled  on  my  sight 
In  ponds ;  and  oaueht  in  tree-tops  like  a  kite ; 
And  in  a  riobe  of  film  all  liquorish 
Swam  full-faced  like  a  silly  silver  fish  ;— 
Last,  like  a  bubble  shot  the  welkin's  height 
Where  my  road  turned  apd  got  behind  me,  and  sent 
My  wizened  shadow  craning  round  at  me. 
And  ieoed, '  So,  step  the  measure, — one,  two,  three !  '- 
And  if  I  faoed  on  her.  looked  innocent. 
But  just  at  parting,  halfway  down  a  dell, 
8\m  kissed  me  for  good-night.    So  you'll  not  teH 

D.  G.  RoMMlB. 


82.    THE  KISS 

'  I  SAW  you  take  his  kiss ! '    '  'Tis  true.' 

'  O,  modesty  I '     *  'Twas  strictly  kept : 
'  He  thought  me  asleep :  at  least,  I  knew 

He  thought  I  thon^t  he  thought  I  slept.' 

COVBNTBT  PaTMOBK. 


83.    STILL  TO  BE  NEAT 
Snu.  to  be  DMt,  stiU  to  be  dnssed 

lS.  u*?  rt««*.  »*iU  perfumed : 
i*ay,  it  i«  to  be  pneumed; 

5«»«Mrt'a  hid  eauw.  «;  not  foond. 
AUi8iiot.weet,iUli.not>ouiid.        ' 

Giyeme»look,^veme«fiM», 
£2f  i^^  ^*»'^'  »«»^a.  f^ee : 

ThMdlthe.aulterie.of,rt;         ' 
They  stnke  mue  eye.,  bat  not  my  heart. 

Bbn.  Joksoh. 

M.    MT  LOVE  IN  HER  ATTIRE  DOTH  SHOW  HER  WIT 
}J^^^  in  her  attire  doth  show  her  wit 
It  doth  so  weU  become  her;    *'"^  ""'"*' 

vZ  ^^  ■*^°  *^  ^*^  dreMingi  fit, 
For  mnter,  spring,  and  sumiMn 
^  beauty  she  doth  miss 
When  aU  her  robes  are  on : 
But  Beauty's  self  she  is 
When  aU  her  robes  are  gone. 

Unkmowk. 


85.    DEIJGHT  IN  DISORDER 
A  swm  dis(»der  in  the  dreai 
Kindles  in  clothes  a  wantonness : 
A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 
Into  a  fine  distinction ; 
An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 
■Kntlmis  a  cnmson  stomacher : 
A  cuff  neglectful,  and  thereby 
Ribands  to  flow  confusedly ; 

TnT?°?**  **'^'  ^'^'•^ng  note. 
In  the  tempestuous  petticoat ; 
A  oarelessshoe-string,  in  whose  tic 
Ii»e a  wild  ciyility ; 
Do  more  bewitch  me,  than  when  art 
U  too  precise  in  every  part. 


R.  Hbbkicx. 
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86.    UPON  JUUA'S  CLOTQES 
Whutas  in  sUki  my  Julia  goea. 
Then,  then,  methinks,  bow  smetly  flowa 
That  liqnefAotion  of  ber  dothea. 

Next,  when  I  oMt  mine  eyee  and  see 
That  brave  vibration  each  way  free ; 
0  bow  that  glittering  taketh  me  I 


R.  Hksbiok. 


87.    A  RING  PRESENTED    TO   JUUA 

JvuA,  I  bring 

To  thee  this  ring. 
Hade  for  thy  finger  it ; 

To  show  by  this, 

Tliat  our  love  is. 
Or  should  be,  like  to  it. 

Close  though  it  be. 

The  joint  is  free : 
So  when  Love's  yoke  is  en. 

It  must  not  gall. 

Or  fret  at  all 
With  hard  oppression. 

But  it  must  play 

Still  either  way, 
And  be,  too,  such  a  yoke, 

As  not  too  wide. 

To  over-slide ; 
Or  be  so  strait  to  choke. 

So  we,  who  bear 

This  beam,  must  rear 
Ourselves  to  such  a  height : 

As  that  the  stay 

Of  either  may 
Create  the  burden  light 

And  as  this  round 

Is  nowhere  found 
To  flaw,  or  else  to  sever  z 

So  let  our  love 

As  endless  prove. 
And  pure  as  gold  for  ever. 


R.  HutwcK* 


88.    iME  BRACELBT  TO  JUUA 

Why  I  tie  aboat  thy  wint 
JoUa,  this  my  ailken  twitt ; 
For  what  other  reum  is '%, 
But  to  diow  thee  how  in  part, 
Thoa  my  prettv  ewtive  wt  ? 
But  thy  boodtfave  la  my  heut : 
'Tis  bat  aOk  that  bindeth  thee. 
Snap  the  thread,  and  thoo  art  free : 
But  'tis  otherwise  with  me ; 
I  am  bowKl,  and  fact  bound  so. 
That  bom  thee  I  cannot  go, 
U I  could.  I  would  not  so. 

89.    ON  A  GIRDLE 

Teat  which  her  slender  waist  confined 
Shall  now  my  joyful  tMnples  bind : 
No  monarch  but  wcMild  ^tb  bis  crown 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  heaven's  extremest  sphere. 
The  pale  which  held  that  lovely  dear : 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  hope,  my  love 
Did  all  within  this  cuole  move. 

A  narrow  compass  !  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that^s  good,  and  all  that 's  fair : 
Give  me  but  what  this  riband  bound. 
Take  all  tht  rest  the  sun  goes  round. 


R.  BSBBIOX. 


£.  Wallsr. 


90.    THE  NATIONS 

Tra  Spaniard  loves  his  ancient  slop, 

A  Lombard  the  Venetian  z 
And  some  like  Iweeclidess  wcmien  go, 

The  Ru8s,Turk,  Jew,  and  Grecian. 
The  thrifty  Frenchman  wears  small  waist. 

The  Dutch  his  belly  boasteth. 
The  Enj^ishman  is  for  them  all. 

And  for  each  fashion  ooasteth. 
The  Turk  in  linen  wraps  his  head. 

The  Persian  his  in  lawn  too, 
The  Russ  with  sables  furs  his  cap 

And  change  will  not  be  drawn  to. 
The  Spaniard 's  constant  to  his  block. 

The  fVench  inconstant  ever ; 
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Bat  of  aU  felta  that  iimv  be  felt 

Give  me  joax  EngUsh  beaver. 
The  German  lovee  us  coney-wool. 

The  Iriahman  hia  ahag  too. 
The  Welsh  his  Monmoath  loves  to  wear. 

And  of  the  same  will  Inrag  too. 
S<mie  love  the  rough,  and  some  the  smooth. 

Some  great,  and  otheis  small  thinyp, 
But  O  yoar  liquwish  Engluhman, 

He  loves  to  deal  in  all  thin^i. 
The  Russ  drinks  qoasse  ;  Datoh.  Labeok's  beer. 

And  that  is  strwig  and  mighty; 
The  Arit<m  he  metheglin  qoa&. 

The  Iridi  aqua-vitae. 
The  IVrach  affeota  ^e  (Means  grape. 

The  Spaniard  sips  his  sherry. 
The  English  ncme  of  these  can  'scape. 

But  he  with  all  makes  merry. 
The  Italian  in  her  high  chioppine, 

Scotch  lass,  and  lovely  Erse  too. 
The  Spanish  donna,  French  madame. 

He  doth  not  fear  to  go  ta 
Nothing  so  full  of  hazard,  dread. 

Naught  lies  above  the  centre. 
No  health,  no  fashion,  wine  or  wench. 

On  which  he  dare  not  venture. 

T.  Hetwood. 
91.    TO  AMARANTHA 
That  shb  would  dishbvkl  hu  Hair 

AMABAirrHA,  sweet  and  fair. 
Ah,  braid  no  more  that  shining  hair  i 
As  my  curious  hand  or  eye 
Hovering  round  thee,  let  it  fly. 
Let  it  fly  as  unconfined 
As  its  calm  ravisher  the  wind, 
Who  hath  left  his  darling,  the  east ! 
To  wanton  o'er  that  spicy  nest. 
Every  tress  must  be  confessed  ; 
But  neatly  tangled  at  the  beat ; 
Like  a  clue  of  golden  thread 
Most  excellentTy  ravellM. 

Do  not,  then,  wind  up  that  light 
In  ribands,  and  o'ercloud  in  night, 
Like  the  sun  in  's  early  ray ; 
But  shake  your  head  and  scatter  day. 

R.   LOVELACB. 


. 
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tS.    TO  HIS  inSTRESS 
Trauw  djs  why  do  70V  wev. 

Why  do  70a  foodlj  i4n 
Pura  lioeni  o'er  joor  aUo. 
Your  skin  tiMit  '•  wUter  far  ?— 
GMting  ft  dod^  elood  beiora  •  Iter. 

my  be«  yotir  oeok  »  golden  ohain  ? 
■Uia  Natanw  make  yoor  hair  in  vaia. 

Of  gold  nuMt  pore  and  fine  ? 

With  grais  why  do  you  chine  ? 
oiP^Z*  "••f|*''''oui8  to  yuur  eyra. 
Show  bat  like  Phosphor  when  the  sun  doth  rise. 

I  wonM  have  all  my  miatress'  parts 
Owe  more  to  Nature  than  the  arta ; 

Iwould  not  woo  the  drees. 

Or  one  whose  nighte  give  less 

Contentment  than  the  day ; 
She 's  fair  whos*  beauty  only  makes  her  gay. 

A.  Cowlr; 


83.    THE  MILLER'S  DAUGHTER 
It  is  the  miller's  daughter. 

And  she  is  nown  so  dear,  so  dear. 
That  I  wookl  be  the  jewel 

That  tremUes  at  her  ew : 
For  hid  in  ringlets  day  and  night, 
I  d  touch  her  neck  so  warm  and  white. 

And  I  wonld  be  the  girdle 

About  her  dainty  dainty  waiat 
Ami  her  heart  would  beat  against  me. 

In  sorrow  and  in  rest : 
And  I  should  know  if  it  beat  right, 
I  d  clasp  it  round  so  close  and  tight. 

And  I  would  be  the  necklace. 

And  aU  day  long  to  fall  and  rise 
Upon  her  balmy  bosom, 

With  her  laughter  or  her  sighs. 
And  I  would  lie  so  light,  so  light, 
1  scarce  should  be  unclasped  at  night 

Alfhed,  Lord  Tmnrtsoh; 
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04.    TO  MT  MISTRESS'S  BOOTS 
Tnnr  neariy  strike  me  dumb, 
And  I  tremble  wImd  they  come 

Fft-»-pftt : 
This  pdpitatioii  means 
That  th«w  boote  ue  GOTsldine'e— 

Think  of  that ! 

Oh,  where  did  honter  win 
So  delicate  a  skin 

For  her  feet  ? 
Yoa  lucky  little  kid. 
You  perished,  so  you  did. 

For  my  sweet. 

The  faery  stitching  gleams 
On  the  toes,  and  in  the  seams, 

Ai^  reveals 
That  Pixies  were  the  wags 
Who  tipped  these  funny  tags. 

And  these  heeis. 

What  soles!  so  little  worn! 
Had  Crusoe— floui  forlorn  !~ 

Chanced  to  view 
One  printed  near  the  tide. 
How  hard  he  would  have  tried 

For  the  two ! 

For  Gerry's  debonair. 
And  innbcent,  and  fair 

Asarose: 
She's  an  angel  in  a  frock. 
With  a  fascinating  cock 

To  her  nose. 

Those  simpletons  who  squeeze 
Their  extremities  to  please 

Mandarins, 
Would  positively  flinch 
From  venturing  to  pinch 

Geralmne's. 

Cinderella's  lefts  and  rights 
To  Geraldine's  were  frights : 

And,  in  truth. 
The  damsel,  deftly  shod. 
Has  dutifully  trod 

IVom  her  youth. 
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TO  MY  MISTRESS'S  BOOTS 

Tj^  mansion— ttve^  and  more. 
The  ootUgB  ot  the  poor, 

f... Where  there's  grief. 

Or  sickneH.  are  her  choke— 
And  the  mtuuc  of  her  voice 
Bring!  relief. 

Ooine,  Gerry,  since  it  suits 
Sach  a  pretty  Puas-in-Boots 

niMMModoo, 
Set  yoor  little  hand  awhile 
On  my  shoulder,  dev,  and  I'll 

Put  them  on. 


F.  Lockbb-Laidsov. 


85.    ON  AN  OLD  MUFF 
Ton  has  a  magio  wand  f 
What  is  this  meets  my  hand, 
Moth-eatMi,  mouldy,  and 

Covered  with  fluff? 
FWtod,  and  stil,  and  scant ; 
Can  It  be  f  no.itcan't~ 
Yes,—!  declare  'tis  Aunt 

Arudenoe's  muff ! 

J«*n»  ■ffo— twenty-three— 
Old  Unde  Bamaby 
Gave  it  to  Aunty  P.— 

'Tu.,  Of  the  weesy  curls, 
WW»per  these  solemn  churls. 
What  hold*  a  pnify  fire* 

Bond  wiOota  tqueexing  t* 

Uncle  was  then  a  lad 
Gay,  but,  I  grieve  to  add. 
Sinful ;  if  smoking  bad 

Baeejf '«  a  vice : 
Glossy  was  then  this  mink 
a^'  "«»??. ^th  pretty  pink 
Satin,  which  nuiidens  thmk 

'AwfuUynicel' 

I  Me,  in  reteospect. 

Aunt,  in  her  best  bedecked. 

Gliding,  with  mien  erect, 

Gravely  to  Meeting  t 


ON  AN  OLD  MVIT 

Plwlm-book,  Mid  kerchief  new, 
Peeped  from  the  maff  of  Fru. — 
Young  men— «nd  pioos  too- 
Giving  her  greeting. 

Pore  WM  the  life  she  led 
Then— from  this  Ua£F,  'tis  said, 
TnctM  she  distributed  :— 

Scapegraces  many. 
Seeing  the  grace  thev  lao^d. 
Followed  her — cme,  m  fact, 
Asked  for— and  got  his  tract 

Of  tener  than  any. 

Love  has  a  potrat  spell ! 
Soon  this  bold  Ne'er-do-well, 
Aunt's  sweet  susceptible 

Heart  undmnining, 
ffli^ped,  so  the  scandal  runs. 
Notes  in  the  pretty  nun's 
Muff— tri^-oomered  imes— 

Pink  as  its  linmg  f 

Worse  even,  soon  the  Jade 
Fled  (to  obUn  her  blade !) 
Whilst  her  Mrnds  thoun^t  that  they'd 

Locked  her  up  tighUy : 
After  such  shocking  ipntrm 
Aunt  is  of  wedded  dMnes 
CSayest — and  now  her  name  *■ 

Mrs.  OoUghtly. 

In  female  ocmduct  flaw 
Sadder  I  never  saw. 
Still  I've  faith  in  the  Uw 

/v_     T-r  *^  <'0"pensatlon. 
Once  Uncle  went  astray — 
Smoked,  joked,  and  swore  away- 
Sworn  by,  he's  now,  by  a 

Large  congregation  I 

^unnd  is  the  ChiM  of  Sin. 
Now  he's  (he  once  ^as  thin) 
Grave,  with  a  double  chin.— 

Blest  be  his  fat  form  ! 
2«WBd  is  the  garb  he  wore,— 
fteacher  was  never  more 
Prized  than  is  Unole  for 

Pulpit  or  platform. 
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ON  AN  OLD  MUFF 

If  all's  M  beat  befit* 
Mortab  of  sleiider  wit«. 
Then  bef  tbk  Muff,  and  its 

Fur  Owner  pardon : 
AU  *«  for  the  &««,— indeed 
Such  is  my  simide  creed — 
Still  I  must  go  mmI  weed 

Hard  in  my  garden. 

F.  Lookeb-Lamfsov. 


96.    THE  LAY  OF  THE  LEVITE 

Tbeb>  is  a  sound  that 's  dear  to  me. 

It  haunts  me  in  my  sleep ; 
I  wake,  and,  if  I  hear  it  not, 

I  cannot  choose  but  weep. 
Above  the  roaring  of  the  wind. 

Above  the  river's  flow, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  mystic  crv 

Of'Clof-Okiao!'^ 

The  exile's  song,  it  thrills  among     ' 

The  dwellingi  of  the  free. 
Its  sound  is  strange  to  English  eats. 

But  'tis  not  stnmge  to  me ; 
For  it  hath  shook  the  tented  fiekl 

In  ages  long  ago^ 

•^°A^^  **»^  quafled  before  the  cry 
Of 'Clo!— OldCloI'  ' 

O  lose  it  not  I  f(H«ake  it  not ! 

And  let  no  time  eflhuje 
The  memory  of  that  solemn  sound. 

The  watchword  of  our  race ; 
For  not  hj  dark  and  eagle  eye 

The  Hebrew  shall  you  know. 
So  well  as  by  the  plaintive  cry 

Of  '  Clo  !— Old  Clo  !  • 

^^  i*  j'^'  Pe^^^nce.  by  Jordan's  banks. 

Or  Sidon  s  sunny  walls. 
Where,  dial-like,  to  portion  time. 

The  palm-tree's  shadow  falls, 
"JtRi'l'*"'*'  'tending  on  their  way. 

Will  linger  as  they  go,  ' 

And  listen  to  the  distant  cry 

Of 'Clo!— OW  Clo!* 

W.  E.  Anorir. 
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97.    JULIA'S  BED 

Ssb'st  tbon  that  oloud  m  silrer  clear. 
Plump,  soft,  and  swelling  evcywhere  ? 
'Tis  Julia's  bed,  and  she  sleeps  there. 


I 


R  Hkbbick 


A  TERNARY  OF  LITTLES,  UPON  A  PIPKIN  OF  JELLY  SENT 

TO  A  LADY 

A  UTTLS  Saint  best  fits  a  little  shrine, 

A  little  prop  best  fits  a  little  vine. 

As  my  smau  cruse  best  fits  my  little  wine. 

A  Httle  seed  best  fits  a  little  soil, 
A  little  trade  best  fits  a  little  toil : 
As  my  small  jar  best  fits  my  little  oiL 

A  little  bin  best  fits  a  little  bread, 

A  little  garland  fits  a  little  head : 

As  my  small  stuff  best  fits  my  little  shed. 

A  little  hearth  best  fits  a  little  fire, 

A  little  chapel  fits  a  little  choir, 

As  my  small  bell  best  fits  my  little  spire. 

A  little  stream  best  fits  a  little  boat ; 

A  little  lead  best  fits  a  little  float ; 

As  my  small  pipe  best  fits  my  little  note. 

A  little  meat  best  fits  a  little  belly. 

As  sweetly,  Lady,  give  me  leave  to  tell  ye. 

This  little  pipkin  fits  this  little  jelly. 

B.  HiBBICK. 


99.    GRATITUDE 

This  cap,  that  so  stately  appears. 

With  ribbon-bound  tassel  on  high. 
Which  seems,  by  the  crest  that  it  rears. 

Ambitious  of  brushing  the  sky  : 
This  cap  to  my  cousin  lowe, 

She  gave  it,  and  gave  me  beside. 
Wreathed  into  an  elegant  bow. 

The  ribbon  with  which  it  is  tied. 

This  wheel-footed  studying  chair. 
Contrived  both  for  UmI  and  repoee, 

Wide-dbowed,  and  wadded  with  hair. 
In  which  I  both  scribble  and  doie. 
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GRATITUDE 

KightHBtndded  to  dazzle  the  eytm. 

And  rivkl  in  lortre  of  that, 
Iq  which,  OT  astronomy  liez. 

Fair  OsMiopeia  sat: 

These  oa-peto,  so  soft  to  the  foot, 

Caledonia's  trafBo  and  pride ! 
Oh  spue  them,  ye  Knights  of  the  Boot ! 

Escaped  from  a  cross-coantry  ride ! 
This  table  and  nurror  within. 

Secure  from  collision  and  dust. 
At  which  I  oft  shave  cheek  and  chin. 

And  periwig  nicely  adjust : 

This  movable  structure  of  shelves. 

Foe  its  beauty  admired  and  its  use. 
And  charged  with  octavos  and  twelves. 

Th«  gayest  I  had  to  produce. 
Where  flaming  in  scarlet  and  gold. 

My  Fcems  enchanted  I  view. 
And  hope,  in  due  time,  to  behold 

My  lUad  and  Odyssey  too : 

This  china,  that  decks  the  alcove. 

Which  hwe  people  call  a  beaufette. 
But  what  the  Gods  call  it  above, 

Has  ne'«  been  revealed  to  us  yet : 
These  curtains,  that  keep  the  room  warm 

Or  cool,  as  the  season  demands. 
These  stoves,  that  for  pattern  and  form 

Seem  the  labour  of  Muloiber's  hands : 

All  these  are  not  half  that  I  owe 

To  one,  from  our  earliest  youth 
To  me  ever  ready  to  show 

Benignity,  friendship,  and  truth. 
For  Tmie,  the  destrorar  declared 

And  foe  of  our  penshing  kind. 
If  even  her  face  he  has  spared. 

Much  lees  could  he  alter  her  mind. 

Thua  compassed  about  with  the  goods 
^  And  chattels  of  leisure  and  ease, 
I  indulge  my  poetical  moods 

Id  many  such  fancies  as  these ; 
And  fandes  I  fear  they  will  seem. 

Poets'  goods  are  not  often  so  fine : 
Thepoets  will  swear  that  I  dream. 

When  I  sing  of  the  splendour  of  mine. 


W.  Cowpm. 
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100.    THE  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR 
Im  tattered  old  Blippen  thftt  tout  at  the  ban. 
And  a  ragged  old  jack  ;  prafumed  with  cigars. 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  ito  cares, 
I've  a  snug  little  kingdom  up  four  pair  of  stairs. 

To  moont  to  this  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be  sure. 

Bat  the  fire  there  js  bright  and  tin  air  rather  pure ; 

And  the  view  I  behokl  on  a  sunshiny  day 

Is  grand  through  the  chimney-pots  over  the  way. 

This  snog  little  chamber  is  crammed  in  all  nooks. 

With  worthless  okl  knicknaoks  and  silly  old  books. 

And  foolish  okl  odds  and  foolish  oil  ends. 

Cracked  barguns  from  Imkers,  cheap  keepsakes  from  friends. 

Old  armoor,  printe.  pictures,  pipes,  china  (aU  cracked). 
Old  nokety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-backed ; 
Atwopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see ; 
What  matter  !  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  divan  need  the  Sultan  require. 
Than  the  creaking  old  sofa  that  basks  by  the  fire ; 
And  tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
Irom  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheesy  spinet. 

That  praying-rug  came  from  a  Turcoman's  camp ; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  bracen  okl  lamp ; 
AMameluke  fierce  ^ronder  dagger  has  drawn : 
Us  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  muffins  upon. 

^ng.  long  throurii  the  hours,  and  the  night,  and  the  chimes,. 
Mere  we  talk  of  okl  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times : 
As  we  sit  m  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that  garnish  my  nest, 
^ere  s  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish  the  beet ; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that 's  padded  wi«i  hair 
I  never  wouU  change  thee,  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

^s  a  bandy-legged,  high-shouldered,  worm-eaten  seat 
With  a  creaking  okl  back,  and  twisted  old  feet ; 
But  since  the  foir  morning  when  Fanny  sat  there, 
1  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottomed  chair. 

?  ^}}*'^  *'*'*  *"'  feeling  in  holding  such  charms, 

A  thrill  must  have  passed  through  your  withered  i  •  *  arms  t 

1  icwked,  and  I  longed,  and  I  wished  in  despair— 

I  wished  myself  turned  to  a  cane-bottomed  chair. 
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THE  CANE-BOTTOMED  CHAIR 

It  WM  but  •  moment  she  Mt  in  this  pbtoe. 

She  d  a  iOMf  on  her  neck,  Md  »  Mnite  on  her  fkoe ! 

A  smile  on  her  face,  Md  •  roee  in  her  hair. 

And  she  sat  there,  and  bloomed  in  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

A^  so  I  have  valued  my  chair  ever  since. 

Like  the  shrine  ol  a  saint,  or  the  throne  of  a  prince ; 

Samt  Fanny,  my  patroness  sweet  I  declare. 

The  queen  of  my  £tu\^  ^  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

When  the  candles  bam  low,  and  the  oompanv  's  sone 
In  the  sik»oe  of  night  as  I  sit  hen  alon^^     ^^' 
1  sit  here  alone,  bat  we  yet  are  a  pair— 
My  Fanny  I  see  in  my  cane-bottomed  chair. 

She  comes  from  the  past  and  revisits  my  room  ; 
^e  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beaaty  and  bloom ; 
So  smihnff  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so  fair. 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane  bottomed  chair. 

W.  M.  Thackxbat. 


101.    WHY  WAS  CUHD  A  BOY 
Why  was  Cupid  a  boy. 

And  why  a  boy  wm  he  T 
He  should  have  been  a  girl. 

For  aught  that  I  can  see. 

For  he  shoots  with  bis  bow, 
.^id  the  girl  shoots  with  her  eye. 

And  they  boih  are  merry  and  glad. 
And  laugh  when  we  do  cry. 

Then  to  make  Cupid  a  boy 
Was  surely  a  woman's  plan. 

For  a  boy  ne'er  learns  so  much 
Till  he  is  become  a  man. 

^A  j^®*^  ^^  '"  "°  pierced  with  cares, 
And  wounded  with  arrowy  smarts, 

Inat  the  whole  business  of  his  life 
Is  to  pick  out  the  heads  of  the  darts. 

Twas  the  Greeks'  love  of  war 

Turned  love  into  a  boy. 
And  woman  into  a  statue  of  stone— 

And  away  fled  every  joy. 


W.  Blakb. 
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102.    VENUS,  BY  ADONIS'  SIDE 

Venus,  by  Adonis'  side. 
Crying  kissed,  and  kissing  cried. 
Wrung  her  hands  and  tore  her  hair. 
For  Adonis  dying  there. 

•  Stay,'  quoth  she, '  Oh,  stay  and  live  ! 
Nature,  surely,  doth  not  give 

To  the  earth  her  sweetest  flowers. 
To  be  seen  but  some  few  hours.' 

On  his  face,  still  as  he  bled. 
For  each  drop  a  tear  she  shed. 
Which  she  kined  or  wiped  away. 
Else  had  drowned  him  where  he  lay. 

'  Fair  Proserpina,'  quoth  she, 

*  Shall  not  have  thee  yet  £rom  me ; 
Nor  thy  soul,  to  fly  begin  ; 
While  my  lips  can  keep  it  in  ! ' 

Here  she  ceased  again.    And  some 
Say,  Apollo  would  have  come 
To  have  cured  his  wounded  limb. 
But  that  she  had  smothered  him. 


W.  Bbowkb. 


103.    CUPID  MISTAKEN 

As  after  noon,  one  summer's  day, 
Venus  stood  bathing  in  a  river ; 

V     'd  a-shootin^  went  that  way, 

N  jw  strung  his  bow,  new  filled  his  quiver. 

i  skill  he  chose  his  sharpest  dart : 
vVith  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew : 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 
The  too-well-guided  arrow  flew. 

'  I  faint  1  I  die  1 '  the  goddess  cried : 
'  O  cruel,  could'st  thou  find  none  other 

To  wreck  thy  spleen  on :  Parricide  ! 
like  Nero,  thou  hast  slain  thy  mother.' 

Poor  Cupid  sobbing  scarce  could  speak ; 

'  Indeed,  mama,  I  did  not  know  ye : 
Alas  !  how  easy  my  mistake  ? 

I  took  you  for  your  likeness,  Chloe. 


>.  L.  ▼. 


M.  Pbiob. 
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Ill 


104.    AP&LLES'  SONO 
Cupid  aod  mv  Campaspe  played 
At  cards  for  kiaMs,  Cujud  pud ; 
He  stakes  his  quivw,  bow,  and  arrows. 
His  mother's  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows ; 
Loses  them  too ;  then,  down  he  thro^ra 
llie  coral  of  his  lip,  the  rood 
Growing  on  's  cheek  (but  none  knows  how). 
With  these,  the  orjwtal  of  his  bruw. 
And  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin : 
All  these  did  my  Campaspe  win. 
At  last  he  set  h«r  both  his  eyes ; 
She  won,  and  Capid  blind  did  rise. 

O  Love !  has  she  dcMoe  this  to  thee  ? 

What  shall  (alas  !)  become  of  me  ? 

J.  Lyly. 

105.    DORINDA 
DomiTOA's  npatkUna  wit  and  eyes 

United,  casl  too  fierce  a  light. 
Which  bhuses  high,  bat  quickly  dies ; 

Pains  not  the  heart,  tmt  hurts  the  sigUt. 
love  is  a  calmer,  gentler  joy ; 

Smooth  are  his  looks,  and  soft  his  pace ; 
Her  Cupid  is  a  blackguard  boy. 

That  runs  his  link  full  in  your  face. 

C.  Sackville,  Earl  of  Dobset. 


106.    WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RULED 
Whbh  Love,  who  ruled  as  Admiral  o'er 

His  rosy  mother's  isles  of  light. 
Was  cruising  off  the  Paphian  shore, 

A  sail  at  sunset  hove  in  sight. 

*  A  chase,  a  chase  !  my  Cupids  all,' 
Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 
Aloft  the  wingM  sailors  sprung. 

And,  swarming  up  the  mast  like  bees. 
The  snow-white  sails  expanding  flung. 
Like  broad  magnoUas  to  the  breeze. 

*  Yo  ho,  yo  ho,  my  Cupids  all ! ' 
Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

The  chase  was  o'er— the  bark  was  caught. 
The  wingdd  crew  her  freight  explored  ; 

And  found  'twas  just  as  Lovo  had  thought. 
For  all  was  contraband  aboard. 


WHEN  LOVE,  WHO  RULED 

•A  prise,  a  prize,  my  CupidB  all !  * 
Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL       ' 

Safe  atowed  m  many  a  package  there. 
And  labelled  alyly  o'er,  as  ^Glaas,' 
Were  lots  of  all  the  illegal  ware, 
.  fb^^y*  Custom-Houae  forbkis  to  pass. 
O  erhaul,  o'eriirnl,  my  Cupids  all,'^ 
Said  Love,  the  ii  tl»  .\dmiraL 

False  curls  ther  fouud,  of  every  hue. 

With  rosy  blushes  ready  oiade ; 
And  teeth  of  ivory,  good  as  new, 
.  1?°^  veterans  in  the  smiling  trade. 
Ho  ho,  ho  ho,  my  Cupids  all,* 
Said  Love,  the  little  AdmiraL 

Mock  sioha^  toov— kept  in  bags  for  ase. 

Like  breexea  bought  of  Lapland  seera,— 
Lf^ready  here  to  be  let  loose, 

.  tT^"  wanted,  in  young apinstera'  eara. 

Ha  ha,  ha  ha,  my  Cupids  all,* 
Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Fabe  papers  next  on  board  were  found. 

Sham  invoioea  of  flamea  and  darta, 
Profesaedly  f<»  Paphos  bound. 

•  1,®^*  meant  for  Hymen'a  golden  marts. 
„*5""  shame,  for  shame,  my  Cupids  all » * 
Said  Lov",  the  little  Admiral. 

Nay,  still  to  every  fraud  awake, 

TTioae  pirates  all  Love's  signals  knew. 
And  >i"  «ted  oft  his  flag,  to  make 

•  *  J'^'       *"^  *'*^  heiresses  bring-to. 
A  fv.      .  foe,  my  Cupids  all ! ' 

Said  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

'  This  must  not  be,'  the  boy  exclaims. 

In  vam  I  rule  the  Paphian  seas. 
If  Love  s  and  Beautv's  sovereign  names 

Are  lent  to  cover  frauds  like  these. 
Prepwe,  prepare,  my  Cupids  all  I  * 
baid  Love,  the  little  Admiral. 

Each  Cupid  stood  with  lighted  match— 
A  broadside  struck  the  smuggHns  foe. 

^£*7f  PJ  *^    **o'®  unhallowed  batch 
^   Of  falsehood  to  the  depths  below. 

Huzz'^  huzza  !  my  (  ipids  dl ! ' 
Said  Love,  the  little  .^miral. 


e? 


T.   MOOBE. 
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107.    TO  ROSEMOUNDE.    A  BALADB 

Madamb,  ye  b«n  of  al  beauts  ahryne 
As  fer  aa  oercled  is  the  mappemounde ; 
For  as  the  oristal  glorious  ye  ahyne, 
And  Ijrke  ruby  hen  your  ohekea  rounde. 
Therwith  ye  ben  so  mery  and  so  ioooundo. 
That  at  a  revel  whan  that  I  see  you  daunoe. 
It  is  an  oynement  unto  my  wounde, 
Thogh  ye  to  me  ne  do  no  daliaunoe. 

For  thogh  I  wepe  of  teres  ful  a  tyne. 
Yet  may  that  wo  myn  herte  nat  confounde ; 
Your  seemly  voys  that  ye  so  smal  out-twyce 
Maketh  my  thoght  in  loye  and  blis  habcunde. 
80  ourteisly  I  go,  with  love  bounde. 
That  to  my-self  I  sey,  in  my  penaunoe, 
SufFyseth  me  to  love  you,  Rosemounde, 
Thogh  ye  to  me  ne  do  no  daliaunce. 

Nas  never  pyk  walwed  in  galauntyne 
As  I  in  love  am  walwed  and  y-wounde ; 
For  which  ful  ofte  I  of  my-self  divyne 
That  I  am  trewe  Tristam  the  secounde. 
My  love  majr  not  re/reyd  be  nor  afounde ; 
I  brenne  ay  in  an  amorous  plesaunce. 
Do  what  you  list,  I  wil  your  thral  be  founde, 
Thogh  ye  to  me  ne  do  no  daliaunoe. 


G.  Cbaucxb. 


108.    APOLLO'S  SONG 

Mt  Daphne's  hair  is  twisted  sold. 
Bright  stars  apiece  her  eyes  do  bold. 
My  Daphne's  brow  enthrones  the  Graces, 
My  Daphne's  beauty  stains  all  faces. 
On  Daphne's  cheek  grow  rose  and  cherry. 
On  Daphne's  lip  a  sweeter  berry. 
Daphne's  snowy  hand  but  touched  does  melt. 
And  then  no  heavoul?  —  warmth  is  felt, 
My  Daphne's  voif        its  all  the  spheres. 
My  Daphne's  music  charms  all  ears. 
Fond  am  I  thus  to  sing  her  praise ; 
These  glories  now  are  turned  to  bays. 


J.  Ltlt. 
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109.    THE  TRIUMPH  OF  CHARIS 

8KB  the  chariot  at  hand  here  of  Love, 

Wherein  my  Lady  rideth  ! 
Each  that  draws  is  a  swan  or  a  dove. 

And  well  the  car  Love  guldeth. 
As  she  goes,  all  hearts  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty ; 
And  enamoured,  do  wish,  so  they  mluhi 

But  enjoy  such  a  sight, 
Tliat  they  still  were  to  run  by  her  side, 
Tlirough  sands,  through  seas,  whither  she  would  ride. 
Do  but  look  on  her  eyes,  they  do  light 

All  that  Love's  world  compriseth  1 
Do  but  look  on  her  hair,  it  is  bright 

As  Love's  star  when  it  riseth  ! 
i)o  but  mark,  !)•  •  forehead's  smoother 

Than  words  th  ,t  soothe  her  ! 
And  from  her  arched  brows  such  a  grace 

Sheds  itself  through  the  face. 
Ad  alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life 
All  the  gain,  all  the  good  of  the  elements'  strife. 

Have  you  seen  but  a  bright  lily  grow, 

Before  rude  bands  have  touched  it  ? 
Have  you  marked  but  the  fall  o'  the  snow 

Before  the  soil  hath  smutched  it  ? 
Have  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  beaver. 

Or  swan's  down  ever  ? 
Or  have  smelltd  o'  the  bud  of  the  briar. 

Or  the  'nard  in  the  fire  ? 
Or  have  tasted  the  bag  of  the  bee  ? 
O  so  white  !  O  so  soft !  O  so  sweet  is  she  ! 


Br.TX.  JOKSON. 


110.    ON  HIS  MISTRESS,  THE  ^UDEN  OP  BOHEMIA 

YoiT  meaner  beauties  of  the  night. 

That  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
More  by  your  number  than  your  light. 

You  common  people  of  the  skiea  ; 
What  are  you,  when  the  Moon  shall  rise  ? 

You  curious  chanters  of  the  wood 
That  warble  forth  Dame  Nature's  lays. 

Thinking  your  passions  understood 
By  your  weak  accents  ;  what 's  your  praise 

When  Philomel  her  voice  shall  raise  T 
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Ton  violets  that  fint  appear. 
By  TOOT  pore  ^ar^  maiiyes  known 

Like  the  prood  Tugins  of  the  year. 
As  if  the  spritw  were  all  your  own. 

What  are  you,  when  tiie  Rose  is  Mown  7 

So,  when  my  Ifistiess  shall  be  seen 

In  form  and  beauty  of  her  mind. 
By  virtue  first,  then  okoioe,  a  Qoem, 

Tell  me.  if  she  wwe  not  designed 
The  eclipse  and  glory  of  her  kind  ? 

Sib  H.  Wottoh; 


111.    A  PRAISE  OP  HIS  LADY 

Gnrx  plaoe,  you  la£es,  and  be  gone ! 

Boast  not  yourselves  at  aO. 
For  here  at  band  approaobeth  one 

Whose  faoe  will  stain  yon  alL 

The  virtue  of  her  Kvdy  looks 
Ezoeb  the  preoioas  stone ; 

I  wish  to  have  none  other  books 
To  read  or  kx>k  upon. 

In  each  of  her  two  crystal  eyes 

Smileth  a  naked  boy ; 
It  would  you  all  in  heart  suffice 

To  see  that  lamp  of  joy. 

I  think  Nature  hath  kst  the  mould 
Where  she  hsr  shape  did  take ; 

Or  else  I  doubt  if  Nature  couM 
So  fair  a  creature  make. 

She  may  be  well  compared 

Unto  the  I^oenix  kind. 
Whose  like  was  never  seen  or  heard, 

That  any  man  can  find. 

In  life  she  is  Diana  chaste; 

In  truth  Penelope ; 
In  word  and  eke  In  deed  steadfast; 

—What  will  you  more  say  we  ! 

"i^  *^  *'*^  "*"  "oi^ht  so  far, 
Who  oonld  find  eueh  a  wight  ? 

Her  beauty  twinkleth  like  a  ster 
Within  the  frosty  night 


A  PRAISE  OF  HIS  LADY 

Her  rosial  colour  comes  and  goes 
With  such  ft  oauuiy  grace. 

More  ruddier,  too,  than  doth  the  iqm. 
Within  her  Hvely  faoe. 

At  Baocins'  feaat  none  sfaall  her 

Nor  at  DO  wanton  play. 
Nor  gaziiw  in  an  open  street, 

Nor  gadding  as  a  stray. 

The  modest  nurth  that  die  doth  i 
Is  mixed  with  shamefastness ; 

All  vice  she  doth  wholly  refuse. 
And  hateth  idleness. 

O  Lord  !  it  is  a  world  to  see 

How  virtue  can  repair. 
And  deck  in  her  suoh  honesty. 

Whom  Nature  made  so  fair. 

Truly  she  doth  so  far  exceed 

Our  women  nowadays. 
As  doth  the  gillvflower  a  weed  ; 

And  more  a  tnonsand  ways. 

How  might  I  do  to  get  a  graff 

Of  this  nmpotted  tree  T 
— »<w.^I  the  rest  are  plain  bat  ebaff. 

Which  seem  good  com  to  be. 

This  gift  alone  I  shall  her  give ; 

When  death  doth  what  he  can. 
Her  honest  fame  shall  ever  live 

Within  the  mouth  of  i 
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J.  HirwooD. 


112.    A  SONG 

In  Imitatiow  or  Sir  Johh  Eaton 
Too  late,  alas  »    I  must  confess. 

You  need  not  arts  to  move  me ; 
Such  charms  by  nature  you  possess, 

'Twere  madness  not  to  love  ye. 

Then  spare  a  heart  you  may  sttrpris^ 

And  give  my  tongne  the  glory 
To  boMt,  though  my  ungrateful  eyei 

Betray  a  tendw  story. 

J.  WiufOT,  EjiML  or  RocmMTSB. 
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113.    MAY  THE  AMBITIOUS  EVER  FIND 

Mat  the  ambitious  ever  find 

SaocesB  in  crowds  and  noise, 
While  gentle  love  does  fill  my  mind 

With  silent  real  joys. 

Mav  knaves  and  fools  grow  rich  and  great. 

And  the  world  think  them  wise. 
While  I  lie  dying  at  her  feet, 
.   And  all  that  world  despise  I 

Let  conquering  kings  new  triumphs  raise,^ 

And  melt  in  court  delights ; 
Her  eyes  can  give  much  brighter  days. 

Her  arms  much  softer  nights. 

C.  Sackville,  Eabl  of  Dobsbt. 


114.    WHEN  THY  BEAUTY  APPEARS 

Whkt  thy  beauty  appears 

In  its  graces  and  airs 
All  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropped  from  the  sky. 
At  distance  I  gase,  and  am  awed  by  my  feats. 
So  strangely  you  dazzle  my  eye  ! 

But  when  without  art, 

Your  kind  thoughts  you  impart. 
When  jrour  lovo  runs  in  blushoa  through  every  vein ; 
When  It  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pants  in  your  heart. 
Then  I  know  you're  a  woman  again. 

There  *s  a  passion  and  pride 
In  our  MX  (she  replied), 
And  thus,  might  I  gratify  both,  I  would  do ; 
Still  an  angel  appear  to  each  lover  beside. 
But  still  be  a  woman  t<>  you  I 

T.  Pabmblu 


115.    WHEN  SAPPHO  TUNED  THE  RAPTURED  STRAIN 

Whin  Sappho  tuned  the  raptured  strain. 
The  listening  wretch  forgot  his  pain  ; 
With  art  divine  the  lyre  she  strung, 
Like  thee  she  played,  like  thee  she  sung. 
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For  while  she  stnick  iho  quiverinff  wire. 
The  eager  brewt  was  aU  on  fire ; 
And  when  she  joined  the  vocal  lay. 
The  captive  soul  was  charmed  away. 
But  had  she  added  sUll  to  these 
^y  softer,  chaster  power  to  please, 
^y  beauteoas  air  ol  sprightly  youth. 
Thy  native  smiles  of  artleSs  troth : 

She  ne'er  had  pined  beneath  disdain, 
She  ne  er  had  played  and  sung  in  vain, 
ueapair  had  ne'er  her  soul  poaessed 
To  dash  on  rocks  the  tender  breast. 

T.  G.  Smolutt. 

lie.    PAIR  HEBE  AND  REASON 
JAIE  Hebe  I  left,  with  a  cautious  desisn. 
il^^t^J^.  her  charms,  and  to  drJwn  Love  in  wine  • 
I  teed  It,  but  found  when  I  came  to  depart.  ' 

The  wme  in  my  head,  but  stUl  Love  in  my  heart. 
I  repaired  to  my  Reason,  entreating  her  aid. 
Who  paused  on  my  ease,  and  each  circumstinoe  weished  • 
Sf?  ^^^  pronounced,  in  return  to  my  prawrT^       * 
That  Hebe  «.<vi  fairest  of  all  that  wer«  fair.     ^ 

1^2  ?  *^*^'  "PJ***/.  I've  no  need  to  be  taught, 

For  to  find  fault  with  Hebe  would  forfdt  my  name. 

J.  Wbst,  Eabl  De  La  Wibb. 

117.    TO  LADY  ANNE  HAMILTON 

Too  late  I  stayed-forgive  the  crime ; 

Unheeded  flew  the  hours ; 
How  noiseless  falls  the  foot  of  Tino, 

That  oqIv  treads  on  flowers  I 

^mu*  ®?®  "^^^  "'**•■  account  remarks 
„  The  ebbing  of  the  glass, 
When  all  its  sands  are  diamond  sparks. 
Ibat  dazsie  as  they  pass  ! 

Oh.  who  to  sober  measurement 
«,u  "^*?  1"*??^  •'"ftness  brings. 
When  birds  of  Paradise  have  lent 
Their  plumage  for  his  wings  I 
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W.  R.  SPBHOia. 


AMO,  AMAS 

Amo,  amaa, 
I  love  a  lass 
As  a  cedar  tall,  and  slender. 
Sweet  cowslip's  grace 
Is  her  NominatiTe  Case, 
And  she 's  of  the  Feminine  Gender. 
Borum  eorum,  tunt  Divorum  I 

Harum,  aearum.  Dim  I 
Tag  raff,  merry  derry,  periwig  and  hatband ! 
Hie  hoc  horvm  Oenihvo  I 

Can  I  decline 
A  nymph  divine  T 
Her  voice  as  a  flute  is  dukia ; 
Her  oevli  brisht. 
Her  manu*  iniite. 
And  soft,  when  I  taelo,  her  pulse  is. 
Borutn  corum,  sunt  Divorum  I 

Harum,  tcarum.  Dim/ 
Tag  rag.  merry  derry.  periwig  and  hatband! 
Hie  hoe  horum  Qtnittvol 

O,  bow  hdla 
Is  my  fndla  !  , 

ril  kiss  aoecn/a  Meeu/orum. 
If  I've  luck,  sir. 
She 's  my  uxor, 
O  dies  benedielorum  ! 

Sorum  eorum,  aunt  Dirorum  ! 

Harum,  aearum.  Dim  / 
Tsff  raa,  merry  derry,  periwig  and  hatband ! 
Hie  noe  horum  Oenitim  I 

J.  O'Kanrri. 


119.    BONNIE  LESLEY. 

O  SAW  ye  bonnie  Lesley 
As  she  gaed  o'er  the  border  T 

She 's  gane,  like  Alexander, 
To  spread  her  conquests  farther. 

To  see  her  is  to  love  her. 
And  love  but  her  for  ever : 

For  Nature  made  her  what  she  Is, 
And  never  made  anither  ! 


BONNIE  LESLEY 

^o«  wt  a  queen,  fair  Lesley, 
Thy  subjeotB  we,  before  thee : 

Thou  art  diTine,  fair  Lesley, 
The  heart!  o'  men  adore  thee. 

The  Deil  he  oould  na  soaith  thee, 
<>  aught  that  wad  belang  thee : 

He  d  look  into  thy  bonnie  hoe. 
And  say, '  I  oanna  wrang  thee.* 

The  Powers  aboon  will  tent  thee ; 

Misfortune  sha'na  stew  thee ; 
Tnou'rt  like  themselves  sae  lovely. 

That  iU  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 
Return  again,  fair  Lesley, 

Return  to  Caledonie ! 
Th**  we  may  brag  we  hae  a  lass 

Th«re  's  nane  again  sae  bonnie. 
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R.  BuBva. 


120.    SHE  IS  NOT  PAIR  TO  OUTWARD  VIEW 
Shb  is  not  fair  to  outward  view 

As  many  maidens  be. 
Her  loveliness  I  never  knew 

Until  she  smiled  on  me. 
O  then  X  saw  her  eye  was  bright, 
A  well  of  love,  a  spring  of  light 

But  now  her  looks  are  coy  and  cold. 

To  mine  they  ne'er  reply, 
A^  yet  I  cease  not  to  behold 

The  love-light  in  her  eye : 
Her  very  frowns  are  fairer  far 
Than  smiles  of  other  maidens  are. 

Habtlby  Colibidoi. 
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WITH  LEADEN  FOOT  TIME  CREEPS  ALONG 

^I^.!®*^*"  'oo*  *>"«  creeps  along. 

While  Delia  is  away  :  * 

With  her,  nor  plaintive  was  the  sonir. 

Nor  tedious  was  the  day. 
Ah  J  envious  power,  reverse  my  doom ; 

Now  double  thy  careor ; 
Strain  every  nerve,  stretch  every  plume. 

And  rest  them  when  she 's  here. 


R.  JAoa 
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122.    THE  MISTRESS 

Ax  ago,  in  her  embraoei  pMood, 

Would  wem  •  winter'*  day ; 
When  life  and  light,  witii  envioos  haste. 

An  torn  and  anatobed  away. 

Bat  oh !  how  alowly  minutes  roll. 

When  absent  from  h«r  eyes. 
That  fed  my  k>v«,  which  is  my  soul; 

It  languisfaes  and  dies. 

For  then,  no  more  a  soul  bat  shade. 

It  moomfally  does  move ; 
And  haunts  my  breast,  by  absence  made 

mie  livii^  tomb  of  love. 

Yon  wiser  men  despise  me  not. 

Whose  love-sick  nwcy  raves. 
On  shades  of  souls  and  Heaven  kiwws  what ; 

Short  ages  live  in  graves. 

Whene'er  those  wounding  eyes  so  full 

Of  sweetness  you  did  see. 
Had  you  not  been  profoundly  dull. 

You  had  gone  mad  like  me. 

Nor  censure  us,  you  who  perceive 

My  best-beloved  and  me. 
Sigh  and  lament,  comfdain  and  grieve ; 

You  think  we  disagree. 

Alas  !  'tis  saered  jealousy. 

Love  raised  to  an  extreme ; 
The  only  proof,  'twizt  them  and  me. 

We  love,  and  do  not  dream. 

Fantastic  fancies  fondly  move. 

And  in  frail  joy  believe : 
Taking  false  pleasure  for  true  love ; 

But  pain  can  ne'er  deceive. 

Kind  jealous  doubts,  tormenting  fears. 

And  anxious  cares,  when  past, 
Prove  our  heart's  treasure  fixed  iai  dear. 

And  make  us  blessed  at  last. 

J.  WiLMOT,  Earl  or  Rochestxb. 
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123.    AMARYLLIS  I  DID  WOO 

Amabyixis  I  did  woo ; 
And  I  courted  Phillis  too ; 
Daphue  for  her  love  I  ohcee ; 
Chloijg,  for  that  damask  rose 
In  her  cheek  I  held  as  dear ; 
Yea,  a  thousand  liked,  well  near ; 
And,  in  love  with  all  together, 
FearM  the  enjoying  either, 
'Cause  to  be  of  one  possessed^ 
Barred  the  hope  of  all  the  rest. 


G.  WiTHBB. 


124.    IF  I  FREELY  MAY  DISCOVER 
If  I  freely  may  discover 
What  would  please  me  in  my  lover, 
I  would  have  her  fair  and  witty. 
Savouring  more  of  court  than  city ; 
A  little  proud,  but  full  of  pity : 
Light  and  humoroos  in  her  toying ; 
Oft  buikiing  hopes,  and  soon  destroying ; 
Long,  but  sweet,  in  the  enjoying ; 
Neither  too  easy,  nor  too  hard : 
All  extremes  I  would  have  barred. 

She  shoukl  be  allowed  her  passions. 
So  the^  were  but  used  as  fashions ; 
Sometmies  froward,  and  then  frowning. 
Sometimes  sickish  and  then  swooning. 
Every  fit  with  change  still  crowning. 
Purely  jealous  I  would  have  her. 
Then  only  constant  when  I  crave  her : 
'Tis  a  virtue  should  not  save  her. 
Thus,  nor  her  delicates  wouki  cloy  me. 
Neither  her  peevishness  annoy  me. 


Ben.  Jonson. 


125.    WHAT  WIGHT  HE  LOVED 

Shall  I  tell  you  whom  I  love  T 
Hcorken  then  awhile  to  me. 

And  if  such  a  woman  move, 
As  I  now  shall  vernfy. 

Be  assured  'tis  she  or  none 

That  I  love  and  k>ve  alone. 
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WHAT  WIGHT  HE  LOVED 

Natuie  did  bw  so  tnuoh  right. 
That  she  leoriMi  the  help  of  art. 

In  as  many  virtues  disht 
As  ere  yet  embraoed  a  heart. 

So  much  good  as  truly  tried. 

Some  for  Tees  were  deified. 

Wit  she  hath  without  desire 

To  make  known  how  much  she  hath ; 
And  hw  anger  flames  no  higher 

Bian  may  fitly  sweetea  wrath. 
Full  of  pity  as  may  be. 
Though  perhaps  not  so  to  me  1 

Reason  masters  every  sense. 
And  her  virtues  grace  her  birth ; 

Lovely  as  all  exoellenoe. 
Modest  in  her  most  of  mirth : 

Likelihood  enough  to  prove 

Only  worth  could  kindle  lov& 

Such  she  is,  and  if  you  know 

Such  a  one  as  I  have  sung. 
Be  she  brown  or  fair  or  so 

That  she  be  but  somewhile  young. 
Be  assured  'tis  she  or  none 
That  I  love  and  love  alone. 


W.  BROW3IB. 


126.    WISHES  FOR  THE  SUPPOSED  MISTRESS 
Whoe'er  she  be. 
That  not  impossible  She 
That  shall  command  my  heart  and  me : 

Where'er  she  lie, 

Locked  up  from  mortal  eye 

In  shady  lei  ves  of  destiny : 

Till  that  ripe  birth 

Of  studied  fate  stand  forth. 

And  teach  her  fair  steps  to  our  earth : 

Till  that  divine 

Idea  take  a  shrine 

Of  crystal  flesh,  through  which  to  shine : 

—Meet  you  her,  my  Wishes, 

Bespeak  her  to  my  blisses, 

And  be  ye  called  my  absent  kisses. 
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I  wish  her  Beaatv 

That  owes  not  all  his  daty 

To  gaudy  tire,  m  glistering  shoe>tie ; 

Something  more  than 
Taffata  or  tissue  can. 
Or  rampant  feather,  or  rich  fan. 

More  than  the  spoil 

Of  shop  or  silkworm's  toil. 

Or  a  bought  blush,  or  a  set  smile. 

A  face  that 's  best 

By  its  own  beauty  dressed. 

And  can,  alone,  command  the  rest. 

A  face,  made  up 

Out  of  no  other  shop 

Than  what  Nature's  white  hand  sets  ope. 

A  cheek  where  youth 

And  blood,  with  pen  of  truth. 

Write  what  the  reader  sweetly  ruetb. 

A  cheek  where  grows 
More  than  a  morning  rose  ; 
Which  to  no  box  his  being  owes. 

Lips  where  all  day 

A  lover's  kiss  may  play 

Yet  carry  nothing  thence  away. 

Looks  that  oppress 

Their  richest  tires,  but  dress 

And  clothe  their  simplest  nakedness. 

Eyes  that  displace 

The  neighbour  diamond,  and  out-face 

That  sunshine  by  thek  own  sweet  grace. 

Tresses  that  wear 

Jewels  but  to  declare 

How  much  themselves  more  precious  arc. 

Whose  native  ray 

Can  tame  the  wanton  day 

Of  gems,  that  in  then-  bright  shades  play. 

Each  ruby  there 

Or  pearl,  that  dare  appear. 

Be  Its  own  blush,  be  its  own  tear  ! 
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A  weH-tomed  heart, 

For  whoM  mof  noble  smart 

Lot*  may  be  long  ohootring  a  dart. 

Eyes  that  bestow 

Fiill  quivers  on  Love's  bow. 

Yet  pay  Jess  arrows  than  they  owe. 

Smiles  that  can  warm 

The  blood,  yet  teach  a  charm 

That  chastity  shall  take  no  harm. 

Blushes,  that  bin 

The  burnish  of  no  sin. 

Not  flames  of  aught  too  hot  within. 

Joys  that  confess 

Virtue  their  mistress, 

And  have  no  other  hebd  to  dre^ 

Fears,  fond  and  slij^t 

As  the  coy  bride's,  when  night 

First  does  the  longing  lover  right. 

Days  that  need  borrow 

No  part  of  their  '  Good  morrow ' 

From  a  forespent  night  of  sorrow: 

Days  that  in  spite 

Of  darkness,  by  the  light 

Of  a  dear  mmd  are  day  all  night. 

Nights,  sweet  as  they 

Made  short  by  lovers'  play. 

Yet  Jong  by  the  absence  of  the  day. 

Life  that  dares  send 

A  challenge  to  his  end. 

And,  when  it  comes,  say  '  Welcome,  friend  ! ' 

Sidneian  showers 

Of  sweet  discourse,  whose  powers 

Can  crown  old  Winter's  head  with  flowers. 

Soft,  silken  hours. 

Open  suns,  shady  bowers, 

"Bove  all,  nothing  within  that  lowers. 

Whate'er  delight 

Can  make  Day's  forehead  bright. 

Or  give  down  to  the  wings  of  Night. 


WISHES  FOR  THE  SUPPOSED  MISTRESS         81 

In  her  wL3le  frame 

Have  Nature  all  the  name ; 

Art  and  ornament,  the  ahame. 

Her  flattery, 

Picture  and  Poeay ; 

Her  counsel  her  own  virtue  be. 

I  wish  her  store 

Of  worth  may  learr  '•'v  poor 

Of  wishes.    And  I  -«>sn— No  more  t 

Now,  if  Time  knows 

That  her,  whose  radiant  brows 

Weave  them  a  garland  of  my  vows ; 

Her,  whose  just  bays 

My  future  hopes  can  raise, 

A  trophy  to  her  present  praise ; 

Her,  that  dares  be 

What  these  lines  wish  to  see, 

I  seek  no  further :  it  is  she  ! 

'Tis  she,  and  here, 

Lo,  I  unclolhe  and  clear 

My  wishes'  cloudy  charactw. 

May  she  enjoy  it. 

Whose  merit  dare  apply  it 

But  modesty  dures  stUl  deny  it. 

Such  worth  as  this  is 
Shall  fix  my  flying  wishes. 
And  determine  them  to  kisses. 


Let  her  full  glory. 

My  fancies,  fly  before  ye ; 

Be  ye  my  fictions,  but  her  story. 


R.  Cbashaw. 


127.    CLORIS  AND  FANNY 
Clobis  !  if  I  were  Persia's  king, 

I'd  make  my  graceful  queen  of  thee  ; 
While  Fanny,  wild  and  artless  thing. 

Should  but  thy  humble  handmaid  be. 

There  is  but  one  objection  in  it — 
That,  verily,  Fm  much  afraid 

I  should,  in  some  unlucky  minute. 
Forsake  the  mistress  for  the  maid  ! 


T.   MOOBB. 


128.   THE  CHRONICLE 

Maboabita  first  poMWMed, 
If  I  ramember  well,  my  broMt ; 
Margarito  fint  of  all  I 
Bat  when  a  while  the  wanton  maid 
With  my  raitleM  heart  had  played. 
Martha  took  the  flyii^  ball 

Martha  sooo  did  it  resign 
To  the  beauteous  Catharine, 
fieauteous  Catharine  gave  place 
(Tboogh  loath  and  angry  she  to  part 
With  the  possession  of  my  heart) 
To  Eliza's  conquering  face. 

Eliza  till  this  hour  might  reign. 
Had  not  she  evil  counsels  ta'en. 
Fundamental  laws  she  brol^e ; 
And  still  new  favourites  she  chose. 
Till  up  in  arms  my  passions  rose. 
And  oast  away  her  yoke. 

Mary  then  and  gentle  Anne 
Both  to  reign  at  once  began. 
Alternately  they  swayed ; 
And  sometimes  Mary  was  the  fair, 
And  sometimes  Anne  the  crown  did  wear ; 
And  sometimes  both  I  obeyed. 

Another  Mary  then  arose 
And  did  rigorous  laws  impose ; 
A  mighty  tyrant  she  ! 
Long,  alaiB,  should  I  have  been 
Under  that  iron-sceptred  Queen, 
Had  not  Rebecca  set  me  free. 

When  fair  Rebecca  set  me  free, 
'Twas  then  a  golden  time  with  me. 
But  soon  those  pleasures  fled, 
For  the  gracious  Princess  died 
In  her  youth  and  beauty's  pride, 
And  Judith  reigned  in  her  stead. 

One  month,  throe  days,  and  half  an  hour, 
Judith  held  the  sovereign  power. 

Wondrous  beautiful  her  face ; 
But  so  weak  and  small  tf  wit 

,  That  she  to  govern  was  unfit. 

And  so  Susanna  took  her  place. 


THE  CHRONICLE 

But  when  iMbell*  came. 
Armed  with  a  reektIeM  flame 
And  the  artillery  of  hei  eye. 

Whilst  she  proodly  marched  about 
Greater  conqueste  to  find  oat, 
She  beat  out  Susan  by  the  by. 

But  in  her  place  I  then  obeyed 
Black  Bess,  her  viceroy  maid. 
To  whom  ensued  a  vacancy. 
Thousand  worse  passions  then 
The  Interregnum  of  my  breast ; 
Bless  me  from  such  an  anarchy  t 

Gentle  Henrietta  then. 
And  a  third  Mary  next  began  ; 
Then  Joan  and  Jane  and  Audria, 
And  then  a  pretty  Thomasine, 
And  then  another  Katharine, 
And  then  a  long  et  caOera. 

But  should  I  now  to  you  relate 
The  strength  and  riches  of  their  state. 
The  powder,  patches,  and  the  pins, 
The  ribands,  jewels,  and  the  rings. 
The  lace,  the  paint  and  warlike  things 
That  make  up  all  their  maga lines ; 

If  I  should  tell  the  politic  arts 
To  take  and  keep  men's  heMts, 
The  letters,  embassies,  and  spies. 
The  frowns  and  smiles  and  flatteries. 
The  quarrels,  tears,  and  perjuries. 
Numberless,  nameless  mysteries ; 

And  all  the  little  lime-twigs  laid 
By  Machiavel,  the  waiting-maid, 
I  more  voluminous  should  grow 
(Chiefly  if  I,  like  them,  sLou'd  tell 
All  change  of  wei:.thers  that  befell) 
Than  Holinshed  or  Stow. 

But  I  will  briefer  with  them  be. 
Since  few  of  them  were  long  with  me. 
A  higher  and  a  nobler  strain 
My  present  Emperess  does  claim : 
Heleonora,  first  o'  th'  name, 
Whom  God  grant  long  to  reign  ! 


A.   COWLBY. 


129.    MARGARET  AND  DORA 

Maboabr  's  bMoteom.    Greoiui  arte 
Ne'er  drew  form  comi^eter ; 

X®*  ^Zi  "»  ™y  *»«"*  ot  l»e»rtB, 
Hold  I  Dora's  sweeter  ? 

Dora's  eyes  of  heavenly  blue 
Pass  all  painting's  reach ; 
Ringdoves'  notes  are  discord  to 
Hie  music  of  her  speech. 

Artiste  !  Margaret's  smile  receive. 
And  on  canvas  show  it  ; 
But  fcr  perfect  worship  leave 
Dora  to  her  poet. 


T.   CAMFBEUk 


130.    LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE 
Lbsbia  hath  a  beaming  eye. 

But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth  ; 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly. 

But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth 
Sweeter  'tis  to  saze  upon 

My  Nora's  lid  that  seldom  rises ; 
Few  its  looks,  but  every  one. 
Like  unexpected  li|^t,  surprises. 

Oh,  mv  Nora  Croina,  dear. 
My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Cteina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes. 
But  Love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina  ! 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold. 

But  all  so  close  the  nymph  hath  laced  it. 
Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  moukl 

rjwsnmes  to  stay  where  nature  placed  it. 
On !  n»y  Nora's  gown  for  me, 

That  floata  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes. 
Leavmg  every  beauty  free 
To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 

Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Nature's  dnm 
It  loveliness — 
The  dress  yow  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 


LESBIA  HATH  A  BEAMING  EYE 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  rafined. 

But  when  it*  poiats  are  deaminff  roand  lu. 
Who  can  tell  if  they're  deaiS»dt^ 

To  dazsle  merely,  or  to  wooad  us  ? 
Pillowed  on  my  Nora'e  heart 

In  safer  siamber  Love  r^oses 

Bed  of  peace!  whose  roiuhest  part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  mthe  rtwes. 

Oh!  my  Nora  Ouna,  dear. 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Cteina! 
Wit,  though  bright^ 
HaUi  nr  ^uch  light. 
As  warms  your  eyes,  my  Nora  Ckeina. 
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T.  Moota 


131.    PHILLIDA  AND  CORYDON 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 

In  a  morn  by  break  of  day. 

Forth  I  walked  by  the  wood-side, 

Whenas  May  was  in  his  pride : 

There  I  spiid  all  alone 

Phillida  and  Ck>rydon. 

Much  ado  there  was,  God  wot ! 

He  would  love  and  she  wouM  not. 

She  said.  Never  man  was  true ; 

He  said.  None  was  false  to  you. 

He  said.  He  had  loved  her  long ; 

She  said,  Love  shoukl  have  no  wrong. 

Corydon  would  kiss  her  then  ; 

She  said.  Maids  must  Idas  no  men 

Till  they  did  for  good  and  all ; 
Then  she  made  the  shepherd  call 
All  the  heavens  to  witness  truth 
Never  loved  a  truer  youth. 
Thus  with  many  a  preUy  oath. 
Yea  and  nay,  faith  and  troth. 
Such  as  silly  shepherds  use 
When  they  will  not  fove  abuse. 
Love,  which  had  boen  long  deluded. 
Was  with  kisses  sweet  concluded  ; 
And  Phillida  with  garlands  gay 
Was  made  the  Lady  of  the  May. 


N.  Bbetox 


132.    SALLY  IN  OUR  ALLEY 

<^»  »U  the  girls  that  are  so  smart 

There 's  none  like  pretty  Sallv  • 
She  is  the  darUng  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  u  our  alley. 
There  is  no  lady  in  the  land 

Is  half  so  sweet  as  Sally  ; 

*  •■  '•I"  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Her  father  he  makes  cabbage-nets 

And  through  the  streets  does  cry  them ; 
Her  mother  she  sells  laoes  long 

To  such  as  please  to  buy  them : 
But  sure  suoh  folks  could  ne'er  beset 

So  sweet  a  drl  as  Sally ! 
bhe  IS  the  darlins  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  u,  jur  alley. 

When  she  is  by,  I  leave  my  work, 

1  love  bee  so  sincerely ; 
My  mastw  comes  like  any  Turk, 

And  bangs  me  most  severely— 
But  et  him  bang  his  bellyful, 

I'll  bear  it  all  lor  Sally  t 
Bhe  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Of  all  the  days  that 's  in  the  week 

1  dearly  love  but  one  day— 
And  that 's  the  day  that  comes  betwixt 

A  Saturday  and  Monday ; 

m  *''*°.  ^'™  dressed  all  in  my  best 
_  To  walk  abroad  with  Sally  ; 
She  is  the  darlins  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

My  master  carries  me  to  church. 

And  often  am  I  blamed 
Because  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch 

As  soon  as  text  is  named  ; 
I  leave  the  church  in  sermon-time 

And  slink  away  to  Sally  ; 
She  IS  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  Christmas  comes  about  again 
O  then  I  shall  have  money ; 

T.M*^:"*  *.*  "P*  »»**  ^"^  »nd  all 
■I  II  give  It  to  my  honey  j 


SALLY  IN  OUR  ALLEY 

And  would  it  wne  ten  thousand  pounds. 

I'd  give  it  all  to  Sally ;  *^^ 

She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  m  our  alley. 

My  master  and  the  neighbours  all 

Make  game  of  me  and  Sally, 
And,  but  for  her,  I'd  better  be 

A  slave  and   ow  a  galley ; 
But  when  my  <(even  long  years  are  out 

O  then  I'll  marry  Sally,— 
0  ^en  we'll  wed,  and  then  we'll  bed. 

But  not  in  our  alley  ! 
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H.  Caut. 


133.  THE  COUETIN ' 

G<M>  makes  sech  nights,  all  white  an'  su.1 
Fur  «  you  can  look  or  listen. 

Moonshine  an'  snow  on  field  an'  hilL 
All  silence  an'  all  glisten. 

Zekle  crep'  up  quite  unbeknown 
An  peeked  in  thru'  the  winder. 

An  there  sot  Huldy  all  alone, 
'Ith  no  one  nigh  to  bender. 

A  firop^oe  fiUed  the  room's  one  side 
With  half  a  cord  o'  wood  in— 

There  warn't  no  stoves  (tell  comfort  died) 
To  bake  ye  to  a  puddin'. 

The  wa'nut  logs  shot  sparkles  out 
Towards  the  pootiest,  bless  her, 

An  leetle  flames  danced  all  about 
The  chiny  on  the  dresser. 

Agin  the  chimbley  crook-necks  hung. 

An'  in  amongst  'em  rusted 
Tiio  ole  queen's-arm  that  gran'ther  Young 

Fetched  back  f  om  Concord  busted. 

The  very  room,  cos  she  was  in. 
Seemed  warm  f  cm  floor  to  ceilin'. 

An  she  looked  full  ez  rosy  agin 
Ez  the  apples  she  was  peelin*. 

Twas  kin'  o'  kingdom-come  to  look 

On  sech  a  blessed  cretur, 
A  dogrose  blushin'  to  a  brook 

Ain't  modester  nor  sweeter. 
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THE  COtJBTIN' 

He  WM  aiz  foot  o'  man,  A  1, 

Omt  grit  Ml' bniBM  utar'. 
None  ooaldn't  qaidHr  pitoh  a  ton 

Nor  dror  a  fwrer  stnightec 

He'd  sparked  it  with  fall  twenty  sale, 
Hed  rauired  'em,  danced  'em,  cfruv 'em. 

Fuat  thie  one,  an*  then  tbet,  by  spells— 
All  is,  he  ooaldn't  love  'em. 

Bat  lon^  o'  her  his  vein  'onld  ran 
AU  onnUy  Uke  ooried  maple. 

The  side  she  bresbed  felt  full  o'  sun 
£c  a  soath  slope  in  Ap'il. 

She  thoaght  no  v'ioe  bed  sech  a  swing 

£z  hisn  in  the  choir ; 
My  !  when  he  made  Ole  Hunderd  ring. 

She  knowtd  the  Lord  was  nigber. 

^l!»|»e'd  Wash  soariit,  right  in  prayer. 
When  her  new  meetin'-bonnet 

Felt  somehow  thru'  its  crown  a  pair 
O'  blue  eyes  sot  upon  it 

That  night,  I  tell  ye,  she  looked  tome  f 
She  seemed  to  've  got  a  new  soul. 

For  she  feit  sartir-sure  he'd  come, 
Down     .  her  v«ry  shoe-sole. 

S'     ueered  a  foot,  an'  knowed  it  to, 

A-raspin'  on  the  scraper,— 
All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 

Like  sparks  in  burnt-up  paper. 

He  kin'  o'  I'itered  on  the  mat. 

Some  doubtfle  o'  the  sekle. 
His  heart  kep'  goin'  pity- pat. 

But  hem  went  pity  i«kle. 

An'  yit  she  gin  her  cheer  a  jerk 
Ez  though  she  wished  him  furder. 

An  on  her  apples  kep'  to  work, 
Parin'  away  like  murdw. 

'  Ywi  want  to  see  my  Pa,  I  s'nose  ? ' 

Wal — no— I  oom<«  daaignin  ' — 
*  To  see  my  Ma  ?    She 's  sprinkiin'  do'ea 


Agin  to-morrer's  i'nin'.* 


THE  COURTIN' 

To  say  why  gab  act  so  or  so. 
Or  don't,  'ould  be  presumin* ; 

Mebbe  to  mean  ye«  an'  say  no 
Comes  lutt^al  to  women. 

He  stood  a  spell  on  one  foot  fust. 
Then  stood  a  spell  on  t'other. 

An'  on  which  one  he  felt  the  wust 
He  couldn't  ha'  told  ye  nuther. 

Says  he,  '  I'd  better  call  agin  ; ' 
Says  she,  '  Think  likely.  Mister :  * 

Thet  last  word  pricked  him  like  a  pin. 
An  — Wal,  he  up  an'  kissed  her. 

When  Ma  bimeby  upon  'em  slips, 

Huldy  sot  pale  ex  ashes. 
All  kin'  o'  smily  roun*  the  lips 

An'  teary  roun'  the  lashes. 

For  she  was  jes'  the  quiet  kind 

Whose  naturs  never  vary. 
Like  streams  that  keep  a  summer  mind 

Snow-hid  in  Jenooary. 

The  blood  dost  roun'  her  heart  felt  gloed 

Too  tioht  for  all  expressin'. 
Tell  mother  see  how  metters  stood. 

An'  gin  'cm  both  her  blessin'. 

Then  her  red  come  back  like  the  tide 
Down  to  the  Bay  o'  Fundy 
n'  all  I  know  is  they  was  cried 
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In  meetin'  come  nex'  Sunday. 


J.  R.  hovrau^ 


IM.    WOOING  STUFF 

Faint  Amorist !  what,  dost  thou  think 
To  taste  Love's  honey,  and  not  drink 
One  dram  of  gall  t  or  to  devour 
A  world  of  sweet,  and  taste  no  sour  t 
Dost  thou  ever  think  to  entei 
TheElysian  fields,  that  dar'st ..  ,t  venture 
In  Charon's  barge  T    A  lover's  mind 
Must  use  to  sail  with  every  wind. 
He  that  loves,  and  fears  to  ti-y, 
L«arns  his  mf  trees  to  deny. 

Doth  she  chide  thee  ?    Tis  to  show  it. 
That  thy  coldness  makes  her  do  it. 


W  WOOING  STUFF 

Is  she  siloat  ?    Is  she  mute  ? 
Sileaoe  fully  gnntB  thy  aoii. 

Doth  she  pout  mad  leave  the  room  ? 
Then  she  fqet,  to  l»d  thee  oome. 

Is  she  sick  T    Why  then,  be  sure 
She  invites  thee  to  the  cure. 

Doth  she  cross  thy  suit  with  '  No '  ? 
Tush  !    She  loves  to  hear  thee  woo. 

Doth  she  call  the  6uth  of  man 
In  question  ?    Nay,  ^e  loves  thee  then. 
And  if  e'er  she  makes  a  blot. 
She 's  lost  if  that  thou  hitt'st  her  not 

He  that  after  ten  denials 
Dares  attempt  no  further  trials. 
Hath  no  warrant  to  acquire 
The  dainties  of  his  chaste  deure. 

SiS  P.  Sidney. 


135.    GRAMMAR-RULES 

0  GRAMMAR-BULES,  O  now  your  vhlues  show ; 
So  children  still  read  you  with  awful  eyes. 

As  my  young  dove  may,  in  your  precepts  wise. 

Her  grant  to  me  by  her  own  virtue  know : 

For  late,  with  heart  most  high,  with  eyes  most  low, 

1  craved  the  thing  which  ever  she  denies ; 
She,  lightning  love,  displaying  Venus'  skies, 
I«st  once  shouhi  not  be  heard,  twice  said  No,  No. 
Smg  then,  my  Muse,  now  lo  Paean  sing ; 
Heavens,  envy  not  at  my  high  triumphing. 

But  grammar  s  force  with  sweet  success  confirm  : 
For  grammar  says,— O  this,  dear  Stella,  say,— 
For  grammar  says,— to  grammar  who  saya  nay  ?— 
That  m  one  speech  two  negatives  aflirm  ! 

Sir  p.  Sidney. 
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TO  HIS  MISTRESS  OBJECTING  TO  HIM  NEITHER 
TOYING  OR  TALKING 

You  say  I  love  not,  'cause  1  do  not  play 
Still  with  your  curls,  and  kiss  the  time  away. 
You  blame  me,  too,  because  I  can't  devise 
Some  sport,  to  pieuae  those  babies  in  your  eyes  ; 
By  Love's  religion,  I  must  here  confess  it. 
The  most  I  love,  when  I  the  least  express  it. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS 
Ueep  waters  noiaeleH  are ;  and  this  we  know 

WHO  speak  but  little,  'cause  i  love  so  much. 

R.  HSBBICK. 

137.    THE  NIGHT-PIECE,  TO  JUUA 
Her  eyes  the  gJow-worm  lend  thee. 

The  shooting  stars  attend  thee ; 
And  the  elves  also, 

T  -u  ^?°"  ^*^  "y*  gJow^ 

lake  the  sparks  of  fire,  befriend  thee. 

No  will-o'-th'-wisp  mis-light  thee ; 
JNor  snake,  or  slow-worm  bite  thee : 

But  on,  on  thy  way 

Not  making  a  stay. 
Since  ghost  there 's  none  to  aflPright  thee. 
let  not  the  dark  thee  cumber ; 
Whatthough  the  moon  does  slumber  T 

^  stars  of  the  night     "™"*'^  ^ 

Will  lend  thee  their  light, 
"ke  tapers  clear  without  number. 

Then  Julia  let  me  woo  thee, 
■inus,  thus  to  come  unto  me : 
And  when  I  shall  meet 
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Thv  silvery  feet. 
My  soul  I'll  pour  into  thee. 


R.  Hebrick. 


138.    THE  TIME  I'VE  LOST  IN  WOOING 
The  time  I've  lost  in  wooing. 
In  watching  and  pursuins 

The  light  that  lies 

In  woman's  eyes, 

•tT    u  n?*^  •**"**■  «n«Joing. 
Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me. 
I  seonied  the  Ion,  .he  brouglft  me, 
My  only  books  ^  ' 

.    -Were  woman's  looks. 
And  folly  's  all  they  taught  me. 
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THE  TIME  I'VE  LOST  IN  WOOING 

Her  smile  when  Beaoty  grantei, 
I  hun^  with  gaie  enohanvec. 

Like  him  the  invite 

Whom  maids  by  niffht 
Oft  met  in  glen  that 's  haunted. 
But  while  her  eyes  wore  on  me. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  Ine, 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  turned  away, 
0  !  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going  T 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 
No,  vain,  alas  !  the  ei^eavou; 
From  lx>nds  so  sweet  to  sever ; 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

AgaiiMt  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 


T.  Moore. 


139.  NEVER  SEEK  TO  TELL  THY  LOVE 

Neteb  seek  to  tell  thy  love. 
Love  that  never  told  can  be ; 

For  the  gentle  wind  does  move 
Silently,  invisibly. 

I  told  my  love,  I  told  my  love, 

I  told  her  all  my  heart ; 
Trembling,  cold,  in  ghastly  fears. 

Ah  !  she  doth  depart. 

Soon  as  she  was  gone  from  me, 

A  traveller  came  by. 
Silently,  invisibly— 

O  !  was  no  deny. 


W.  Blake. 


140.    AN  EXPOSTULATION 

When  late  I  attempted  your  pity  to  move. 
What  made  you  so  deaf  to  my  prayers  ? 

Perhaps  i'  was  right  to  dissemble  your  love, 
But— why  did  you  kick  me  downsturs  T 

I.   BlOKEBSTAFFE. 
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141.    HIS  LOVE  ADMITS  NO  RIVAL 

Shall  I,  like  a  hermit,  dwell 
On  a  rook,  or  in  a  cell. 
Galling  home  the  smallest  part 
That  IS  missing  of  my  heart. 
To  beptow  it  where  I  may 
Meet  a  rival  every  day  ? 
If  she  undervalue  me. 
What  oare  I  how  fair  she  be  ? 

Were  her  tresses  angel  gold. 
If  a  stranger  may  be  bold, 
UnrebukM,  unafraid. 
To  oonvwt  them  to  a  braid 
And  with  little  more  ado 
Work  them  into  bracelets  too ; 
If  the  mine  be  grown  so  free. 
What  oare  I  how  rich  it  be  ? 


Sib  W.  Ralboh. 


142.    SHALL  I,  WASTING  IN  DESPAIR 
Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair. 
Die  because  a  woman  's  fair  ? 
0*  make  pale  my  cheeks  with  care 
Cause  another's  rosy  are  ? 
Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 
Or  the  flowery  meads  in  May, 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me 
What  oare  I  how  fair  she  be  T 

Should  my  heart  be  grieved  or  pined 
Cause  I  see  a  woman  kind  1 
,Or  a  well-disposed  nature 
JoinM  with  a  lovely  feature  T 
Be  she  meeker,  kinder  than 
Turtle-dove,  or  pelican. 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me. 
What  oare  I  how  kind  she  be  T 

Shall  a  woman's  virtues  move 
Me  to  perish  for  her  love  7 
Or  her  well-deserving,  known. 
Make  me  quite  forget  my  own  ? 
Be  she  witn  that  goodness  blessed 
Which  may  gain  her  name  of  best. 
If  she  be  not  such  to  me 
What  oare  I  how  good  she  be  ! 
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SHALL  I,  WASTING  IN  DESPAIR 

'Cmim  her  forttine  aeenu  too  hish. 
8h»B  I  play  the  fool,  and  die  T 
Ilioee  that  bear  a  noble  mind. 
Where  they  want  of  riohea  find, 
^nk  what  with  them  they  would  do 
jRiat  without  them  dare  to  woo ; 
And  unleM  that  mind  I  see. 
What  care  I  though  great  she  be  ? 

Great,  or  good,  or  kind,  or  fair, 
I  will  ne'er  the  more  deepair : 
If  ahe  love  me,  thia  believe 
I  will  die  ere  ahe  shall  srieve : 
If  she  slight  me  when  1  woo, 
I  can  scorn  and  let  her  go ; 
For  if  she  be  not  for  me. 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be  ? 


G.   WiTHSB. 


143.    WHY  SO  PALE  AND  WAN,  FOND  LOVER 

Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  T 

Prithee,  why  so  pale  ? 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her. 

Looking  ill  prevail  7 

Prithee,  why  so  pale  7 

Why  so  dull  and  mute,  young  sinner  ? 

Prithee,  why  so  mute  ? 
Will,  when  speaking  well  can't  win  her, 

Sajring  nothing  do't  ? 

Prithee,  why  so  mute  ? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame  !  this  will  not  move. 

This  cannot  take  her  ; 
If  of  herself  she  will  not  love. 

Nothing  can  make  her : 

The  Devil  take  her  I 

Sib  J.  SucKUKQ. 


144.    VALOUR  MISDIRECTED 
*  I'll  hunt  for  dangers  North  and  South, 
To  prove  my  love,  which  sk)th  maligns ! ' 
vVhat  seems  to  say  her  rosy  mouth  ? 
*  I'm  not  convinced  by  proofs  but  signs.' 

Coventry  Patmorb. 
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145.    I  NE'ER  COULD  ANY  LUSTRE  SEE 
I  njc'bb  ooukl  anv  luatre  see 
In  evea  that  would  not  look  on  me ; 
I  ne  er  aaw  ueotar  on  »  Up, 
But  where  mv  own  did  hope  to  sip. 
Has  the  maid  who  seeico  my  heart 
Cheeks  of  rose,  untouched  hv  art  T 
I  will  own  the  colour  true 
When  yielding  blushes  aid  their  hue. 

Is  her  hand  so  soft  and  pure  ? 
I  must  press  it,  to  be  sum  ; 
Nor  can  I  be  oertain  then, 
Till  it,  grateful,  press  again. 
Must  I,  with  attMitiTe  eye. 
Watch  her  b»%ving  bcaom  sisfa  ♦ 
I  will  do  so,  when  I  see 
That  heaving  bosom  sigh  for  me. 

R.  B.  Sheridan. 

146.    THE  LARK  NOW  LEAVES  HIS  WATERY  NEST 

T^f  !?*  °**^  '®*^e«  *»•«  watery  nest 

And  climbing  shakes  his  dewy  winas. 
He  takes  thu  window  for  the  Eas^ 

And  to  irapbre  your  light  he  sings— 
Awake,  awake !  the  mom  will  neTer  rise 
liU  c  e  can  dress  her  beauty  at  your  eyes. 
The  merchant  bows  unto  the  seaman's  star, 

Jiut  stil  the  lover  wonders  what  they  are 

Who  look  for  day  before  his  mistress  wakes. 
Awake,  awake  !  break  through  your  veils  of  lawn  ! 
Then  draw  your  curtains,  and  begin  the  dawn  ! 

SiB  W.  Davenant. 

147.    SaBINA  WAKES 

See  !  see,  she  wakes  !    Sabina  wakes  ! 

And  now  the  sun  begins  to  rise  ! 
Less  glorious  is  the  mom  that  breaks 

From  his  bright  beams  than  her  fair  eyes. 
With  light  united,  day  they  give  ; 

But  diSerent  fates  ere  n^ht  fulfil ; 
How  many  by  his  warmth  will  live  ! 

How  many  will  her  coldness  kill ! 

W.    CONGBFVE.. 
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].    WITHOUT  AND  WITHIN 

^ .       in  her  sunny  eyes  doth  bMking  play  ; 

Ijyrt  walks  the  pleasant  mates  of  ner  hair } 
Love  does  on  both  hw  lips  for  ever  stray. 

And  sows  and  reaps  a  thousand  kisses  there : 
In  all  her  outward  parts  Love 's  always  seen  ; 
But  oh  !  he  never  went  within. 

A.  COWLBT. 


149.    I  LOVED  A  LASS,  A  FAIB  ONE 

I  LOVSD  a  lass,  a  fair  one. 

As  fair  as  e'er  was  seen  ; 
She  was  indeed  a  rare  one. 

Another  Sheba  Queen ! 
But,  fool  as  then  I  was, 

I  thought  she  loved  me  too : 
But  now,  alas  1  she's  left  me, 

FaUro,  lero,  loo. 

Her  hair  like  gold  did  glister. 

Each  eye  was  like  a  star. 
She  did  surpass  her  sister. 

Which  passed  all  others  far ; 
She  would  me  honey  call. 

She'd, — oh  she'd  Kiss  me  too : 
But  now,  alas  !  she 's  left  me, 

Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Many  a  merry  meeting 

My  love  and  I  have  bad ; 
She  was  my  only  sweeting. 

She  made  my  heart  full  glad ; 
The  tears  stood  in  her  eyea 

Like  to  the  morning  dew : 
But  now,  alas  !  she 's  left  me, 

Falero,  lero,  loo. 

Her  cheeks  were  like  the  cherry, 

Her  skin  as  white  as  snow ; 
When  she  was  blithe  and  merry. 

She  angel-like  did  show  ; 
Her  waist  exceeding  smaP 

The  lives  did  fit  her  shoe  : 
But  now,  alas  !  she  'a  left  me, 

Falero,  lero,  loo. 


I  £X)VED  A  LAS8,  A  FAIR  ONE 
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la  somMr  tine  or  wiator 

She  iMd  bw  haMt's  dMin ; 
I  stUI  cKd  Mora  to  itiat  her 

Vtom  mig»i.  leek,  or  tire ; 
The  world  wunt  rooiid  »boot. 

No  eerae  we  ever  knew : 
Bat  DOW,  •!«•  I  she  '•  kft  me^ 

Fakn,  km,  loo. 

As  we  welked  home  together 

At  midnight  through  the  town. 
To  keep  ew»y  the  weether 

O'er  Mr  I'd  oeet  my  gown. 
No  eold  mj  k>ve  ehoirid  feel, 

Wheto'er  the  heavene  ooold  do ; 
Bat  now,  eke  I  she  '■  left  me, 

Joims  faro,  lock 

like  doves  we  should  be  billing. 

And  dip  end  kias  so  fast ; 
Yet  she  would  be  unwilling 

That  I  shoaM  kiss  the  last 
They're  Judas-kisses  now. 

Since  that  they  proved  untrue ; 
For  adw,  alas  !  she 's  left  me, 

Fakro,  lero,  too. 

To  maidens'  tows  and  swearing 

Henceforth  no  credit  give 
You  may  give  them  the  hearing 

But  nevw  them  believe ; 
They  ai-e  aa  false  as  f«dr, 

Unconstant,  frail,  untrue : 
For  mine,  alas  !  hath  left  me, 

Falero,  kro,  loo. 


G.  Wither. 


B.  L.   V. 


150.     TO  mS  COY  LOVE 

I FBAY  thee  leave,  love  me  no  more. 

Call  home  the  heart  you  gave  me, 
I  but  in  vain  that  saint  ackve. 

That  can,  but  will  not  save  me : 
These  poor  balf-kiases  kill  me  quite 

Was  ever  man  thus  servM  ? 
Amidst  an  ocean  of  delight. 

For  pleasure  to  be  starved. 

B 
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TO  HIS  COY  LOVE 

Show  n«  no  more  those  snowy  Iveasts, 

With  azure  riverets  branched. 
Where  whilst  my  eye  with  plenty  feasts, 

Yet  is  my  thirst  not  stanch^ 
O  Tantalus,  thy  pains  ne'er  tell. 

By  me  thou  art  prevented ; 
Tis  nothing  to  be  plagued  in  hell^ 

But  thus  in  heaven  tormented. 

Clip  me  no  more  in  those  dear  arms, 

Not  thy  life's  comfort  call  me ; 
Oh,  these  are  but  too  powerful  charms. 

And  do  but  more  enthral  me. 
But  see,  how  patient  I  am- grown. 

In  all  this  coil  about  thee ; 
Come,  nice  thing,  let  my  heart  alone, 

I  cannot  live  without  thee. 

M. 


Dbattok. 


161.    THOU  ART  NOT  FAIR 

Tbov  art  not  fur  for  all  thy  red  and  white. 

For  all  those  rosy  ornament*  in  thee, 
Thou  art  not  sweet,  though  made  of  mere  delight, 

Nor  fair  nor  sweet,  imless  thou  pitv  me. 
I  will  not  soothe  thy  fancies :  thou  shalt  prove 
That  beauty  is  no  lieauty  without  love. 

Yet  love  not  me,  nor  seek  thou  to  allure 
My  thoughts  with  beauty,  were  it  more  divine, 

Thv  smiles  and  kisses  I  cannot  endure, 
I'll  not  be  wrapped  up  in  those  arms  of  thine. 

Now  show  it,  if  tnou  be  a  woman  right, — 

Embrace,  and  kiss,  and  love  me,  in  despite ! 

T.  Camfioh. 


152.     THE  LOST  MISTRESS 

All  's  ovw,  then :  does  truth  sound  bitter 

As  one  at  first  believes  T 
Hark,  'tis  the  sparrows'  good-night  twitter 

About  your  cottage  eaves  ! 

And  the  leaf-buds  on  the  vine  are  woolly, 

I  noticed  that,  today ; 
One  day  more  bursU  tuem  open  fully 

— You  know  the  red  turns  grey. 


THE  LOST  MISTRESS 

To-morrow  we  meet  the  same  then,  dearest  ? 

May  I  take  your  hand  in  mine  ? 
Mere  friends  are  we,— well,  friends  the  merest 

A.eep  much  that  I'll  resign : 

For  each  glan  ?  of  that  eye  so  bright  and  Wack, 
Though  i  !£«rp  \vii,h  heart's  endeavour,— 

lour  vot  J.  when  you  wi^lx  the  snowdrops  back. 
Thougl   It  sray  in  my  .,oul  for  ever  !— 

Yet  I  wil  cut  say  what  mere  friends  say. 

Or  only  a  tuou^ui  •■tronger  ; 
I  will  hold  your  hand  but  as  long  as  all  may 

Or  so  very  Uttle  longer  ! 

B<  BBowsmoL 
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153.  THE  SIEGE 
'Tis  now,  since  I  sat  down  before 

That  foolish  fort,  a  heart, 
(Time  stranmly  spent !)  a  year,  and  more : 

And  still  I  did  my  part 

Made  my  approaches,  from  her  hand 

unto  ner  up  did  rise ; 
And  did  ahready  understand 

The  language  of  her  eyes. 

Proceeding  on  with  no  less  art, 

My  tongue  was  engineer ; 
I  thought  to  undermine  the  heart 

By  whispering  in  the  ear. 

When  this  did  nothing,  I  brought  down 

Great  canon-oaths,  and  shot 
A  thousand  thousand  to  the  town. 

And  still  it  yielded  not. 

I  then  resolved  to  starve  the  place. 

By  cuttins  off  all  kisses. 
Praising  and  gazing  on  her  face. 

And  all  such  little  blisses. 

To  draw  her  out,  and  from  her  streneth. 

I  drew  all  batteries  in  : 
And  brought  myself  to  lie  at  length, 

As  if  no  siege  had  been. 

When  I  had  done  what  man  could  do. 
And  thuutfht  the  place  my  own. 

The  enemy  lay  quiet  too. 
And  smiled  at  all  was  done. 
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THE  SIEGE 

I  sent  to  know  from  whence,  and  where. 

These  bopee.  Mid  this  relief  t 
A  spy  inforned.  Honour  was  there, 

imd  did  command  in  chief. 

March,  march  (qaoth  I),  the  word  straight  give. 

Let 's  lose  no  time,  but  leave  her : 
That  giant  upon  air  will  live. 

And  hold  it  out  for  ever. 

To  such  a  place  our  camp  remove 

As  will  no  siq;e  abide ; 
I  hate  a  fool  that  starves  her  love. 

Only  to  feed  her  priche. 

Sib  J.  SuoKUNQ. 


154.    WOMAN'S  HONOUR 

Lovx  bade  me  hope,  and  I  obeved ; 
Phyllis  continued  still  unkind ; 

*  Then  you  may  e'en  despair,'  he  said, 

'  In  vain  I  cMve  to  change  her  mind. 

*  Honour 's  got  in,  and  keeps  her  heart ; 

Durst  he  but  venture  once  abroad. 
In  my  own  right  I'd  tnke  your  part. 
And  show  myself  liie  mightier  god.' 

This  huffing  Honour  domineers 

In  breasts  where  he  alone  has  place ; 
But  if  true  generous  Love  appears. 

The  hector  dues  not  show  his  face. 

Let  me  still  languish  and  complain. 

Be  most  inhumanly  denied ; 
I  have  some  pleasure  in  my  pain. 

She  can  have  none  with  all  her  pride. 

I  fall      acrifice  to  Love, 

She      js  a  wretch  for  Honour's  sake ! 
Whosfa  tpnrant  does  most  cruel  prove. 

The  difference  is  not  hard  to  make. 

Consider  real  Honour  then. 

You'll  find  hen  cannot  be  the  same. 
'TIS  noble  confidence  in  men : 

In  women,  mean  disteustful  shame. 

J.  WnjioT,  Eaxl  or  RocHnnm. 
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155.     A  DUTCH  PROVERB 

*FiBB,  Water,  Woman,  are  Man'a  ruin  !  * 

Says  wise  Profenor  Van  der  Brain. 

By  flames,  a  hoiue  I  hired  was  lost 

Last  year  ;  and  I  must  pay  the  cost. 

Thk  spring,  the  rains  o'erflowed  my  ground. 

And  my  best  Flanders  mare  was  drowned. 

A  slave  am  I  to  Clara's  eyes  ; 

The  gipsy  knows  her  power,  and  flies  ! 

Fire,  Water,  Woman,  are  my  ruin ; 

And  great  thy  wisdom,  Van  der  Bruin  ! 


M.  Pbiob. 


166.   NEVER  LOVE  UNLESS  — 

Nbvbb  love  unless  you  can 

Bear  with  all  the  faults  of  man : 

Men  sometimes  will  jealous  be. 

Though  but  little  cause  they  see. 
And  hang  the  head  as  discontent, 
And  speak  what,  straight,  they  will  repent. 

Men  that  but  one  saint  adore 
Make  a  show  of  love  to  more : 
^auty  must  be  scorned  in  none. 
Though  but  truly  served  in  one : 

For  w*--'.  is  courtship,  but  disguise  ? 

Tn-  1  may  have  dissemUing  eyes. 

Mm»  w:  r  aflfairs  require. 

Must  a  ^  .ale  themselves  retire : 

Sometimes  hunt,  and  sometimes  hawk. 

And  not  ever  sit  and  talk. 
If  these,  and  such  like  you  can  bear, 
Hjen  like,  and  love,  and  never  fear. 


T.  Cahpiok. 


157      RIVALS  IN  LOVE 

Ori^i  Mie  torments,  all  the  cares. 
With  which  our  lives  are  cursed  ; 
c.*"  ***  Pl<»g««»  »  lover  bean. 
Sore,  rivals  are  the  worst ! 

By  partners  in  each  other  kind, 
AlHietionB  easier  grow ; 

In  love  alone  we  hate  to  find 
Companions  of  our  woe. 
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RIVAI5  IN  LOVE 

Sylvia,  for  all  the  pangs  yoa  see 

Are  labouring  in  my  breast, 
I  b^  not  you  would  favour  me. 

Would  you  but  slight  the  rest. 
How  great  soe'er  your  rigours  are 

With  them  alone  I'll  cope : — 
I  can  endure  my  own  despair. 

But  not  another's  hope. 


W.  Walsh. 


158.    ANSWER  TO  CHLOE  JEALOUS 

Dkab  Chloe,  how  blubbered  is  that  pretty  face  ! 

Thy  cheek  all  on  fire,  and  thy  hair  all  uncurled : 
Prithee  quit  this  caprice  ;  and,  as  old  Falstaff  sa3rs. 

Let  us  e'en  talk  a  little  like  folks  of  this  world. 

How  canst  thou  presume,  thou  hadst  leave  to  destroy 
The  beauties  which  Venus  but  lent  to  thy  keeping  T 

Those  looks  were  designed  to  inspire  love  and  joy : 
More  ordinary  eyes  may  serve  people  for  weeping. 

To  be  vexed  at  a  trifle  or  two  that  I  writ. 
Your  judgement  at  once,  and  my  passion,  you  wrong ; 

You  take  that  for  fact,  which  will  scarce  be  round  wit ; 
Ods  life  !  must  one  swear  to  the  truth  of  a  song  ? 

What  I  speak,  my  fair  Chioe,  and  what  I  write,  shows 
The  difference  there  is  betwixt  nature  and  art : 

.  court  others  in  verse— but  I  love  thee  in  prose ; 
And  they  have  my  whimsies — but  thou  hast  my  heart. 

The  God  of  us  verse-men  (you  know,  child)  the  Sun, 

How  after  his  journeys  ho  sets  up  his  rest : 
If  at  morning  o'er  Earth  'tis  his  fancy  to  run ; 

At  night  he  declines  on  his  Thetis's  breast. 

So  when  I  am  wearied  with  wandering  all  day ; 

To  thee,  my  delight,  in  the  evening  I  come : 
No  matter  what  bmuties  I  saw  in  my  way : 

They  were  but  my  visits,  but  thou  art  my  home. 

Then  finish,  dear  Chloe,  this  pastoral  ^  ..c ; 

And  let  us  like  Horace  and  Lydia  agree ; 
For  thou  art  a  girl  as  much  brighter  than  her. 

As  he  was  a  poet  sublimer  than  mo. 

M.  Pbiob. 
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150.     THE  WHEEDLER 

In  vain,  dear  Chloe,  you  suggest 
That  I,  inconstant,  have  possessed 

Or  loved  a  fairer  she ; 
Would  you  with  ease  at  once  be  cured 
Of  all  the  ills  you've  long  endured. 

Consult  your  glass  and  me  { 

If  then  you  think  that  I  can  find 

A  nymph  more  fair,  or  one  more  kind. 

You've  reason  for  your  fears  ; 
But  if  impartial  you  will  prove 
To  your  own  beauty  and  my  love. 

How  needless  are  your  tears  ! 

If,  in  my  wa^,  I  should  by  chance 
Receive,  or  give,  a  wanton  glance, 

I  like  but  while  I  view  ; 
How  slight  the  glance,  how  faint  the  kiss. 
Compared  to  that  substantial  bliss 

Which  I  receive  from  you  ! 

With  wanton  flight  the  curious  bee 
From  flower  to  flower  still  wanders  free  ; 

And  where  each  blossom  blows 
Extracts  the  juice  of  all  he  me3ts, 
But  for  his  quintessence  of  sweets. 

He  ravishes  the  rose. 

So,  my  fond  fancy  to  employ 
On  each  variety  of  joy 

From  nymph  to  nymph  I  roam : 
Perhaps  see  fifty  in  a  day  ! 
Those  are  but  visits  which  I  pay — 

For  Chloe  is  my  home  I 


Sib  W.  Yonok 


180.    THE  NYMPH'S  REPLY  TO  THE  PASSIONATE  SHEPHERD 

Ir  all  the  worlJ  and  love  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move 
To  live  with  tnee,  and  be  thy  love. 

But  "Rme  drives  flocks  from  field  to  fold 
When  rivers  rage  and  rooks  grow  ookl, 
And  Philomel  becometh  dumb ; 
The  rest  complain  of  cares  to  oome. 


104  THE  NYMPH'S  REPLY 

The  flowers  do  fade;  ud  wanton  6eldi 
To  wayward  winter  reckoning  yields : 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  nil. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorroirs  folL 

Thy  gowns,  thy  shoes,  thy  beds  of  roses. 
Thy  cap,  thy  Urtie,  and  thy  posies 
Soon  break,  soon  wither,  soon  forgotten. 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds. 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs. 
All  these  in  me  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  tiiee,  and  be  thy  kive. 

But  oouH  youth  last,  and  love  still  breed. 
Had  joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need ; 
Then  these  delights  my  mind  might  move 
To  live  with  thee,  and  be  thy  love. 

Sib  W.  Ralbok 

161.    THINK'ST  THOU  TO  SGDOCE  ME 

"THraK'sT  thou  to  seduce  me  then  with  words  that  have  no  meaning  ? 
Parrots  so  can  learn  to  prate,  our  speech  by  pieces  gleaning : 
Nurses  teach  their  children  so  about  the  time  of  weaning. 

^arn  to  speak  first,  then  to  woo ;  to  womng  much  pertaineth : 
He  that  courts  us,  wanting  art,  soon  falters  when  he  feigneth. 
Looks  asquint  on  his  discourse  and  smiles  when  he  complwneth. 

Skilful  anglers  hide  their  hooks,  fit  baits  for  every  season ; 
But  with  crooked  fiaa  fish  thou,  as  babes  do  that  want  reason ; 
Gudgeons  only  can  be  caught  with  such  poor  trioks  of  treason. 

R«th  forgive  me,  if  I  erred,  from  human  heart  compassion. 
When  I  laughed  sometimes  too  much  to  see  thy  foolish  fashion : 
But  alas  !  who  less  could  do  that  found  so  good  occasion  ! 

T.  CAMnOK. 

162.    THE  QUESTION  TO  LISETTA 

What  nymph  should  I  admire  or  trust. 
But  Chloe  beauteous,  Chloe  just  ? 
What  nymph  should  I  desire  to  see. 
But  her  who  leaves  the  plain  for  me  ? 
Td  whom  diould  I  compose  the  lav. 
Bat  her  who  Ibten*  vihea  I  play  ?* 
To  whom  in  song  repeat  my  cares. 
But  her  who  in  my  sorrow  shares  T 
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Tar  idiom  should  I  the  garland  make. 
But  her  who  joys  the  gift  to  take, 
And  boasts  she  wears  it  for  my  sake  ? 
In  love  am  I  not  fully  blest  t 
Liaetta,  prithee  teU  tiie  rest. 

Lisxtta's  Reply 

Sure  C!hloe  just,  and  Chloe  fair. 
Deserves  to  be  your  only  care ; 
'Jut,  when  she  and  you  to-day 
Far  into  the  wood  did  stray. 
And  I  happened  to  pass  by ; 
Which  way  did  you  cast  your  eye  T 
But,  when  your  cares  to  her  you  sing, 
You  dare  not  tell  her  whence  they  spring ; 
Does  it  not  more  afflict  your  heart. 
That  in  those  cares  she  bears  a  part  ? 
men  you  ihe  flowers  for  Chloe  twine. 
Why  do  you  to  her  garland  join 
Tlie  meanest  bud  that  falls  from  mine  ? 
Sumplest  of  swains  !  the  world  may  see, 
Whom  Chloe  loves,  and  who  loves  me. 


163.    THE  LOVER 
Addbisskd  to  Congbbvb 
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M.  Pbiob. 


T^\.    ^  '  ^^  ■**  °"'®'*  importunity  pressed. 

Take,  Congreve,  at  once  the  inside  of  my  breast. 

rhe  stupid  indifference  so  often  you  blame. 

Is  not  owing  to  nature,  to  fear,  or  to  shame ; 

I  am  not  as  cold  as  a  virgin  in  lead, 

Nor  is  Sunday's  sermon  so  strong  in  my  head  • 

Iknow  but  too  well  how  old  Time  flies  along, 

That  we  hve  but  few  years,  and  yet  fewer  are  young. 

But  I  hate  to  be  cheated,  and  never  will  buy 
Long  years  of  repentance  for  moments  of  joy. 
O  !  was  there  a  man— but  where  shall  I  find 
Uood  senw  and  good  nature  so  equally  joined  T— 
Would  value  his  pleasures,  contribute  to  mine ; 
Not  meanly  wouW  boast,  and  not  grossly  desien : 
Not  over  severe,  yet  not  stupidly  vain, 
For  I  would  have  the  power,  but  not  give  the  pain. 

No  pedant,  yet  learned  ;  no  rakey-hell  gay. 
Or  laughing,  because  he  has  nothing  to  say : 
To  all  my  whole  sex  obliginar  and  free, 
xet  never  be  loving  to  any  but  me ; 

IS 
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In  pablio  praMrr*  tlM  deoonim  tlMt  'a  jimt. 
And  show  in  his  cya  he  ia  traa  to  his  traat ; 
Then  rarel  v  appcoadi,  and  nmaotfnliv  bow. 
But  not  folaomely  fonnud,  or  foppiiUy  low. 

But  ti^en  the  long  hoars  of  pablio  are  past. 
And  we  meet  with  ohampagne  and  a  chicken  at  Ia>t» 
May  eveiy  fond  pleasare  the  moment  endear ; 
Be  banished  afar  both  cUsoretion  and  fear  i 
Forgetting  or  scorning  the  aim  of  the  crowd. 
He  may  cease  to  be  formi^  and  I  to  be  proud. 
Till,  lost  in  the  joy,  we  confess  that  we  Inre, 
And  he  may  be  mie,  and  yet  I  may  forgive. 

And  that  my  delisht  may  be  sol^y  fixed, 

I«t  the  frimd  and  the  lover  be  handsomely  mixed. 

In  whose  tender  bosom  my  soul  may  confide. 

Whose  kindness  can  soothe  me,  whose  counaol  can  guide. 

For  such  •  dear  lover  as  here  I  describe. 

No  danger  shoohl  fri^t  me,  no  millions  should  bribe ; 

But  till  this  astonishmg  creature  I  know. 

As  I  long  have  liv«d  chaste^  I  will  keep  myself  so. 

I  never  will  diare  with  the  wanton  coquet. 

Or  be  caught  by  a  vain  a£fectation  of  wit. 

The  toasters  aiui  songsters  may  try  all  their  art. 

But  never  shall  enter  the  pass  of  my  hmit. 

I  loathe  the  mere  rake,  the  dr^sed  fopling  despise : 

Before  such  pursuers  the  chaste  virgin  flies : 

And  as  Ovid  so  sweetly  in  parable  told. 

We  harden  like  trees,  and  like  riven  grow  cold. 

Lady  M.  Wobtlby  Montaov. 


164.    AMY'S  CRUELTY 

Faib  Amy  of  the  terraced  house, 

Assnt  me  to  discover 
Why  you  wlu>  would  not  hurt  a  mouse 

Can  torture  so  your  lover. 

You  give  your  oofiFee  to  the  cat. 
You  stroke  the  dog  for  coming. 

And  all  your  faoe  grows  kinder  at 
The  little  brown  iwe's  humming. 

But  when  he  haunts  your  door  .  .  .  the  town 
Marks  coming  and  marks  going . . . 

You  seem  to  have  stitched  your  eyelids  down 
To  that  long  piece  of  sewing  ! 


AMY'S  CRUELTY 

You  never  give  a  look,  not  you, 

N«  drop  him  a  *  Good  nwrning ', 
To  keep  hu  long  day  warm  Midblue, 

So  fretted  by  your  Booming. 

She  shook  hw  head—*  The  mouse  and  bee 

For  crumb  or  flower  will  linger : 
The  dog  is  happy  at  my  knee. 

The  oat  parrs  at  my  finger. 

But  Ae . . .  to  him,  the  least  thing  given 
Means  great  thinos  at  a  distance ; 
e  wanto  my  world,  my  sun,  my  heaven, 
ssoul,  body,  whole  e:dsteace. 

*  They  say  bve  givf  s  as  wc>l  as  takes ; 

But  I'm  a  simple  maiden, — 
My  mothw's  first  smils  ^Len  she  wakes 
I  still  have  smiled  and  prayed  in. 

'  I  only  know  my  mother's  love 

Which  gives  all  and  asks  nothing ; 
And  this  new  loving  sets  the  groove 

Too  much  the  way  of  loathing. 

*  Unless  ht)  gives  me  all  in  change, 

I  forfeit  all  things  by  him : 
The  risk  is  terrible  and  strange — 
I  tremble,  doubt, .  .  .  deny  him. 

*  He 's  sweetest  friend,  or  hardest  foe. 

Best  angel  or  worst  devil ; 
I  either  hate  or  .  .  .  love  him  so, 
I  can't  be  merely  civil  1 

'  You  trust  a  woman  who  puts  forth. 

Her  blossoms  thick  as  summer's  ? 
You  think  she  dreams  what  love  is  worth. 

Who  oasts  it  to  new-comers  ? 

*  Such  love 's  a  cowslip-ball  to  fling, 

A  moment's  pretty  pastime  ; 
^  S?®  •••»•!  me,  if  anything. 
The  first  time  and  the  last  time. 

'  Dear  neighbour  of  the  trellised  house, 

A  man  should  murmur  never. 
Though  treated  worse  than  doe  and  mouse. 

nifdoted  on  for  ever  ! ' 

E.  B.  BBOWiONa. 
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165.    'NO,  THANK  YOU,  JOHN* 

I  H>yxR  said  I  loved  you,  John : 

Why  will  you  teaze  me  day  by  day, 
And  wax  a  wearineBs  to  think  upon 
With  always  '  do  *  and  *  pray  '  ? 

You  know  I  never  loved  you,  John ; 

No  fault  of  mine  made  me  your  toast : 
Why  will  you  haunt  me  with  a  face  as  wan 
As  shows  an  hour-old  ghost  i 

I  dare  say  Meg  or  Moll  would  take 

Pity  upon  you,  if  you'd  ask ; 
And  pray  don't  remain  single  for  my  sake 
Who  can't  perform  that  task. 

I  have  no  heart  ?— Perhaps  I  have  not ; 
But  then  you're  mad  to  take  offence 
That  I  don't  give  you  what  I  have  not  got : 
Use  your  own  common  sense. 

Let  bygones  be  bygones : 

Don't  call  me  faibe,  who  owed  not  to  be  true : 
I'd  rather  answer  *  No '  to  fifty  Johns 
Than  answer  *  Yes '  to  you. 

I«t  's  mar  our  pleasant  days  no  more. 

Song-birds  of  passage,  days  of  youth : 
Catch  at  to-day,  forget  the  days  before : 
I'll  wink  at  your  untruth. 

Let  us  strike  hands  as  hearty  friends  ; 

No  more,  no  less  ;  and  friendship 's  good : 
Only  don't  keep  in  view  ulterior  ends. 
And  points  not  understood 

In  open  treaty.     Rise  above 

Quibbles  and  shuffling  off  and  on  : 
Here 's  friendship  for  you  if  you  like ;  but  love- 
No,  thank  you,  John. 

C.  G.   ROSSETTL 


166.    A  MAN'S  REQUIREMENTS 

LovK  me,  sweet,  with  all  thou  art, 
Feeling,  thinking,  seeing,— 

Love  me  in  the  lightest  part, 
Love  me  in  full  being. 


A  BIAN'S  R    3UIREMENTS 

Love  me  with  thine  open  youth 

In  its  frank  surrender ; 
With  the  vowing  of  thy  mouth, 

With  its  silence  tender. 

Love  me  with  thine  azure  eyes, 
Made  for  earnest  granting  ! 

Taking  colour  from  the  skies, 
C<4n  Heaven's  truth  be  wanting  t 

Love  me  with  their  lids,  that  fall 
Snow-like  at  first  meeting ; 

Love  me  with  thine  heart,  that  all 
The  neighbours  then  see  beating. 

Love  me  with  thine  hand  stretched  out 

Freely— open-minded ; 
Love  me  with  thy  loitering  foot,— 

Hearing  one  beliind  it. 

I«ye  «ne  with  thv  voice,  that  turns 

Sudden  faint  above  me  ; 
I^Yf.  p»e  with  thy  blush  that  bums 

While  I  murmur.  Love  me  ! 

Love  me  with  thy  thinking  soul- 
Break  it  to  love-sighing ; 

Love  me  with  thy  thoughts  that  roll 
On  through  living— dying. 

Love  me  in  thy  gorgeous  airs. 
When  the  world  has  crowned  thee  ! 

Love  me,  kneeling  at  thy  prayers. 
With  the  angels  round  thee. 

Love  me  pure,  as  musers  do. 

Up  the  woodlands  shady  ; 
Love  me  gaily,  fast,  and  true. 

As  a  winsome  lady. 

Through  all  hopes  that  keep  us  brave. 

Further  oflf  or  nigher. 
Love  me  for  the  house  and  grave,— 

And  for  something  higher. 

Thus,  if  thou  wilt  prove  me,  dear. 

Woman's  love  no  fable, 
/  will  love  ^e— half-a-year— 

As  a  man  is  able. 
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187.    A  RENUNCIATION 

Ir  women  could  be  tau,  and  yet  not  fond, 
C^  that  their  love  were  firm,  not  fickle  atill, 

I  woalu  not  marvel  that  they  make  men  bond 
By  service  long  to  purohaae  their  good  will ; 

Bat  when  I  see  how  frail  those  creatures  area 

I  laugh  that  men  forget  themselves  so  far. 

To  mark  the  choice  they  make,  and  how  they  change, 
How  oft  from  Phoebus  they  do  flee  to  Pan  ; 

Unsettled  still,  like  haggards  wild  they  range. 
These  gentle  birds  that  fly  from  man  to  man  ; 

Who  would  not  scorn  and  snake  them  from  the  fist. 

And  let  them  fly,  fair  fools,  which  way  they  list  ? 

Yet  for  our  sport  we  fawn  smd  flatter  both, 
To  pass  the  time  when  nothing  else  can  please. 

And  train  them  to  our  lure  with  subtle  oath. 
Till,  weary  of  our  wiles,  ourselves  we  ease ; 

And  then  we  say  when  we  their  fancy  tnr. 

To  play  with  fools.  Oh  what  a  fool  was  I. 

£.  Vbrx,  Eakl  of  Oxiobd. 
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168.    WOMAN'S  INCONSTANCY 

I  LOVED  thee  once,  I'll  love  no  more, 
Thine  be  the  grief  as  is  the  blame ; 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  wast  before. 
What  reason  I  should  be  the  same  ? 
He  that  can  love  unloved  again, 
Hath  better  store  of  love  than  brain : 
God  send  me  love  my  debts  to  pay. 
While  unthrifts  fool  their  love  away ! 

Nothing  could  have  my  love  o'erthrown. 

If  tiiou  badst  still  continued  mine ; 
Yea,  if  thou  hadst  remained  thy  own, 
I  might  perchance  have  yet  been  thine. 
But  thou  thy  freedom  didst  recall. 
That,  if  thou  might,  elsewhere  inthrall 
And  then  how  could  I  but  disdain 
A  captive's  captive  to  remain  ? 

When  new  desires  had  conquered  thee. 
And  changed  the  object  of  thy  will. 
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It  bad  been  letiuurgy  in  me. 
Not  oonstaney  to  love  thee  still. 

Yea,  it  bad  been  a  lin  to  go 

And  {woetitute  affection  so. 
Since  we  are  taught  no  prayers  to  aay 
To  such  as  must  to  others  pray. 

Yet  do  thou  glory  in  thy  choice,— 

Thy  choice  of  his  good  fortune  boast ; 
I'll  neither  grieve  nor  yet  rejoice 
To  see  him  gain  what  I  have  lost ; 
The  height  of  my  disdain  shall  be 
To  laiuh  at  him,  to  blush  for  thee ; 
To  luve  thee  still,  but  go  no  more 
A'besdng  to  a  beggar's  door. 

Sib  R.  AYTOir. 


160.    I  DO  CONFESS  THOtPRT  SMOOTH  AND  FAIR 

I  DO  confess  thou'rt  smooth  and  fair. 

And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love  thee  ; 

Had  I  not  found  the  slightest  prayer 
Tliafe  lips  could  speak  had  power  to  move  thee : 

But  I  can  let  thee  now  alone. 

As  worthy  to  be  loved  by  naao. 

I  do  confess  thou'rt  sweet,  jret  find 

Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets, 
Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind. 

That  kisses  everything  it  meets : 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  kissed  by  none. 

The  morning  rose,  that  untouched  stands, 
Armed  with  her  briers,  how  sweet  her  smell ! 

But  plucked,  and  strained  through  ruder  hands. 
Her  sweets  no  longer  with  her  dwell ; 

But  scent  and  beauty  both  are  gone. 

And  leaves  fall  from  her,  one  by  one. 

Such  fate,  ere  long,  vrill  thee  betide. 

When  thou  hast  handled  been  awhile, 
like  sere  flowen>  to  be  thrown  aside  ; 

And  I  will  sigh,  while  some  will  smile, 
To  see  thy  love  for  more  than  one 
Hath  brought  thee  to  be  loved  by  none. 

Sib  B.  Arroir. 
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im    GO  AND  CATCH  A  FALUNO  STAR 

Go  and  catch  a  faUing  itar. 

Get  with  child  a  mandrake  root, 
Teli  me  where  all  past  yean  ar^ 
Or  who  deft  the  Devil's  foot ; 
Teach  me  to  hear  mermaids  singing. 
Or  to  keep  off  envy's  stin^^. 
And  find 
What  wind 
Serves  to  advance  an  honest  mind. 

If  thoa  beest  bom  to  strange  sights. 

Things  invisible  to  see. 
Ride  ten  thousand  days  and  nights 
Till  age  snow  white  hairs  on  thee ; 
Thou,  when  thou  retom'st,  wilt  tell  me 
All  strange  wonders  that  befell  thee. 
And  swear. 
Nowhere 
lives  a  woman  troe  and  fair. 

If  thou  find'st  one,  let  me  know ; 
Such  a  inlgrimage  were  sweet 
Yet  do  not ;  I  would  not  go. 

Though  at  next  door  we  might  meet. 
Though  she  were  true  when  vou  met  her. 
And  Ust  till  you  write  your  letter, 
Yet  she 
WUlbe 
False,  we  I  come,  to  two  or  three. 


J.  Domra. 


171.    A  DEPOSITION  FROM  BEAUTY 

Thouoh  when  I  loved  thee  thou  wert  fair. 

Thou  art  no  longer  so ; 
These  glories  all  the  pride  tlwy  wear 

Unto  opinion  owe. 
Beauties,  like  stars,  in  borrowed  lustre  shine ; 
And  'twas  my  love  that  gave  thee  thine. 

The  flames  that  dwelt  within  thine  eye 

Do  now  with  mine  expire  ; 
Thy  brig hteet  graoee  fade  uid  die 

At  once  inth  my  desire. 
Love's  fires  thus  mutual  influence  return  ; 
Thhie  cease  to  riiine,  when  mine  to  bum. 


A  DEPOSITION  FROM  BEAUTY 

Then,  proud  Celindft,  hope  no  more 

To  be  implored  or  wooed. 
Since  by  thy  aeotn  thoa  doet  restore 

The  wmlth  my  love  bestowed ; 
And  thy  despised  disdain  too  hite  shall  find 
TbiA  none  are  fair  bat  who  are  kind. 
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T.  Stajobt. 


172.      WULTING  BEAUTY 

Inbultino  Beauty !  yoa  misspend 

Those  frowns  npon  your  slave. 
Your  scorn  against  such  rebels  bend 
Who  dare  with  confidence  pretend 
That  other  mres  their  hearts  defend 

From  dl  toe  charms  yon  have. 

Your  conaaeriI^(  eyes  so  partial  are. 

Or  mankind  is  so  dull. 
That  while  I  languish  in  despair 
Many  proud  senseless  hearts  declare 
They  find  you  not  so  killing  fair. 

To  wish  you  mercifuL 

They  an  ingk>rious  freedom  boast» 

I  triumph  in  my  chain ; 
Nor  am  I  anrevei^;ed  thoudi  lost. 
Nor  you  unpunisMd  though  unjust, 
When  I  akme,  who  love  vou  most. 

Am  killed  by  your  disdain. 

J.  WiLMOT,  Eakl  or  RocRism. 


173.    MEDIOCRITY  IN  LOVE  REJECTED 

QiVK  me  more  love,  or  more  disdain ; 

The  torrid  or  the  froien  cone 
Bring  equal  ease  unto  my  pain  ; 

The  temperate  affords  me  none : 
Either  extreme,  of  love  or  hate. 
Is  sweeter  than  a  calm  estate. 

Give  me  a  storm ;  if  it  be  love — 
like  JkakmH  in  tiiat  gokkn  shower, 

I'll  swim  in  pleasure ;  if  it  prove 
Disdain,  that  torrent  will  devour 

My  vulture  hopes ;  and  he 's  possessed 

Of  heaven,  iiuX  's  from  hell  released. 


Then  crown  mv  joys,  or  cure  my  pain ; 
Give  me  more  love,  or  more  disdam. 


T.  Cabsw. 
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174.    MAY'S  LOVE 

Tou  IpTe  ftlU  yoa  ny. 
Round,  beneatii,  above  me : 

Knd  me  thm  Bome  way 
Bettw  than  to  bve  me. 

Me,  too,  dearest  May ! 

O  wc^d-kinng  eyes 

Which  the  Uae  heavau  meh  to ! 
I,  sad,  oTerwise, 

Loathe  the  sweet  looks  dealt  to 
An  things — ^men  and  flies. 

Yoa  love  all,  you  say : 
Thersfora,  Dear,  abate  me 

Just  your  love,  I  pray  I 
Shot  yonr  eyes  and  hate 

Only  me — <air  May ! 


E.  B.  BBowMnro. 


176.    TO 

Whut  I  loved  you,  I  can't  but  allow 
I  had  many  an  exquisite  minute ; 

But  the  scorn  that  1  feel  for  ^roa  now 
Hath  evm  more  luxury  in  it. 

Thus,  whether  we're  un  or  we're  off. 
Some  witebery  seems  to  await  yon ; 

To  bve  you  was  pleasant  enough. 
And,  oh !  'tis  delicious  to  hate  you  I 


T.  MOOBB. 


176.    THAT  WOMEtl  ARE  BUT  MEN'S  SHADOWS 

Follow  a  shadow,  it  still  flies  yon ; 

Seem  to  fly  it,  it  will  pursue : 
So  court  a  mJstrass,  she  denies  you ; 

Let  her  alone,  she  will  court  you. 
Say  are  not  women  truly,  then. 
Styled  but  the  shadows  of  us  men  t 

At  mom  and  even,  shades  ate  longest ; 

At  noon  they  are  or  short  or  none : 
So  men  at  wesJtest,  they  are  strongest. 

But  grant  us  perfect,  tiwy're  not  known. 
Say  are  not  women  traly,  then. 
Styled  but  the  Aadmm  of  ns  men  ? 

Bkt.  Jovsoir. 
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177.    A  PAIR  WELL  MATCHED 

Faib  Iris  I  love  and  hourly  I  di^ 
Bat  not  for  »  lip,  nor  •  laagiiiahiiag  ejre ; 
She 's  Ookle  »nd  falae,  kiKl  there  I  agree. 
For  I  am  aa  false  and  as  fickle  as  she ; 
We  neither  believe  what  either  can  say, 
And  neither  bdieving,  we  neither  betray. 

'Tib  civil  to  swear,  and  to  say  things  of  coarse ; 
We  mean  not  the  taking  for  better  or  worse. 
When  present  we  love,  when  absent  agree ; 
I  think  not  of  Iris,  nor  Iris  of  me : 
The  legend  of  Love  no  couple  can  fiiid 
So  easy  to  part,  or  so  equuly  joined. 

J.  Dbtdih. 


na    A  MATCH 

Ir  love  were  what  the  rose  is, 
And  I  were  like  the  leaf, 

Our  lives  woald  grow  together 

In  sad  or  singing  weather. 

Blown  fields  or  flowwful  closes. 
Green  pleasure  or  grey  grief ; 

If  love  were  what  the  rose  is. 
And  I  were  like  the  leaf. 

If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 

And  love  were  like  the  tune, 
With  double  sound  and  single 
Delight  our  lips  would  mingle. 
With  kisses  glad  as  birds  are 

That  get  sweet  rain  at  noon ; 
If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 
And  love  were  like  the  tune. 

If  you  www  life,  my  darling, 
And  I  your  love  were  death. 

We'd  shine  and  snow  together 

Ere  March  made  sweet  tiw  weather 

With  daffodil  and  starlli^ 
And  hoars  of  fruitful  breath ; 

If  you  were  life,  my  darling. 
And  I  your  love  were  death. 
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A  MATCH 

If  you  were  thrall  to  aorrow. 

And  I  wwe  page  to  joy. 
We'd  i^v  for  Uvea  and  aeaaonB 
With  loTing  looka  and  treasons 
And  tears  of  night  and  morrow 

And  laughs  df  maid  and  boy ; 
If  you  were  thrall  to  sorrow. 

And  I  were  page  to  joy. 

If  you  were  April's  lady. 

And  I  wwe  lord  in  Hay, 
We'd  throw  with  leaves  for  honn 
And  draw  for  day  with  flowers, 
^11  day  like  night  were  shady 

And  night  were  bright  like  day ; 
If  yon  were  April's  lady. 
And  I  wwe  lord  in  Hay. 

If  you  were  queen  of  pleasure. 

And  I  were  king  of  pain. 
We'd  hunt  down  love  ttwether, 
Pluok  out  his  flying-feathw. 
And  teaoh  his  feet  a  measure. 
And  find  bis  mouth  a  rein ; 
If  you  were  queen  of  pleasure. 
And  I  were  king  of  pun. 


A.  C.  SWIHBUBHB. 


179.    NOT,  CEUA,  THAT  I  JUSTER  AM 

Not,  Celia,  that  I  juster  am 

Or  better  than  the  rest ; 
Fo.  I  would  change  each  hour,  like  them. 

Were  not  my  heart  at  rest. 

But  I  am  tied  to  very  thee 

By  every  thought  I  have 
Thy  face  I  only  care  to  see 

'Thy  heart  I  only  crave. 

All  that  in  woman  is  adored 

In  thy  dear  self  I  find — 
For  the  whole  sex  can  but  afford 

The  handsome  and  the  kind. 

Why  then  should  I  seek  further  store. 

And  sUII  make  love  anew  T 
When  change  itself  can  give  no  more, 

'Us  easy  to  be  true. 

Sib  C  Sbdlct. 
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180.     PHILLIS,  MEN  SAY  THAT  ALL  MY  TOWS 

Phi^xis,  men  say  that  all  my  towb 

Ate  to  thy  fortune  paid  ; 
Alas  !  mv  heart  he  little  knows. 

Who  thinks  my  lore  a  trade. 

Were  I  of  all  these  woods  the  lord. 

One  berry  from  thy  hand 
More  real  pleasure  would  afford 

Than  all  my  large  command. 

My  humble  lore  has  learned  to  lire 

On  what  the  nicest  maid. 
Without  a  conscious  blush,  may  give 

Beneath  the  myrtle  shade. 

Sib  C.  Skdlbt. 


181.    OCT  UPON  IT,  I  HAVE  LOVED 

Out  upon  it,  I  have  loved 
Three  whole  days  together  ! 

And  am  like  to  love  tluee  more^ 
If  it  prove  lair  weather. 

Time  shall  moult  away  his  wings 

£2re  he  shall  discover 
In  the  whole  wide  world  again 

Such  a  constant  lover. 

But  the  spite  on't  is,  no  praise 

Is  due  at  all  to  me : 
Love  with  me  had  made  no  stays* 

Had  it  any  been  but  she. 

Had  it  any  been  but  she. 

And  that  very  face, 
There  had  been  at  least  ere  this 

A  dozen  dozen  in  her  place. 


Sib  J.  ScroKLurck 


182.    PERJURY 

I  LOVBD  thee,  beautiful  and  kind. 

And  plighted  an  eternal  vow  ; 
So  altered  are  thy  face  and  mind, 

"Twere  perjury  to  love  thee  now. 

R.  NuoKMT,  Eabl  Nuqbkt. 
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183.    THE  MBRIT  OF  INCONSTANCY 

Why  doit  tiioa  a»y  I  un  f arsworn. 

Since  thiiw  I  vowod  to  be  T 
Lady,  it  is  alnady  morn ; 

It  WW  laat  night  I  awore  to  thee 

Th»t  fond  impowibility. 

Yet  have  I  loved  thee  well,  and  long ; 
A  tadiooi  twelye-hoan'  ipaoe ! 

I  ehoold  all  other  beantiee  wrong. 
And  rob  thee  of  a  new  embraoe^ 
Did  I  still  doat  apon  that  face. 


R.  LoTXLAoa. 


184.    CARPE  DIEM 

It  is  not,  Cdia,  in  your  power 

To  sav  how  long  our  love  will  last ; 
It  may  be  we,  within  this  hour. 

Hay  lose  those  ioys  we  now  do  taste : 
The  blessed,  who  iimnortal  be, 
nrom  change  of  loTe  ore  only  free. 

Then,  since  we  mortal  lovers  are. 

Ask  not  how  long  our  love  will  last ; 
But,  while  it  does,  let  us  take  care 

Each  minute  be  with  pleasure  passed. 
Were  it  not  madness  to  deny 
To  live,  because  we're  sure  to  die  ? 

Fear  not,  though  love  and  beauty  fail. 

My  reason  suJl  my  heart  direct : 
Your  kindness  now  snail  then  prevail. 

And  passion  turn  into  respect. 
Celia,  at  worst,  jrou'Il  in  the  end 
But  change  a  lover  for  a  friend. 

Sib  Q.  Ethbbeos. 


185.    I  PROMISED  SYLVIA 

I  PBOMisiD  Sylvia  to  be  true. 
Nay,  out  of  secU  I  swore  it  too ; 
And  that  she  might  believe  me  mwe 
Gave  her  in  wiit^  what  I  swore. 

Not  vows  nor  oaths  can  lovers  bind  ; 
So  long  as  blessed  so  long  they're  kind. 
Twas  in  a  leaf  I    The  wind  but  blew  ; 
Away  both  leaf  and  promise  flew. 

J.  WiuioT,  Eabl  or  RocanruL 
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186.    LOVE  AND  LIFE 

Au.  my  pMt  life  is  mine  no  more ; 

The  flying  boon  are  gone. 
Like  trandtory  dreMoe  ^iven  o'er, 
Wliose  images  are  kept  in  store 

By  memory  alone. 

The  time  that  is  to  come,  is  not ; 

How  can  it  then  be  mine  ? 
The  present  moment 's  aU  my  lot ; 
And  that,  as  fast  aa  it  is  got, 

PbiUis,  is  only  thine. 

Then  talk  not  of  inoonstancy. 

False  hearts,  and  bnAen  tows  t 
If  I  by  miraele  oan  be 
This  live-loBg  mhrate  true  to  thee, 

Tis  aU  that  Heavm  aUow8. 

J.  WiLMOT,  Earl  or  Bocbbrkb. 


187.    A  HUE  AND  CRY  AFTER  FAIR  AMORET 

Faib  Amoret  is  gone  astray ! 

Pursue  and  seek  her,  every  lover  ! 
ni  tell  tiie  signs  by  which  you  may 

The  wandering  shepherdess  discover. 
Ooqnet  and  coy  at  once  her  air. 

Both  studied,  though  both  seem  neglected : 
Oaieless  she  is,  with  artful  oaie ; 

Affecting  to  seem  unaffected. 

With  skill,  her  eyes  dut  every  glance ; 

Yet  change  so  soon,  you'd  neTer  suspect  them : 
For  she'd  persuade,  they  wound  by  chance ; 

Though  certain  aim  and  art  direct  them. 

She  likes  herseli  yet  others  hates 

For  that  whicL  in  herself  she  prizes. 
And,  while  she  laughs  at  Uiem,  forgets 

She  is  the  thing  that  she  despises. 

W.  OOMQBXVX. 


188.    I  LATELY  VOWED,  BUT  'TWAS  IN  HASTE 

I  LATBLT  vowed,  but  'twas  in  haste. 

That  I  no  more  woukl  court 
The  Joys  «^ich  seem  when  they  are  past 

As  dull  as  they  are  short. 


120     I  LATELY  VOWED,  BUT  'TWAS  IN  HASTE 


I  oft  to  hate  my  mistccM  •wear, 
Bnt  soon  my  vmIomm  find : 

I  make  my  oathe  when  «he  '■  MTwe, 
But  Iweak  them  whm  ihe  '■  kind. 


J.  0U>1CIX0H. 


189.    ONE  TEAR  AQO 

(hn  year  ago  my  path  wae  green, 
Mv  footstep  liriit,  my  l»ow  aerene ; 
Alas !  and  could  it  have  been  so 
One  year  ago  ? 

There  is  a  love  that  is  to  hut 
When  the  hot  days  of  youth  are  past : 
Such  love  did  a  sweet  maid  bestow 
One  year  ago. 

I  took  a  leaflet  from  her  braid 
And  gave  it  to  anotiier  mauL 
Love  t  brokm  should  hare  been  thy  bow 
One  year  ago. 

W.  S. 


Lavdob. 


190.    THE  STORY  OF  PHOEBUS  AND  DAPHNE  APPLIED 

Thtbsis,  a  ^uth  of  the  insjHrM  train. 
Fair  Sacharusa  loved,  but  loved  in  vain : 
like  Phoebus  sung  the  no  less  amorous  boy ; 
Like  Daphne  she,  as  lovely,  and  as  coy  I 
^th  numboB  he  the  flying  nymph  pursues ; 
With  numbers,  such  as  Phoebus'  self  might  use  ! 
Such  is  the  chase,  when  Love  and  Fancy  leads, 
O'w  craggy  mountains,  and  through  flowery  meads 
Invoked  to  testify  the  lover's  care. 
Or  form  some  image  of  his  cruel  fair. 
Urged  with  his  fu^,  like  a  wounded  deer, 
O'w  these  he  fled ;  and  now  apiwoaching  near. 
Had  reached  the  nymph  with  his  harmonious  lay. 
Whom  all  his  charms  could  not  incline  to  stay. 
Yet,  what  he  sung  in  his  immcntal  strain. 
Though  unsuccessful,  was  not  sung  in  vain : 
All,  but  the  nymph  who  should  redress  his  wrong. 
Attend  his  pas»on,  and  approve  his  song ; 
like  Phoebus  thus,  acquiring  unsought  praise. 
He  oatohed  at  love,  and  filled  his  arms  with  bays. 

E.  WAixn. 
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191.    POETRY  AND  LOVB 

Cabsnus  niMiy  tttagi  Iwd  writ : 
VuMasa  mtMdi  aatoemed  ha  wit. 
And  odled  for  his  Poetie  Worka : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  aaorat  lurln ; 
And  while  the  book  wm  in  her  hand. 
The  orohin  from  his  priTate  stand 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  aB  his  straneth 
A  dart  of  snoh  prodigious  length. 
It  pierced  thefeebtoToiomethiough, 
And  deep  transfixed  Imr  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rest. 
Stock  to  the  point  that  pierced  her  bttMst. 
And,  home  direotiy  to  her  heart. 
With  pains  unknown  increased  her  smart. 


J.  Swm*. 


182.    PROUD  WORD  YOU  NEVER  SPOKE 

Pbocd  word  you  never  spoke,  but  you  will  speak 
Four  not  exempt  from  pride  some  future  day. 

Kesting  on  one  white  hand  a  warm  wet  cheek 
Over  my  opm  volume  you  will  say. 
This  man  loved  me/'  then  rise  and  trip  away. 

W.  S.  Labsob. 


193.    THE  POET 

Fbom  witty  men  and  mad 
All  poetry  conception  had. 

No  sires  but  these  will  poetry  admit : 
Madness  or  wit. 

This  definition  poetry  doth  fit  : 
It  is  witty  madness,  or  mad  wit. 

Only  these  two  poetic  heat  admits : 

A  witty  man,  or  one  that '»  oat  of 's  wits. 

T.  RAin>oLPB. 
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194.    THE  FEMALE  PHAETON 

Thus  Kitty,  beautiful  and  Toung, 

And  wild  as  oolt  untamed. 
Bespoke  the  fair  from  whence  she  sprung. 

With  little  rage  inOamed  : 

Inflamed  with  rage  at  sad  restraint. 

Which  wise  mamma  ordained. 
And  sorely  vexed  to  play  tb'  saint. 

Whilst  wit  and  beauty  reigned. 

*  Shall  I  thumb  holy  books,  confined 

With  Abigails,  forsaken  ? 
Kitty  *s  for  other  things  designed. 
Or  I  am  much  mistaken. 

-  Must  Lady  Jennv  frisk  about. 

And  visit  with  ber  cousins  T 
At  balls  must  she  make  all  the  rout. 

And  bring  home  hearts  by  dozens  7 

*  What  has  she  better,  pray,  than  1 1 

What  hidden  charms  to  boast. 
That  all  mankind  for  her  should  die. 
Whilst  I  am  scarce  a  toast  ? 

'Dearest  mamma,  for  once  let  mOi 

Unchained,  my  fortune  try ; 
ril  have  my  Earl  as  well  as  she. 

Or  know  the  reason  why. 

*  I'll  soon  with  Jenny's  pride  quit      re. 

Make  all  her  lovers  fall : 
They'll  grieve  I  was  not  loosed  1    ^jre ; 
She,  I  was  loosed  at  all  I ' 

Fondness  prevuled,— mamma  gave  way : 

Kitty,  at  heart's  desire. 
Obtained  the  chariot  for  a  day. 

And  set  the  world  on  fire. 


M.  Pbiob. 


105.    ARCADIA 

Thk  sun  was  now  withdrawn. 
The  shepherds  home  were  sped ; 

The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawn 
Her  silver  mantle  spread ; 


ARCADIA 

When  Drmon  st»^  behind. 

And  sauntered  in  the  groTc. 
'  Will  ne'er  a  njmjii  be  kind, 

And  give  me  iove  for  lore  ? 

'  O  !  those  were  golden  hours. 

When  Love,  devoid  of  cares. 
In  all  Arcadia's  bowers 

Lodged  nymphs  and  swains  by  pain ; 
But  now  from  wood  and  plain 

Flies  every  sprightly  lass ; 
No  joys  for  me  remain, 

In  shades,  or  on  the  grass.* 

The  winsM  boy  draws  near. 

And  thus  the  swain  reproves : 
'  While  Beauty  revelled  here. 

lify  game  Uy  in  the  groves ; 
At  Court  I  never  fail 

To  scatter  round  my  arrows ; 
Men  fait  as  thick  as  hail, 

And  maidens  love  like  sparrows. 

*  Then,  swain,  if  me  you  need, 

Straieht  lay  your  sheep-hook  down ; 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed. 

And  haste  away  to  town. 
So  well  I'm  known  at  Court, 

None  ask  where  Cupid  dwells ; 
But  readily  resort 

To  Bellendens  or  Lepels.* 


12S 


J.  Gat. 


196.    PRUDERY 

AirSWSB  TO  THE  FOLLOWINO  QUESTIOK  Or  MbS.  HOWX 

What  is  Prudery  ?    'Tis  a  beldam, 
Seen  with  wit  and  beauty  seldom. 
'Tis  a  fear  that  starts  at  shadows. 
'Tis  (no  'tisn't)  like  Miss  Meadows. 
'Tis  a  virgin  hard  of  feature. 
Old,  and  void  of  all  good-nature ; 
Lean  and  fretful ;  would  seem  wise ; 
Yet  pla3re  the  fool  before  she  dies: 
'Tis  an  ugly  envious  shrew 
That  rails  at  dear  Lepel  and  you. 


A.  POPB. 
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107.    ON  A  CERTAIN  LADY  AT  COURT 
[Hk^rtxtta  Howabo,  Cotrnms  or  Snitout] 

I  KNOW  the  tiung  that  '•  most  unoommon 

[I..  7j,  be  lilent,  mad  attend) ; 
)  knc     a  reasonable  wanan, 

iTi  n  laome  and  wittj,  yet  a  friend. 

?'  u  V."  iped  hv  paasion,  awed  by  nunonr. 

Not  ^prave  toroagh  pride,  or  gay  tiwough  foHy ; 
A-  ^v;>i  il  miztu'.e  of  good  hnmoor, 
T  >'  ..maiUv ooft  mdancholy. 

^la*  6ib  ii-!  w^J'-  „hen,'  Envy  aaya,  *  Sir  t  * 
V'ffi     rto  b .,,  one,  I  most  aver ; 
Whe,.  all  *i  rf  .rorld  conpiree  to  praise  her. 
The  woi.  \n  s  deaf,  and  does  not  bear  I 

A.  Pops. 


198.    A  LONG  STORY 

In  Britain's  isie,  no  matter  where. 
An  ancient  pile  of  buildings  stuids : 

The  Hantiiu^ons  and  Hattons  there 
Employed  the  power  of  fairy  hands 

To  raise  the  ceiling's  fretted  hdsfat. 
Each  panel  in  achievements  cTothini^ 

Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light. 
And  passages,  that  lead  to  notUng. 

Full  oft  within  the  spacious  walls. 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him. 

My  grave  Lord-Keeper  led  the  brawls : 
The  Seal  and  Maoes  danced  before  fainu 

Hk  bushy  beard,  and  shoe-strings  green. 
His  high-orowned  hat,  and  satin-doublet. 

Moved  the  stout  heart  of  Endand's  Queen, 
Thoai^  Pope  and  Spaniard  oould  not  trouble  it. 

What,  in  the  very  first  beginning  ! 

Shame  of  the  versifying  tribe  ! 
Your  History  whither  are  yon  spinning  ? 

Can  you  do  nothing  but  describe  T 

A  house  there  is  (and  that 's  enough), 
fVora  whence  one  fatid  mwning  issues 

A  brace  of  warriors,  not  in  boff. 

But  rustling  in  their  silks  and  tissues. 


A  LONG  STORY 

The  fine  oune  omp-^fia  from  Fnuwe, 

Her  ooaqoM^  dortinjr  folfiHii^, 
Whom  meMwr  wimtiM  «ye  aainnoe. 

And  vainly  »pe  h«r  ut  of  kiUing. 

The  otiier  Afnawn  kind  HMven 
Had  anned  with  spirit,  wit,  and  satire : 

But  Cobham  had  the  polish  oitmi. 
And  tipped  her  utows  witi  good-nature. 

To  celebrate  her  eyes,  her  air— 
Coaoe  panegyrics  woaU  bat  teaze  her. 

Mehasa  is  her  nam  de  guerre. 
Alas,  who  woaU  not  wish  to  please  her  I 

With  bonnet  Une  and  eapaeJr.c, 
And  aprons  laag  they  hid  iii^jt  armour. 

And  vdled  their  weapmis  bright  and  keen 
In  pity  to  the  coontry-famier. 

Fame  in  the  shape  of  Mr.  P 1 

(By  this  time  aU  the  Parkh  know  it) 

Had  tdd  that  thenabouts  there  lurked 
A  wicked  imp  they  call  a  Pbet, 

Who  prowled  the  country  t»r  and  near. 
Bewitched  the  children  of  the  peasants. 

Dried  up  the  cows,  and  lamed  tiw  deer. 
And  sucked  the  ^gs,  and  kiUad  the  pheasants. 

My  lady  heard  their  joint  petition. 

Swore  by  l^r  coronet  and  ermine. 
She'd  kaue  out  her  high  commissicm 

To  rid  the  manor  of  such  vermin. 

The  hennnes  undertook  the  task. 

Through  lanes  unknown,  o'er  stiles  fhey  ventured, 
R^ped  at  the  door,  nor  stayed  to  ask. 

But  bounce  into  the  parlour  entered. 

The  trembling  family  they  daunt. 
They  flirt,  they  sing,  they  laugh,  they  tattle. 

Rummage  his  mothw,  pinch  his  aunt. 
And  up  stairs  in  a  whirlwind  rattle. 

Each  hole  and  cupboard  they  exntore. 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  his  chamba:. 

Run  hurry-skurry  round  the  fkxx. 
And  o'er  the  bed  and  testei  damb«. 
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A  LONG  STORY 

Into  the  drawen  aod  diuM  pry, 
Flapen  and  books,  »  huge  imbroglio  1 

Undw  »  teft-oop  be  migbt  Ue, 
Or  oreeaed,  uke  dogi^en,  in  a  folio. 

On  tbe  fizit  mMohing  ot  the  troop 
The  Mmm,  hopele«  of  hii  pwlon. 

Conveyed  him  underneath  their  hoope 
To  a  imall  oloaet  in  the  garden. 

So  Romoar  says.  (Who  will,  bdieve.) 
Bot  that  they  left  the  door  a-jar. 

Where,  aafs  and  laughing  in  hia  sleeyef 
He  heard  the  diitant  cun  of  war. 


Short  waa  hk  joy.    He  Uttle  knew 
Tbe  power  of  magio  waa  no  fable. 

Out  of  Uie  window,  whisk,  they  flew, 
But  left  a  speU  upon  tint  Uble. 

The  words  too  eager  to  unriddle 
The  Poet  felt  a  strange  disuder : 

Transparent  birdlime  funned  the  middle. 
And  ohains  invisiUe  the  b<«der. 

So  ouni^  waa  the  apparatus. 

The  powJBrf  ul  pothooks  did  so  move  him. 
That  will  he,  nil!  he,  to  the  great  house 

He  went,  as  if  the  Devil  drove  him. 

Yet  on  hia  way  (no  aign  of  graoe. 
For  folka  in  fear  are  apt  to  pray) 

To  Rioebus  he  preferred  hk  case, 
And  begged  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

The  Godhead  woukl  have  backed  his  quarrel, 
^t  with  a  blush  on  reooilectioa 

Owned,  that  his  quiver  and  his  laurel 
'Gainst  four  suoh  eyes  were  ik>  protection. 

The  oourt  was  aat,  the  culprit  thore ; 

Forth  from  tb^  gloomy  maiwiona  creeping 
The  Lady  Janea  and  Joana  repair. 

And  from  the  gallery  atand  peeping  t 

Suoh  aa  in  ailenoe  of  the  night 

CoB»  (sweep)  aiosg  some  wiodiBg  &atry 
(Styaok  haa  often  aeen  the  eight) 

Or  at  the  ehapel-door  ataod  aratry ; 
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In  peaked  hoodi  and  mantlee  tarniihed. 
Sour  Tingee,  eiuwgfa  to  ■oare  ye, 

Hu^  dunes  of  honour  onoe,  that  garnished 
The  drawing-room  of  fieroe  Queen  Mary  I 

The  peerew  oomei.    The  aodienoe  stare. 
And  doff  thdr  hatt  with  due  submiauon : 

She  curtuee,  ae  she  takes  her  chair. 
To  all  the  people  of  condition. 

The  bard  with  many  an  artful  fib 

Had  in  imagination  fenced  him. 
Disproved  the  arguments  of  Squib 

And  all  that  Groom  ooukl  uige  against  li»t»!. 

But  soon  his  rhetoric  forsook  him. 
When  he  tiie  solemn  hall  had  seen: 

A  sud^a  fit  <a  ague  shook  him. 
He  stood  as  mute  as  poor  M««|titnfL 

Yet  something  he  was  heard  to  mutter. 
How  in  the  park  beneath  an  oU-tzw 
(Without  design  to  hurt  the  butter. 
Or  any  malice  to  the  poultry), 

*  He  once  or  twice  had  penned  a  sonnet ; 

Yet  hoped  thai  he  migfatsaTe  his  bacon: 
Numbers  would  give  their  oaths  upon  it, 
He  ne'er  was  for  a  coQJurer  taken.' 

The  ghosUv  prudes  with  haggard  face 
Already  bMl  condemned  tEe  sinner. 

^ll^^.V^  ^nd  with  a  grace . . . 
She  smiled,  and  bid  him  cmne  to  dinner. 

*  JesuMaria !  Madam  Bridget, 

Why,  what  can  the  Vkoountess  mean  ?  * 
(Cried  the  square  hoods  in  woful  fidget) 
'  The  times  are  altered  quite  and  dean  I 

*  Decorum 's  turned  to  mere  civility ; 

Her  air  and  aU  her  manners  show  it 
Commend  me  to  her  aflability  1 
Speak  to  a  Cmnmonor  %nd  Boet  1  * 

[HtnS0O8kuumianlotL^ 

And  to  Qod  save  our  noble  King, 
And  guard  us  firom  k»ir.win£d  lubbsn, 

T^at  to  £tenuty  would  sing. 
And  keep  my  Lady  framher  rubbwk 
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190.    GOOD-NIGHT  TO  THE  SEASON 
So  nuM  tlM  meld  imnj.~Htmht. 

GooD-moHT  to  the  Se—on !    Tb  otw  ! 

Qaj  dwalUoa  no  longer  «re  gey ; 
The  ooartkr,  the  gMnUer,  the  kyrer. 

Are  eoettewd  Un  emllowe  ewey : 
There  '■  nobody  left  to  invUe  one 

Exoept  my  good  nnele  end  spooBe 
My  mistraM  k  bathing  et  Brighton, 

My  petron  ieieittng  i^  Conee : 
For  went  of  •  better  eotjognoMnt, 

Till  Ponto  and  Dob  oea  girt  oat, 
rn  cohiTate  rorel  enjojrment. 

And  angle  immenniy  lor  troafe. 

Good-ni|^t  to  tiw  Seeeon  I  the  lobfafae. 

Their  ohengH,  and  raiaoaie  of  duuqp, 
Whidi  startled  the  roetio  Sir  Bobbiea, 

And  made  aH  the  Biehope  kxrii  atnuagB ; 
The  breaehee,  and  battiae,  and  biondea, 

Farf orowd  by  the  GMnmone  and  Paen ; 
The  Marqde'e  ekMouit  bhndeni, 

The  Baronet's  eloquent  ears ; 
Denoonoingi  of  Piapiets  and  treaaone, 

Of  locdgn  dominion  and  oate; 
Mierepraentationa  of  wiaiinni, 

And  mirandMitandingi  of  notes. 

Good-driit  to  the  Season  i— the  boilcUngi 

Enoopi  to  make  laigo  siok ; 
The  jpainthqgi^  and  idasterinn,  and  gUdings 

Of^itaooo,  ud  marUe,  ana  brick ; 
nw  <»dcn  delioioasly  blended. 

From  love  of  dleot,  into  one  ; 
The  dab-hooass  onlv  intended. 

The  P^btoes  only  begun ; 
The  hMi,  where  tu  fiend  in  his  glory 

Sits  staring  at  putty  and  stones. 
And  soramMsa  from  story  to  stor>. 

To  rattle  i^  midnitfit  his  bones. 

Good-ddit  to  the  Season  l-4he  danoes. 

The  fiUiiv  of  hot  little  rooms. 
The  glandnoi  of  n^^orous  glances, 

Ihe  fancjnngi  of  fancy  oostomes ; 
The  pisssnrss  whieh  iaiAioa  makes  duties. 

The  praisiiMi  of  fiddles  and  flutes. 
The  luxnrv  M  lookiBg  at  Beauties, 

Ihe  tedlam  of  tallung  to  mates ; 
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The  female  dipl<»n»taste,  plannen 
Of  matches  tor  laora  and  Jane ; 

The  ice  of  her  Ladyship's  manneiB, 
The  ioe  of  his  Lcndship's  champagne. 

Good-ni^t  to  tbo  Season  !— the  nges 

I«d  off  by  the  ohiefii  of  the  throns. 
The  Lady  Matilda's  new  pages. 

The  Lady  Etisa's  new  song ; 
Miss  Fennel's  macaw,  which  at  Boodle's 

Was  hdd  to  have  sometiiing  to  say ; 
Mms  Splmetic's  musical  poodles. 

Which  bark  *  Batti  BaUi '  all  day ; 
The  pony  Sir  Araby  spcNrted, 

As  hot  and  as  Mack  as  a  coal. 
And  the  Lion  his  mother  imported. 

In  beankins  and  grease  from  the  Pole. 

Good-ni^t  to  the  Season  !— the  Toso, 

So  very  majestto  and  tiUl ; 
Miss  Ayton,  whose  singing  was  so-4o. 

And  Ftata,  divinest  of  all ; 
The  labour  in  vain  of  the  baUet. 

So  sadly  defidant  in  stars ; 
The  f (Mwignen  " 
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•.  L.  V. 
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TlM  loae  where  some  heiress  (how  UUins !) 

Environed  with  ezqnlsitas  sits, 
Tiie  k>velv  one  oat  of  her  diiUing, 

The  silly  ones  oat  of  their  wite. 

Good-nioht  to  the  Season  !— the  spteodour 

TtuA  beamed  in  the  Spuoish  Baiaar ; 
Where  I  parohaeed— my  heart  was  so  tender- 

A  card-case,  a  pasteboard  guitar, 
A  bottle  of  perfume,  a  girdle, 

A  lithographed  Riego,  full-grown, 
Whom  bigotry  drew  on  a  hurdle 

That  artists  might  draw  him  on  stone : 
A  small  pan(Hrama  of  Seville, 

A  trap  tm  demolUiing  flies, 
A  caricature  of  the  Devil. 

And  a  look  from  Miss  Sheridan's  eyes. 

Oood-ni|^t  to  the  Season  !— the  flowers 

Of  the  grand  horticultural  fete, 
Whea  botidoin  were  quitted  fur  bowwe, 

And  the  fashion  was— not  to  be  late ; 
When  all  who  had  money  and  Msoie 

Grew  nual  o'er  ices  and  wines. 


■HitaBii 
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GOOD-NIOHT  TO  THE  SEASON 

AU  pkMMitlT  toiling  for  pleMiire, 

All  hungrily  jwiing  for  pines. 
And  making  of  beaotiful  speeohes. 

And  muring  of  beautiful  thowB, 
And  feedin**  on  deiioate  peaches. 

And  teeading  on  delioato  toes. 

Good-nig^t  to  the  Season  !— Another 

Will  come,  with  its  trifles  and  toys. 
And  hurry  away,  like  iia  brother. 

In  sunuiine,  and  odour,  and  noise. 
WU  it  oome  with  a  rose  or  a  brier  T 

Will  it  come  witii  a  hlmsins  or  curse  ? 
Will  its  bonnets  be  lower  or  hi^w  ? 

Wdl  its  morals  be  better  or  wmse  T 
Will  it  find  me  grown  thinner  or  fatter. 

Or  fonder  ot  wrong  at  of  rif^t. 
Or  married — ot  buried  ? — no  matter : 

Qood-night  to  tb?  Season— good-night ! 

W.  IL  Pluia 


200.    VERS  DE  SOafiTfi 

TtauB,  pay  it,  James  I  'tis  ehsMriy  earned ; 

My  oonsdenoe  i  how  one's  oamnan  ehaiges  I 
But  never  mind,  so  I'm  returned 

Safe  to  my  native  street  of  darges. 
Fvejust  an  nonr  toe  one  cigar 

(What  style  these  BeinM  have,  and  what  ash  !) 
One  hour  to  watch  the  evening  star 

With  just  one  Cura^ao-and-potash. 

Ah  me  i  that  face  beneath  the  leaves 

And  bkMBoms  of  its  piquant  bonnet  I 
Who  wouM  have  thought  that  forty  thieves 

Of  years  had  lakl  tlwir  fingers  on  it ! 
Could  you  have  managed  to  enchant 

At  Lord's  to-day  old  lovers  sim[de, 
Had  Robbw  Time  not  played  gallant, 

And  spared  you  every  youthful  dimi^e ! 

That  Robbsr  bdd,  like  oourtisr  Oaudto, 

Who  danoed  tiie  gay  coranto  jesting, 
Byyour  bri^t  beauty  charmed  and  awed, 

Has  bowed  and  paHed  you  nnmoiesting. 
No  feet  of  many-irinteced  crows 

Have  traced  about  vour  eyes  a  wrinkle ; 
Your  sonny  hair  has  thawed  the  snows 

Diat  other  bsMls  with  silver  sprinUa. 


VERS  DE  SOClETfi 

I  woadet  il  that  pur  of  glovM 

I  won  of  you  you'll  ever  pay  me  ! 
I  wonder  if  our  early  loves 

Were  wise  or  foolish,  ooosin  Amy  ? 
I  wooder  if  our  childish  tiff 

Now  seems  to  you,  Hke  me,  a  blunder  I 
1  wondrar  if  you  wonder  if 

I  ever  wonder  if  you  wonder. 

I  wonder  if  you'd  think  it  bliss 

Once  more  to  be  the  fashion's  leader  I 
I  wwder  if  the  tiiok  of  this 

Escapes  the  unsuspecting  reader  I 
And  as  tor  him  who  does  w  can 

DeUght  in  it,  I  wonder  whether 
He  knows  that  almost  any  man 

Cioukl  reel  it  off  by  yards  togethw ! 

I  wonder  if-    What 's  that  t  a  knock  ? 

Is  that  you,  James?  Eht  What  T  God  bless  me ! 
How^hM  flown!    It's  eight  o'clock,    """"• 

And  hens  my  feUow  come  to  dress  me. 
Be  quick,  or  I  iku  be  the  guest 

Whom  Lady  Ifaiy  never  paidoos; 

47^  y'"'*  "'•*»«^  to  do  your  best 

To  save  the  soup  at  GrosvencMr  Gardms. 

H.  D.  Tbailu 
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201.    THE  ARCHERY  MEETING 
Ta«  Archery  meeting  is  fixed  for  the  third  : 
The  fuss  that  It  causes  is  truly  absurd : 
I  ve  bought  summer  bonnets  for  Rosa  and  Bess 
And  now  I  must  buy  each  an  archery  dress  !      ' 
Without  a  graen  suit  they  woukl  blush  to  be  seen 
And  poor  Uttle  Rosa  loob  horrid  in  gre^  !  ' 

Poor  fat  little  Rosa  I  she 's  shooting  all  day  ! 
She  sends  forth  an  arrow  expertly,  thev  sav  • 
?«i  ?  *«rf«>'«  »»>•»  with  eSn  shJ  wiJis, 
And  "be  aeems  to  me  getting  such  muscular  arms ; 
And  If  she  should  hit,^twere  as  wdl  if  she  missed, 
ftize  bracelets  could  never  be  clasped  on  her  wri^t ! 

Dear  Bess  with  her  desant  figure  and  face, 
Looks  quite  a  IXana,  tSTaueei)  of  the  pb^ ; 
But  as  for  the  shooting-^  never  ta^s^ ; 

She  doats  on  fHrtatfam— bat  oh  I  by  the  by    ^^ 
TwM  awkwwxi  her  shootii^  out  Mm.  Vliat'seyel 
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They've  made  my  poor  hosband  an  ardter  elect ; 
He  dreaaee  the  part  with  prodigious  effect ; 
A  pair  of  nankeens,  with  a  belt  round  Ids  waist. 
And  a  quiva*  of  course  in  which  arrows  are  placed ; 
And  a  bow  in  his  hand— oh  !  he  looks  of  all  UiingB 
Like  a  corpulent  Cuind  bereft  of  his  wingi ! 

They  dance  on  the  lawn,  and  we  mothers,  alas  I 
Must  sit  <m  camp  stools  with  our  feet  in  the  grass ; 
My  Rosa  and  Bessy  no  partners  attract  I 
The  Archery  men  are  aU  crou  Beaux  in  fact ! 
Among  the  young  ladus  some  hUa  there  may  be. 
Bat  stiU  at  my  elbow  two  miaaea  I  see. 

T.  H.  Batly. 


202.    DIXIT,  ET  IN  MENSAM  — 
(Itai  Sorara  is  a  Picmc,  and  Mb.  Jobbph  vm  Claphax  vnmntas  to 

THOnC  THAT  HIS  FlAXOia,  THB  U>yHLT  BKAHAVIXIA,  18  A  LITTLB 
TOO  VAST) 

Mow  don't  look  so  dam  and  so  sanctified,  please, 
For  fdks,  eomme  U  JaiU,  sir,  are  alwa^  »t  ease ; 
How  dare  you  suggiMt  tiiat  my  talk  is  too  free  ? 
II  t»'e«(  jamaia  de  mal  e»  b<m  eompagnie. 

Must  I  shut  up  my  eyes  when  I  ride  in  the  Park ; 
Or  pray  would  you  like  me  to  ride  after  dark  T 
If  not,  Mr.  Prim,  I  shall  say  what  I  see, 
II  n'eat  jamaia  de  mal  cm  bon  eompagnie. 

What  harm  am  I  speaking,  you  stupd  old  Nurse  T 
I'm  sure  Papa's  newspaper  tells  us  much  worse. 
He 's  a  cler^man,  too,  are  you  stricter  than  he  T 
II  n'eat  jamaia  de  mal  en  bon  eompagnie. 

I  knew  who  it  was,  and  I  said  so,  that 's  all ; 

I  said  who  went  round  to  her  box  from  his  stall. 
Pray  what  is  your  next  prohilution  to  be  t 

//  n'eat  jamaia  de  mal  en  bon  eompagnie. 

'  My  grandmother  would  not  '—Oh.  would  not,  indeed  T 
Just  read  Horace  Walpole — Yes,  sir,  I  «io  read. 
Besides,  what 's  my  grandmother's  buckram  to  me  T 

II  n'eat  jamaia  de  mM  en  bon  eompagnie. 

'  I  sj»?d  it  before  that  old  r<mi.  Lord  Gadde ; ' 
That 's  a  story,  he'd  gone ;  and  what  harm  if  I  had  T 
He  has  known  me  for  years— from  a  baby  of  three. 
II  n'eat  jamaia  de  mal  en  bon  eompagnie. 
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Toa  go  to  you  Gob  (and  tiik  n»kM  me  m  wild). 
There  you  emoke  and  yon  dudw,  nuui,  woman,  and  ohild  • 
Bat  Tm  not  to  know  tliete  '■  mich  peofde  aa  ahe— 
Jl  n'ett  jamait  de  mat  m  bom  eompagnie. 

It  *s  all  your  own  fault ;  the  Academy,  air, 
Yoa  wh&pwd  to  PhUip,  *  No,  no,  it  "'a  not  her,— 
Sir  Edwin  wonld  hardly '—I  heard,  moii  ami  ; 
II  n'M  jamais  demalenbon  eompagnie. 

Well  there,  Tm  quite  «»ry ;  now,  stop  looking  haughty, 
Ot  must  I  kneel  down  on  my  kneea  and  say  '  naughty  '^t 
There!    Get  me  a  peach,  and  I  wish  you'd  agree 
llnett  jamaia  iUmalmb<m  eompagnie. 

C.  W.  Santunr  Bboou. 


208.    THE  CHAPERON 

Tau  my  ohapenm  to  the  play- 
She  thinks  she 's  taking  me — 

And  the  gilded  youth  yiho  owns  tiie  box, 
A  proud  young  man  is  he. 

But  bow  wouU  bis  young  heart  be  hurt 
If  he  otRild  only  koow 
That  not  for  bk  sweet  sake  I  go. 
Nor  yet  to  see  the  teifling  show; 

But  to  see  my  chaperon  flirt 

Her  eyes  beneath  her  snowy  hair 
l%ey  sparkle  young  as  mine ; 

Thwe^B  scarce  a  wrinkle  in  her  hand 
So  delicate  and  fine. 

And  when  my  chaperon  is  seen, 
They  come  from  ererywhwe — 
The  dear  old  boys  with  silvery  hair. 
With  old-time  grace  and  old-time  air. 

To  greet  thur  old-time  queen. 

They  bow  as  my  young  Midas  here 
Will  never  learn  to  bow 

(The  dandns-maaters  do  not  teach 
That  oraoioas  reveimice  now) ; 

With  vc^ws  qnaverii^  just  a  bit. 
They  ^y  dieir  okl  parts  thiou{^. 
They  talk  of  fdk  who  med  to  woo, 
Of  hearts  that  broke  in  'fifty-two— 

Now  none  the  worse  for  it. 


From  Po«m»  0/  H. 
Bcribnsr'B  Stms. 
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And  M  thoM  afM  orioketi  ohirp 
I  w»tdi  my  obMoron's  faoe. 

And  SM  th*  OMT  (rid  featores  taht 
A  new  and  tender  graoe — 

And  in  her  b»ppy  eyes  I  we 
Hm  yontit  aw»nmng  M^t, 
With  all  ite  hope,  desire,  delight— 
Ah,  me !  I  wieh  that  I  were  quite 

Ab  yoong— a«  yoong  a«  A»  I 


H.  C  BUXKSB. 


2M.    WITHOUT  AND  WITHIN 

ICt  eoaohman,  in  the  moonlight  there. 
Looks  through  the  side-light  of  the  door ; 

I  hear  him  with  his  brethren  swear. 
As  I  could  do,— but  only  more. 

Fkttenins  his  nose  against  the  pane, 

He  envMs  me  my  brilliant  lotC 
Breathes  on  his  aooing  fists  in  vain. 

And  dooms  me  to  a  (daoe  mmw  hot. 

He  sees  me  in  to  simper  go, 

A  silkea  wonder  by  my  idde, 
Bare  arms,  bare  shooUecs,  and  a  row 

Of  floonoes,  for  the  door  too  wide. 

He  tiiinks  how  happy  is  my  arm 

'Neath  its  white-gloved  and  jewelled  load ; 
And  wishes  me  some  dreadful  harm. 

Hearing  the  merry  corks  explode. 

Meamdiile  I  inlv  ouree  the  bore 
Of  hunti^s  stdl  the  same  old  coon. 

And  envy  hua,  outside  the  dow, 
In  gtdden  quiets  of  the  moon. 

The  winter  wind  is  not  so  cold 
As  tiw  bri^t  smile  he  sees  me  win. 

Nor  the  host^i  ddest  wine  so  old 
Ai  our  poor  gabble  sour  Mid  thin 

I  envy  him  the  ungyved  prance 
With  wfaidi  his  neeong  feet  be  warms. 

And  drag  my  lady's-ohains  and  dance 
The  giJley-Blave  of  dreary  forms. 

O,  could  he  have  my  share  of  din. 

And  I  his  quiet  i— past  a  doubl 
Twoukl  still  be  one  man  bwed  within. 

And  just  another  bored  without 


J.  R  LowBUk 


135 


206.    ORAHANA  DANCmO,  AND  SINGINO 

Six,  with  what  oonstant  motion, 
EvtQ,  uid  glorioiw  M  tiw  mn, 
Qntiana  Hteen  that  noUe  franw. 
Soft  a«  hw  braMt,  sweet  m  her  voioe. 
That  gave  each  winding  law  and  pcNoe, 
And  swmer  thui  the  wingi  of  Fame. 

She  beat  the  happy  pavtaiMit — 
By  such  a  star  made  firmament. 
Which  now  no  more  the  roof  envies  ! 
But  swells  up  hish,  with  Atlas  even. 
Bearing  the  brighter,  noUer  heaven. 
And,  in  her,  aU  the  deities. 

Each  step  trod  out  a  lover's  thought. 
And  the  amlntious  hopes  he  larought 
Chained  to  her  brave  feet  with  such  arts. 
Such  sweet  command  and  gentle  awe. 
As,  when  she  ceased,  we  sighing  saw 
The  floor  lay  paved  with  Ino^learts. 

So  did  she  move,  so  did  she  sing, 
like  the  harmonious  spheres  that  bring 
Unto  their  rounds  thdr  music's  i^ ; 
Which  she  pedormkd  such  a  way 
As  all  the  enamoured  world  will  aay, 
The  Graces  danced,  and  Apollo  played  ! ' 

R.  LovKiacK. 


206.     YES ;  I  WRITE  VERSES 

Yw ;  I  write  verses  now  and  then, 
But  blunt  and  flaccid  is  my  pen, 
No  longer  talked  of  by  young  men 
As  rather  devw : 

In  tile  last  quartw  are  my  eyes. 
You  8e«  it  by  th«r  form  and  size ; 
Is  it  not  time  then  to  be  wise  ? 
Or  now  or  never. 

Rarest  that  ever  sjHrang  from  Eve  ! 
While  Time  allows  the  short  reprieve. 
Just  look  at  me  1  woukl  you  believe 
'Twas  once  a  lover  T 
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YES;  I  WRITE  VERSES 

I  OMinot  dear  the  five-bar  gate. 
Bat,  tr3i^  fint  ite  timbw'a  state. 
Climb  still^  up,  take  breath,  and  wait 
To  trandle  over. 

Through  gallopade  I  oannot  awing 
The  entangling  blooms  of  Beaaty's  spring : 
I  oannot  say  the  tender  thing. 
Be 't  tme  or  ialse. 

And  am  beginning  to  oinne 
Those  girh  are  only  half -divine 
Whose  waists  yon  wicked  boys  entwine 
In  giddy  waltz. 


I  fear  that  arm  above  that  shoulder, 
I  wkh  them  wiser,  graver,  older, 
Sedater,  and  no  harm  if  colder 
And  panting  I 


Ah  !  peofde  were  not  half  so  wild 
In  fwmer  davs,  whra,  stardily  mild. 
Upon  her  high-heeM  Essex  smiled 
The  mve  Queen  Bess. 


W.  S.  Lakdob. 


207.    THE  WALiZ 

Behold  with  downcast  eyes  and  modest  glance. 
In  measured  step,  a  well-dressed  pair  advance, 
One  hand  on  hers,  the  other  on  her  hip, 
For  tiius  tiie  law's  ordained  by  Baron  Trip. 
'Twas  in  such  posture  our  first  parents  moved. 
When  hand  in  nand  through  Eden's  bowers  they  roved. 
Ere  yet  the  devil  with  practice  foul  and  false 
Turned  their  poor  hea^  and  taught  them  how  to  waltz. 

R.  B.  Shsbidan. 


208.    AN  EPITAPH 

A  ix>VBLT  young  lady  I  mourn  in  my  rh^es. 

She  was  pleasant,  good-natured,  and  civil  (sometimes). 

Her  figure  was  good,  she  had  very  fine  eyes. 

And  het  talk  was  a  mixture  of  foolish  and  wise. 

Her  adorers  were  many,  and  one  of  them  said, 

*  She  waltzed  raUier  well— it 's  a  pity  she 's  dead.' 

G.  J.  Catlkt. 
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900.    THE  BELLE  OF  THE  BALL-ROOM 

Ybabi— yean  mo— ere  yet  my  dreuna 

Had  been  of  bring  wiw  or  witty,— 
Ete  I  had  done  with  writing  themes. 

Or  yawned  o'er  this  infernal  Chitty  ;— 
Yean,— years  ago,— while  all  my  joy 

Was  in  mjr  fowling-piece  and  filly,— 
In  diort,  while  I  was  yet  a  boy, 

I  fell  in  bve  with  Lanra  Lily. 

I  saw  her  at  the  County  Ball : 

There,  when  the  sounds  <A  flute  and  fiddle 
Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall 

Of  brads  aoross  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spdl  by  far 

Oi  all  that  set  young  nMurts  romancing ; 
She  was  our  quem,  our  rose,  our  star ; 

And  then  she  danced— O  Heaven,  h«r  dancing  I 

Dark  was  her  hair,  her  hand  was  widte ; 

Her  Tdce  was  exquisitelv  tender ; 
Her  eyes  were  full  of  liquid  light ; 

I  never  saw  a  waist  more  slider! 
Her  ever^  look,  her  every  smile. 

Shot  nght  and  left  a  score  of  arrows ; 
I  thought  'twas  Venus  from  her  isle. 

And  wondered  where  she'd  left  her  sparrows. 

She  talked,— of  pditics  orpravers, — 

Of  Soutiiey's  i»ose  or  Worasw<H>th*s  sonnets,— 
Of  danglers— or  of  dancing  bean. 

Of  battles— or  tiie  last  new  bonnets. 
By  candlelight,  at  twelve  o'clock. 

To  me  it  mattered  not  a  tittle ; 
If  those  bright  lips  had  quoted  Locke, 

I  might  have  taought  they  murmured  Little. 

Through  sunny  May,  through  sultry  June, 

I  loved  her  with  a  love  eternal ; 
I  spoke  her  praises  to  the  moon, 

I  wrote  them  to  the  Sunday  Journal: 
My  mother  laughed ;  I  soon  found  out 

That  ancient  ladies  have  no  feeling : 
My  fathw  frowned  ;  but  how  should  gout 

See  any  happiness  in  kneeling  ? 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  Dean, 

iUoh,  fat,  and  rather  apoplectic ; 
She  had  one  brother,  just  thirteen. 

Whose  colour  was  eztoemely  hectic  ; 
f3 
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Her  gnodmothar  tot  numy  »  ymt 
Had  fed  tiie  parish  with  her  boonty ; 

Her  MOCMid  oouain  was  a  paer. 
And  Lord  Lieotenant  of  the  County. 

Bat  titks,  and  the  three  per  oente. 

And  mortgages,  and  ^peat  idations. 
And  India  bonds,  and  tithes,  and  rents. 

Oh  what  ace  they  to  love's  sensations  ? 
Blaok  eyes,  feir  forehead,  ohistering  locka— 

Such  wealth,  snoh  honours,  Cn^  chooses  ; 
He  oares  aa  little  for  ih»  Stocks, 

As  Baron  Rothschild  t<x  the  Muses. 

She  sketched ;  the  vale,  tiie  wood,  the  beach, 

Grew  lovdier  from  her  pencil's  shading : 
She  botaniied ;  I  aivied  each 

Young  Uoesom  in  her  boudoir  fading : 
She  warbled  Handel ;  it  was  grand ; 

She  made  the  Catijani  jeabas : 
She  touched  the  organ ;  I  coaU  stand 

For  hours  and  hours  to  bk>w  the  bellows. 

She  kept  an  album,  too,  at  home, 

Wdl  filled  witii  all  an  album's  glories ; 
Paintings  of  butterflies,  and  Rome, 

Pattwns  for  trimminn,  Persian  stories ; 
Soft  BongB  to  Julia's  cockatoo, 

iWoe  odes  to  Famine  and  to  Slaughter, 
And  autographs  of  Prince  Leboo, 

And  redpes  fw  dder-water. 

And  she  was  flattered,  worshipped,  bored ; 

Her  atepe  were  watched,  hw  dress  was  noted ; 
Her  poodle  dog  was  quite  adored. 

Her  sayings  were  extremely  quoted ; 
She  laugned,  and  every  heart  was  glad. 

As  if  the  taxes  were  abolished ; 
She  frowned,  and  every  look  was  sad. 

As  if  the  Opera  were  demolished. 

She  smiled  on  many,  just  for  fun, — 

I  knew  that  there  was  nothing  in  it ; 
I  was  the  first — the  only  one 

Her  heart  had  thought  of  for  a  minute.— 
I  knew  it,  for  she  told  me  so. 

In  pbraae  which  was  divinely  moulded ; 
She  wrote  a  charming  hand, — and  oh  ! 

How  sweetly  all  her  notes  were  folded 
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Our  love  waa  like  moat  other  love*  ;— 

A  little  glow,  a  little  »iuvm, 
A  roM-boa,  and  a  pair  of  giovea. 

And  *  Ily  not  yet  '—upon  the  riTer ; 
Some  jealousy  of  aome  one's  heir, 

Some  hopes  of  dying  broken-hearted, 
A  miniature,  a  look  of  hair. 

The  usuiU  vows,— and  then  we  parted. 

We  Darted ;  months  and  years  rolled  by ; 

We  met  again  four  summen  after : 
Our  parting  was  all  sob  and  sigh ; 

Our  meeting  was  all  mirth  and  laudittf : 
For  in  mv  heart's  most  secret  cell 

Thwe  had  bera  many  other  lodgen ; 
And  she  was  not  the  ball-room's  OMe, 

But  only— Mrs.  Something  Rogers  ! 


m 


W.  M.  Pbaxd. 


210.    ONE  M  tRE  QUADRILLE 
Not  yet,  not  yet ;  it  "s  hai-dly  four ; 

Not  yet ;  we'll  send  the  chair  away  ; 
Mirth  still  has  numy  smiles  in  store. 

And  love  has  fifty  thii^  to  say. 
LcHig  leagues  the  weary  Sun  must  drive. 

Ere  pant  his  hot  steeds  o'er  the  hill ; 
Hie  merry  stars  will  dance  till  five ; 

One  more  quadrille, — one  more  quadrille  t 

•TIs  only  thus,  'tis  only  here 

That  maids  and  minstrels  may  forget 
The  myriad  ills  they  feel  or  fear. 

Ennui,  taxation,  cholera,  debt ; 
With  daylight  busy  carta  and  schemes 

Will  come  again  to  chafe  or  chill ; 
This  is  the  fairy  land  of  dreams ; 

One  more  quadrille, — one  more  quadrille  I 

What  tricks  the  French  in  Paris  play. 

And  what  the  Austrians  are  about. 
And  whether  that  tall  knave.  Lord  Grey, 

Is  staying  in,  or  going  out ; 
And  what  tae  Hotise  of  Lords  will  do. 

At  last,  with  that  eternal  Bill, 
I  do  not  care  a  rush, — do  you  ? 

One  more  quadrille, — one  more  quadrille  ! 
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Hy  book  don't  mU,  my  {day  don't  draw. 

My  ntden  tawm.  me  only  weeds ; 
And  m.  Quirk  hM  fonnd  a  flaw— 

Deuoe  take  him— in  my  titie-deede ; 
My  Aunt  has  loratched  her  nephew's  name 

Fnnn  tiiat  sweet  comer  in  bar  will ; 
My  dog  is  dead,  tnj  horse  is  lame ; 

One  more  qnadnlle, — one  more  qoadrille  1 


Not  yet,  not  yet ;  it  ia  not  late ; 

Don't  whisper  it  to  sister  Jane ; 
Yonr  brother,  I  am  sure,  will  wait ; 

Papa  will  go  to  cards  again. 
Not  yet,  not  yet.     Your  eyes  ace  bright. 

Your  step  is  like  a  wood-nymph's,  stilL 
Oh  no,  you  can't  be  tired,  to-night ! 

One  more  quadrille,  -one  man  quadrille  ! 

W.  M. 


Pbaed. 


211.    A,  B,  C 

A  ia  an  Anoel  of  bloshing  eighteen : 
B  is  the  Ball  wh«e  the  AngM  was  seen : 
G  is  the  Ohiqieron,  who  cheated  at  cards: 
D  is  the  Deuxtemps,  with  Frank  of  the  Guards : 
E  is  the  Eye,  whiui  those  dark  lashea  cover : 
F  is  the  Fan,  it  peeped  wickedly  over ; 
G  is  tiie  Gk»Te  of  snperiatiTa  kid : 
H  is  the  Hand  which  itraitefuUv  hkl ; 
I  is  the  Ice  which  the  fav  one  demanded : 
J  is  tiie  Juvenile,  vdio  hurried  to  hand  it : 
K  is  the  Kerchief,  a  rare  wcwk  of  art : 
L  is  the  Lace  which  composed  ibn  chief  part : 
M  is  tiie  dd  MakI  who  watdied  the  girb  dance: 
N  is  the  Nose  she  turned  up  at  each  {^anoe : 
O  is  tiw  Olga  (joot  th«n  ha  Its  prime) : 
P  is  the  Pwtner  who  wouhln't  keep  time : 
Q  's  a  Quadrille,  put  instead  of  the  Lancers : 
K  the  Bemonstnuices  made  by  the  dancecs : 
8  k  the  Supper,  where  aR  went  in  pairs : 
T  is  the  Twaddle  they  talked  on  tiie  stairs : 
U  is  the  Uncle  who  '  thon^t  we'd  be  gt^ng ' : 

V  is  the  Voice  which  his  niece  replied^No '  in: 
W  is  the  Waiter,  who  sat  up  till  ei|^t ; 

X  is  his  Exit,  not  rigkily  steaight : 

Y  is  a  Yawning  fit  caused  by  the  Ball  t 
Z  stands  for  2wro,  or  nothing  at  alL 

C.  S.  Caltkhley. 
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212.    OUBBALL 

You'll  oome  to  onr  Ball  ;-Hdiioe  we  pwtod, 

rve'tiioaght  of  you  more  than  I'll  ny ; 
Indeed,  I  wm  hftlf  broken-hearted 

For  a  week,  when  they  took  yoa  away. 
Fond  fuioy  brought  back  to  my  alumbea 

Our  walln  on  Ute  Ne«  and  the  Den, 
And  eohoed  the  miuioal  munben 

Which  yon  used  to  sing  to  me  then. 
I  know  the  romance,  since  it 's  over, 

'Twere  idle,  or  worse,  to  recall ; 
I  know  you're  a  terrible  rover ; 

But  uarence,  you'll  come  to  our  Ball ! 

It 's  only  a  year,  since,  at  College, 

You  put  on  your  cap  and  your  gown ; 
But,  Clarence,  you're  grown  out  of  knowledge. 

And  changed  from  the  spur  to  the  oown : 
The  voice  that  was  beet  when  it  faltered 

Is  fuller  and  firmer  in  tone. 
And  the  smile  that  should  never  have  altered — 

Dear  Ckumwe— it  is  not  your  own : 
Your  cravat  was  badly  sehnted ; 

Your  coat  don't  become  yon  at  all ; 
And  why  is  your  hair  so  neglected  T 

You  must  have  it  curled  for  our  Ball. 

I've  often  been  out  upon  HaMon 

To  look  for  a  covey  with  pup ; 
I've  often  been  ovw  to  Shakkm, 

To  see  how  your  boat  is  li^  up : 
In  spite  of  the  terrors  of  Aunty 

I've  ridden  the  filly  you  broke ; 
And  I've  studied  your  sweet  little  Danto 

In  the  shade  of  your  favourite  oak : 
When  I  sat  in  July  to  Sir  Lawrence, 

I  sat  in  your  love  of  a  shawl ; 
And  I'll  wear  what  you  brought  me  from  Flormoe, 

Berhaps,  if  you'll  oome  to  our  Ball. 

You'll  find  us  all  changed  since  you  vanished  ; 

We've  set  up  a  National  School ; 
And  waltsiiHj  L  utterly  buiished. 

And  Ellen  has  married  a  fool ; 
The  Major  is  gdi^  to  travd, 

Miss  Hyadnth  Uueatens  a  rout, 
The  walk  is  lafcl  down  with  fresh  p«vel, 

^pa  is  laid  up  with  the  gout ; 
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And  Jane  has  gone  on  with  her  eaaeb. 
And  Anne  haa  gone  off  with  Sir  Fttul ; 

And  Fanny  ia  aiok  with  the  meaalea, — 
And  I'tt  tell  you  the  reat  at  the  Ball 

You'll  meet  aU  your  Beautiea ;  the  Lily, 

And  the  Fairy  of  Willowbrook  Farm, 
And  Loey,  who  made  me  ao  dUy 

At  Da«diah,  bv  taking  your  arm ; 
BIiM  BhraaerB,  who  alwaya  abused  you 

For  tallm^  so  much  about  Hock, 
And  her  dater  who  often  amnaed  you 

By  raiving  of  rebda  and  Rock; 
And  aoaething  which  surely  wovdd  answer. 

An  hstteas  quite  fresh  firom  Bei^pJ  ; 
So,  though  you  were  seldom  a  dancer. 

You'll  dance,  just  for  onee,  at  our  BtAl 

Bat  out  oa  t^  WoM  \  from  the  flowers 

It  shuts  etgb  the  sun^ne  of  truth : 
It  Uightn  the  greaa  leavea  in  the  boweis. 

It  makes  an  old  age  of  our  yooth  ; 
And  the  fiow  of  our  laelii^,  once  in  it, 

like  *  atnaoalet  h^^nning  to  bse  £, 
Thavi^  a  eaamat  turn  ice  in  a  mimrte. 

Grew*  baadsr  by  suddm  degreea : 
ISase  tMHis  o'er  the  graves  of  affection ; 

Sweet  haaey  ia  turmd  Into  gall ; 
Batliafa  fiasi  ba^  no  raedleotion 

That  ever  you  chuwed  at  our  Ball ! 


You  onee  cooM  be  pleased  with  our  ballads,- 

To-day  yon  have  critioai  ears ; 
You  onoe  could  be  charmed  with  our  salada- 

Aias  !  you've  besa  dining  with  Peers ; 
You  trifled  and  flirted  with  many, — 

You've  forgotten  the  wh«a  and  the  how ; 
There  was  one  you  liked  better  than  any,— 

Perhaps  you've  forgotten  hw  now. 
But  of  those  vou  remMibw  moat  newly, 

Of  those  who  d^|^t  or  enthrall. 
None  k)ve  you  a  quarter  so  truly 

As  some  you  will  find  at  our  Ball. 

They  tell  me  you've  many  who  flatter, 
.  Because  of  your  wit  aiui  your  song  : 
The^  tell  me — aiMi  what  does  it  matter  ? — 
You  like  to  be  praised  by  the  throng : 


OUR  BALL 


They  tell  me  you're  diadowed  with  bunel : 

They  tell  me  yon'ie  loved  by  •  Blue : 
They  tell  me  you're  MMlly  immonl — 

Dear  Clwenee,  that  oaonot  be  true  ! 
But  to  me,  you  are  still  what  I  found  you. 

Before  you  grew  clever  and  tall ; 
And  you'Q  tUak  of  the  spdl  th*t  onoe  boimd  you; 

And  you'll  omw— wooH  you  come  ?— to  our  Ball ! 

VV.  M.  Pkam. 


213.    A  BALLAD  ON  QUADRILLE 

WHKir  tm  eermption  henoe  did  fo. 

And  left  the  nation  free  ; 
When  Aye  aaid  aye,  and  No  nid  n«. 

Without  or  place  or  Iw ; 
Then  Satan,  thinlriTug  thmgs  w«at  ill 
Sent  fwth  his  spirit  called  Quadsyie. 

QuadtUle,  Quadrille,  Ac. 

Kingi,  queens,  and  knaves,  made  up  his  pack, 

And  four  fair  smts  he  wore ; 
His  troops  tiiey  were  with  red  aad  Mack 

All  Uotohed  aad  spotted  o'er  ; 
And  evwy  hmise,  go  i^iere  you  will. 
Is  haunted  by  this  imp  Quadrille. 

Sura  cards  he  has  for  everything. 

Which  well  court-cards  th^  nstae. 
And,  statesman-like,  oalis  in  the  king. 

To  help  out  a  bad  game ; 
But,  if  the  parties  manage  ill. 
The  king  u  f oreed  to  lose  codUle. 

When  two  and  two  were  nwt  of  old. 

Though  they  ne'er  meaat  to  marry. 
They  were  in  Cupid's  books  ewoUed, 

And  called  a  partie  quarr^ ; 
But  now,  meet  when  and  wh««  you  will, 
A  partie  quarr^  is  qoadrtUe. 

The  ooBmuner  and  kiaght  and  peer. 

Men  of  all  ranks  and  fame. 
Leave  to  their  wives  the  only  oare 

To  propagate  their  name ; 
And  well  that  duty  they  fulfil. 
When  the  good  husband 's  at  quadrille. 
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When  paticnto  lie  in  piteow  cue. 

In  ooniM  ihi  ftpotheoanr , 
And  to  the  doctor  oriai,  Akm  I 

Norn  tUbet  mu^brHlare  : 
The  patient  dies  witboat  •  ptU : 
For  iHiy  t  the  dootw '»  at  quadrille. 

Should  IVanoe  a/od  Spain  again  grow  loud. 

The  Mueoovite  grow  loudM, 
Britain,  to  onrb  her  nMghbours  prood. 

Would  want  botii  baUuid  powder ; 
Most  want  both  sword  and  gun  to  UU : 
Fw  why  ?  tile  general 's  at  quadrille. 

The  kins  of  late  drew  forth  his  awotd 

(Thank  God  'twaa  not  in  wrath). 
And  made,  of  many  a  'squire  and  k>rd. 

An  unwashed  Knight  of  Bath : 
What  are  their  feato  of  arms  and  skill  ? 
They're  but  nine  partiea  at  quadrille. 

A  pMty  late  i^  Oambray  met. 

Which  drew  all  Europe's  eyes; 
Twas  called  in  Post-Boy  and  Gaaette 

The  Qnadrupte  Alliea , 
Bat  somebody  took  something  ill. 
So  broke  this  party  at  quadrille. 

And  now  God  save  this  noUe  realm. 

And  God  save  eke  Handver , 
And  God  save  those  who  hokl  the  hdm, 

Wh«i  as  the  king  goes  over ; 
But  kt  the  king  go  i^iore  he  will. 
His  subjects  must  play  at  quadrille. 

Quadrille,  QuadriUe,  ftc. 

J.  Gat. 

214.    THE  LADY'S  LAMENTATION 

Phtluda,  that  loved  to  dream 
In  the  grove  or  by  the  stream,^ 

ffighed  on  velvet  {nllow. 
What,  alas  !  should  fill  her  head. 
But  a  fountain,  or  a  mead. 

Water  and  a  willow  T 

'  Love  in  cities  never  dwells. 
He  delishts  in  rural  cells 

Whichsweet  woodbine  covnti. 
What  are  your  assemblies  then  ? 
Tliere,  'tis  true,  we  see  more  men  ; 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 
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'  Oh,  how  changed  the  prospeot  grow* ! 
FIookB  and  herds  to  fops  woa  beeuz, 

Coxoombs  without  number  I 
Moon  and  stars  that  shone  so  bright. 
To  the  torch  Mid  waxen  li^riit. 

And  whole  nights  at  omme. 

'Pleasiuit  as  it  is,  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear. 

Even  of  our  own  mothers ; 
In  the  chitchat  of  the  day. 
To  us  is  paid,  when  we'/e  away. 

What  we  lent  to  others. 

'  Though  the  favourite  toast  I  reign. 
Wine,  they  say,  that  prompts  the  vain. 

Heightens  defamation. 
Must  I  live  'twizt  spite  and  fear, 
Evwy  day  grow  handsomer. 

And  low  my  reputation  T ' 

Thus  the  fair  to  sighs  gave  way. 
Her  empty  purse  Msicfo  her  lay. 

Nymph,  i^  !  cease  thy  sorrow. 
Iliough  cunt  fortune  frown  to-night. 
This  odious  town  can  give  delight. 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 
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J.  Gat. 


216.    PLAIN  LANGUAGE  FROM  TRUTHFUL  JAMES 
Tablb  MouirrAiir,  1870 

Which  I  wish  to  remark, — 

And  my  language  is  plain. 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark. 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
l%e  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar, — 

Which  the  same  I  would  rise  to  explain. 

Ah  Sin  was  his  name. 

And  I  shall  not  deny 
In  regard  to  the  same 

What  that  name  might  imply ; 
But  his  smile  it  was  pensive  and  childlike. 

As  I  frequent  remarked  to  Bill  Nye. 

It  wp^  August  the  third ; 

And  quite  soft  was  the  skies : 
Which  it  might  be  inferred 

That  Ah  Sin  was  likewise ; 
Yet  he  played  it  that  day  upon  WUiiam 

And  me  in  a  way  I  despise. 
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Wh&di  we  had  •  snull  game. 

And  Ah  Sin  took  •  hand : 
It  waa  enohie.    The  same 

He  did  not  ondentand ; 
Bat  he  smiled  as  he  sat  by  the  taUe, 

Witik  the  smile  that  was  childlike  and  bUmd. 

Yet  the  caids  they  were  stocked 

In  a  way  that  I  grieve. 
And  my  feelings  were  shocked 

At  the  state  of  Nye's  sleeve : 
Which  was  stuffed  full  of  aces  and  bowers. 

And  the  suae  with  intent  to  deceive. 

But  the  hands  titat  were  played 

By  that  heathm  Chinee, 
And  the  points  that  he  made. 

Were  quite  frightful  to  see.^ 
Till  at  last  he  put  down  a  ri^t  bower, 

Which  iha  same  Nye  had  dealt  unto  me. 

Then  I  looked  up  at  Nye, 

And  he  gazed  upon  me ; 
And  he  rose  with  a  sigh. 

And  said,  '  Can  this  be  ? 
We  are  rained  by  Chinese  cheap  labour ' ; 

Ai^  he  went  for  that  heatiien  Chinee. 

In  the  scene  tiiat  ensued 

I  did  not  take  a  hand ; 
But  the  floor  it  was  strewed 

Like  the  leaves  on  <he  stoand 
With  the  cards  that  Ah  Sin  had  been  hiding. 

In  the  game  *  he  did  not  understand '. 

In  his  sleeves,  which  were  long. 

He  had  twenty-four  packs, — 
Which  was  coming  it  strong. 

Yet  I  state  but  the  facts  ; 
And  we  found  on  his  nails,  which  were  taper. 

What  is  frequent  in  tapers,— that 's  wax. 

Which  is  why  I  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain. 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark. 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain. 
The  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar, — 

Which  the  same  I  am  free  to  maintain. 

F.  Bret  Hasti. 


. 
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216.    THE  CHESS  BOARD 

Ibbnx,  do  you  yet  remembw. 

Ere  we  were  ^wn  ao  sadly  wise. 
Those  eyenings  in  the  bleak  Deoember, 
Curtained  warm  from  the  snowy  weather. 
When  you  and  I  played  oheas  togetha. 

Checkmated  by  each  other's  eyes  ? 

Ah,  still  I  see  your  soft  white  hand 
Hovning  warm  o'er  Queen  and  Knight. 

Brave  Pawns  in  valiant  battle  stand : 
The  double  Castles  guard  the  wings : 
The  Bishop,  bent  on  distant  thingi. 
Moves,  sidlinf^  through  tiie  fight. 

Our  fingers  touch :  our  glances  meet. 

And  faltw ;  falb  your  gdden  hair 

Against  my  cheek ;  your  bosom  sweet 
Is  heaving.  Down  the  field,  your  Queen 
Bides  slow  her  soldiery  aO  between. 

And  checks  me  unaware. 

Ah  me  !  the  little  battle 's  done. 
Dispersed  is  all  ito  chivabry ; 
Full  many  a  move,  since  then,  have  we 
'Mid  Life  s  perplezins  chequers  made. 
And  many  a  game  with  Fwtnne  played,— 

What  is  it  we  have  won  T 

This,  this  at  least— if  this  alone  ;— 
That  never,  nevw,  nevw  more. 
As  in  those  old  still  mj^ts  of  yore 

(Ere  we  wwe  grown  so  sadjy  wise) 

Can  you  uid  I  shut  out  the  skies, 
Shut  out  tile  world,  and  wintry  weather. 

And,  eyes  exchanging  warmth  with  eyes. 
Play  chess,  as  then  we  played,  together  ! 

E.  R.  BuLWKB  Lyttok,  Eabi.  of  Lttioh. 
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217.  MELANCHOLY 

Go— you  may  call  it  madnem,  folly ; 

You  shall  not  chaae  my  gloom  away. 
There  's  such  a  charm  in  melancholy, 

I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay. 

Oh,  if  you  knew  the  pensive  pleasure 
That  fills  my  bosom  when  I  sigh, 

You  would  not  rob  me  of  a  treasure 
Monarohs  are  too  poor  to  buy  ! 


S.  RooKBai 
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218.    FORTUNE 
A  FKAamnT 

FoBTDKi,  th*t,  with  mftUoiona  joy, 
DoM  oum  her  lUve  opfweM, 

Brood  of  her  ot&ot  to  deitroy. 
Is  teidoni  pie— ed  to  blees : 

Still  yoriooa  and  unoonstant  still. 
But  with  Ml  inolination  to  be  ill, 

Promotes,  degrades,  ddigfats  hi  strife. 

And  makes  a  lottery  of  life. 
I  oan  enjoy  her  while  she 's  kind ; 
But  when  she  dances  in  the  wind. 

And  shakes  her  wings  and  will  not  stay, 

I  pa£F  the  prostitute  away : 
The  littie  <«  the  much  she  gave,  ia  quietly  resigne  i : 

Ciontent  with  poverty,  my  soul  I  arm ; 

And  virtue,  though  in  rags,  will  keep  me  warm. 

J.  DBXBBr. 


210.    WHAT  MAN  HAD  NOT  RATHER  BE  POOR 

What  man  in  his  wits  had  not  rather  be  pow. 

Than  for  lucre  his  freedom  to  give. 
Ever  busy  the  means  of  bis  life  to  secure 

And  so  ever  n^lecting  to  live  ? 

Environed  from  morning  to  night  in  a  crowd. 

Not  a  moment  unbent,  or  alone ; 
Constrained  to  be  abject,  though  never  so  proud. 

And  at  every  one's  oall  but  his  own. 

Still  repining,  and  longing  for  quiet,  each  hour. 

Yet  studiously  flyii^  it  still ; 
With  the  means  of  enjoying  his  wish,  in  his  power ; 

But  accursed  with  hu  wanting  the  will. 

For  a  year  must  be  past,  or  a  day  must  be  come^ 

Before  he  has  leisure  to  rest ; 
He  must  add  to  hu  store  this  or  that  pretty  sum. 

And  then  he  will  have  time  to  be  blessed. 

But  his  gains  more  bewitohing  the  more  they  increase. 

Only  swell  the  desire  of  his  eye : 
Such  a  wretoh,  let  mine  enemy  live  if  he  please. 

Let  not  even  mine  enemy  die. 

S.  Wklbt. 
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220.    TO  ALTHEA  FROM  PRISON 

Whbn  Love  with  nneonfinM  wingi 

Hoven  within  my  gatn. 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 

To  whisper  at  the  grates ; 
When  I  lie  tangled  in  her  hair 

And  fettered  to  her  eye. 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  flowins  cups  mn  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying  Thames, 
Our  careless  heads  with  rosea  bound. 

Our  hearts  with  lojral  flames  ; 
When  thirsty  grief  in  wine  we  steep,    ' 

When  healths  and  draughts  go  nree— 
Rshes  that  tipple  in  the  deep 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  (like  committed  linnets)  I 

With  shriller  throat  shall  sing 
The  sweetness,  mercy,  majesty 

And  glories  of  my  King ; 
When  i  shall  yoioe  aloud  how  good 

He  is,  how  sreat  should  be, 
EnlargM  winds,  that  curl  the  flood 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage ; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  hermitage : 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love 

And  in  my  soul  am  free. 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above. 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 


R.   LOVKLACX. 


221.    EPITAPH  ON  CHARLES  II 

Hbbb  lies  our  Sovereign  Lord  the  Kii^, 

Whose  word  no  man  relies  on. 
Who  never  said  a  foolish  thing. 

Nor  ever  did  a  wise  one. 

J.   WiLMOT,  EaBL  or  ROCBXSTXB. 
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222.    THE  DEVIL'S  THOUGHTS 

Fbox  bk  brinMtone  b«d  at  break  of  day 
A  walking  the  Devil  ia  gone. 
To  visit  bia  little  •nus  urm  the  earth 
And  «ee  how  hia  atook  goes  on. 

Over  the  hill  and  over  the  daJe, 

And  he  went  over  the  plain. 

And  backward  aud  forward  he  awitohed  his  long  tail 

As  a  gentleman  sMtchep  his  cane. 

And  how  then  was  the  Devil  uressed  ? 

Oh  !  he  was  in  his  Sunday's  tiest : 

His  jacket  was  red  and  his  breeches  were  blue. 

And  there  was  a  hole  where  the  tail  came  through. 

He  saw  a  Lawver  killing  a  Viper 
On  a  dunghill  hard  by  us  own  stable ; 
Aud  the  Devil  smiled,  for  it  put  him  in  mind 
Of  Cain  and  his  iMrother,  AbeL 

He  saw  an  Apothecary  on  a  white  horse 

Ride  by  on  his  vocations. 
And  the  Devil  thought  of  his  old  Friend 

Death  in  the  Revelations. 

He  saw  a  cottage  with  a  double  coaoh-house, 

A  cottage  of  gentility  1 
And  the  Dsvil  cud  grin,  for  his  darling  sin 

Is  pride  that  apes  humility. 

He  peeped  into  a  rich  bookseller's  shop. 

Quoth  he  !  we  are  both  of  one  collie. 
For  I  sate  myself  like  a  cormorant  once 

Hard  by  the  faree  of  knowledge. 

Down  the  river  did  glide,  with  wind  and  tide, 

A  pig,  with  vast  celerity. 
And  the  Devil  looked  wise  as  he  saw  how  the  while, 
It  cut  its  own  throat.     '  There ! '  quoth  he  with  a  smile, 

'Goes  "England's  commercial  prosperity."  ' 

As  he  went  through  Cold- Bath  Fields  he  saw 

A  solitsrv  cell ; 
And  the  Devil  was  pleased,  for  it  %a,ve  him  a  hint 

For  improving  his  prisons  in  HeiL 
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Gena»l *•  boming  tmot 

He  WW  with  ooutematioii. 
And  bMk  to  bell  hk  way  did  be  take» 
For  tbe  Devil  thought  by  a  slight  miitake 

It  WM  general  oonfla^ration. 

S.  T.  CiOLnxsoB. 


223.    RICH  AND  POOR;  OR,  SAINT  AND  SINNER 

Thb  poor  man's  sins  are  glaring ; 
In  the  face  of  ghostly  warning 

He  is  oaoght  in  the  fact 

Of  an  overt  act — 
Baying  greens  on  Sunday  morning. 

The  rich  man's  sins  are  hidden 
In  the  pomp  of  weidth  and  station  ; 

And  escape  the  sisht 

Of  the  children  of  ught 
Who  are  vise  in  their  generaticAi. 

The  rich  man  has  a  kitchen 
And  cooks  to  dress  his  dinner ; 

The  poor  who  would  roast 

To  the  bakw's  must  post. 
And  thus  becomes  a  rinner. 

The  rich  man  has  a  cellar. 
And  a  ready  butler  by  him ; 

The  poor  must  steer 

For  his  pint  of  beer 
Where  the  saint  can't  choose  but  spy  him. 

The  rich  man's  painted  windows 
Hide  the  concerts  of  the  quality ; 

The  poor  can  but  share 

A  cracked  fiddle  in  the  air. 
Which  ofiEends  all  sound  morality. 

The  rich  man  is  invisible 

In  the  crowd  of  his  say  society ; 

But  the  poor  man  s  delight 

Is  a  sore  in  the  sight, 
And  a  stench  in  the  nose  of  piety. 

T.  L.  Peacock. 
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224.  THE  CHAUNT  OF  THE  BRAZEN  HEAD 

I  TEDonE,  whftterw  nuwtiJs  orave 

Witii  impotent  eodeftTonr, — 
A  wreath,  •  rank,  a  tiuone,  a  giave,^ 

The  wmrld  ^oee  round  for  vnt : 
I  think  that  hfe  ia  not  too  long ; 

And  therefore  I  determine. 
That  manv  people  read  a  song 

Who  will  not  read  a  lOTmon. 

I  think  you've  looked  throng  many  hearts. 

And  muaed  on  numy  aotiona. 
And  studied  Mmi's  component  parte. 

And  Nature's  oompotuidfraotions : 
I  think  you've  picked  up  truth  by  bits 

From  foreigner  and  neighbour ; 
I  think  the  world  hw  lost  its  wits. 

And  you  have  lost  your  labour. 

I  think  the  studies  of  the  wise. 

The  hero's  nouy  quarrd. 
The  majestv  of  Wmnan's  eyes. 

The  pioet  s  cherished  laurel. 
And  all  that  makes  us  lean  or  i»,t. 

And  all  that  charms  nrtroubles, — 
^nUs  bubble  is  more  bright  than  that, 

But  still  they  all  are  bubbles. 

I  think  the  thing  you  call  Renown, 

The  unsubstantial  vi^ur 
For  iHiioh  the  sokUw  bums  a  town. 

The  sonnettew  a  taper, 
Is  like  the  mist  which,  as  he  flies. 

The  horsmnan  leaves  behii^  him ; 
Hd  cannot  mark  its  wreaths  arise. 

Or  if  he  does  they  blind  him. 

I  think  one  nod  of  Mistress  Chance 

Blakes  creditors  of  debtors. 
And  shifts  the  funeral  for  the  dance. 

The  sceptre  for  the  fetters : 
I  think  that  Fortune's  favoured  guest 

May  live  to  gnaw  the  plattws. 
And  he  that  wears  the  purple  vest 

May  wew  the  ragi  and  tatten. 

I  think  the  Tiwies  love  to  buy 
*  Your  I4>rd3hip's '  and  *  your  Qraoe'f ', 

By  kMttiiing  common  honesty. 
And  iawung  commonplaces  i 
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I  think  that  aome  are  very  wim. 

And  some  are  very  funny. 
And  some  grow  rich  by  telUng  lies. 

And  some  by  telling  money. 

I  think  the  Whigs  are  wicked  knaves— 

(And  v«y  like  the  Tories)— 
Who  doubt  that  Britain  rules  the  waves. 

And  ask  the  price  of  glories : 
I  think  that  many  fret  and  fume 

At  what  their  friends  are  planning, 
And  Mr.  Hume  hates  Mr.  Brougham 

As  much  as  Mr.  Ouining. 

I  think  that  friars  and  thdr  hoods. 

Their  doctrines  and  their  maggots, 
Havo  lighted  up  too  many  feuds. 

And  far  too  many  faggots : 
I  think,  while  zealots  fast  and  frown. 

And  fi^t  for  two  ot  sevm. 
That  there  are  fifty  roads  to  Town, 

And  rather  more  to  Heaven. 

I  think  that,  thanks  to  Paget's  lance. 

And  thanks  to  Chester^  learning. 
The  hearts  that  burned  for  fame  in  IVaoce 

At  home  are  safe  from  burning : 
I  think  the  Pope  is  on  his  back ; 

And,  thoush^tis  fun  to  shake  him, 
I  think  the  Devil  not  so  bhtok 

As  many  people  make  him. 

I  think  that  Love  is  like  a  plav, 

Whwe  tears  and  smiles  are  blended. 
Or  Uke  a  faithless  April  day. 

Whose  shine  with  shower  is  ended: 
Like  Colnbrook  pavement,  rather  rough, 

Uke  trade,  exposed  to  losses. 
And  Uke  a  HighlMMi  plaid,— all  stuff. 

And  very  full  of  crosses. 

I  think  the  wwk),  though  dark  it  be, 
Has  aye  one  rapturous  pleasure 
sealed  in  life's  monotony, 
>r  those  who  seek  the  treasure ; 
Ouc  planet  in  a  starless  night. 

One  blossom  on  a  brier. 
One  friend  not  quite  a  hypocrite. 
One  woman  not  a  liar  i 
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I  think  poor  beggut  oovt  St.  6il«, 

Rich  beggua  oonit  SL  Stephen ; 
And  Death  looka  down  with  nods  and  smiles. 

And  makes  thb  odds  all  even : 
I  think  some  die  upon  the  field. 

And  smne  upon  the  billow. 
And  some  are  laid  beneath  a  shield. 

And  some  beneath  a  willow. 

I  think  that  very  few  have  sighed 

When  Fate  at  last  Las  found  them, 
Thonoh  latter  foes  were  by  their  side. 

And  barren  moss  around  them : 
I  think  that  "ome  have  died  of  drought. 

And  some  have  died  of  drinking ; 
I  think  that  naught  i^  worth  a  thought, — 

And  I'm  a  fool  for  thinking  i 

W.  M.  Praxd. 


220.    THE  JESTER'S  PLEA 

THxWcild!  Was  jester  ever  in 

A  viie:  than  the  present  ? 
Yet  if  it  ugl^  be — as  sin. 

It  almost  is — as  pleasant  I 
l%e  world 's  a  merry  w«Mrld  {pro  fern.). 

And  some  are  gay,  and  therefore 
It  pleases  them — but  some  condemn 

The  fun  they  do  not  care  tot. 

It  is  an  ugly  world.    Offend 

Good  people — ^how  they  wrangle  I 
Their  manners  that  they  nevw  mend ! 

The  characters  they  raaiwle  i 
They  eat,  and  drink,  and  scheme,  and  plod. 

And  go  to  church  on  Sunday  ; 
And  many  are  afraid  of  God — 

And  more  of  Mra.  Orundy. 

The  time  for  pen  and  sword  was  when 

'  My  la<?ye  fayre '  for  pity 
Could  tend  h«r  wounded  kmght,  and  then 

Grow  tender  to  his  ditty. 
Some  ladies  now  make  pretty  songi. 

And  some  make  pretty  nurses : 
8(Mne  men  are  good  for  righting  wrongi. — 

And  some  f  w  writing 
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I  wish  we  better  nndentood 

The  tax  that  poet*  levy ; 
I  kiiow  the  Muse  is  very  good, 

I  think  she 's  rather  heavy : 
She  now  oompoonds  for  winning  ways 

By  morals  of  the  sternest ; 
MethinltB  the  lays  of  nowadays 

Are  painfully  in  earnest. 

When  wisdom  halts,  I  humbly  try 

To  make  the  most  of  folly : 
If  Pallas  be  nnwilUng,  I 

Prefer  to  flirt  with  PoUy ; 
To  quit  the  goddess  for  the  miud 

Seems  low  in  lofty  muaeis ; 
But  Pallas  is  a  han^ty  jade— 

And  beggan  oanTbe  choosers. 

I  do  not  wish  to  see  the  slaves 

Of  party  stining  passion. 
Or  psalms  quite  superseding  staves. 

Or  i»ety  ^  the  fashion '. 
I  bless  the  Hearts  whore  pity  glows. 

Who,  hen  togethw  bandeiC 
Are  holding  out  a  hand  to  those 

That  wait  so  raipty-handed  I 

A  righteous  wwk !    My  masters,  may 

A  jester  by  confession, 
SoMoe  noticed  join,  half  sad,  half  gay. 

The  close  of  your  procession  ? 
The  motley  here  seems  out  of  place 

^th  graver  robes  to  mingle. 
But  if  one  tear  bedews  his  face. 

Forgive  the  bells  their  jingle. 

F.  Lockbb-Lakpson. 


226.    LOVE  AND  DEBT  ALIKE  TROUBLESOME 

Tms  one  request  I  make  to  him  tiiat  sks  the  otowls  above ; 
That  I  wMe  freely  out  of  r'        as  I  am  out  of  love. 
Then  for  to  dance,  to  drin^,  .^  sing,  I  dioukl  be  vwy  willing ; 
I  should  not  owe  one  lass  a  kiss,  not  ne'er  a  knave  a  Ailling. 

•lis  only  being  in  love  and  debt,  that  breaks  us  of  our  rest ; 
^M  he  that  is  auite  out  of  both,  of  all  the  work!  is  blessed. 
He  sees  the  oolden  age,  wherein  all  things  were  free  and  common ; 
He  eats,  he  drinks,  ho  takes  his  rest,  he  fears  no  man  nor  woman. 

8n  J.  Suovupo. 


ise 


227.    THE  BEUGION  OF  HUDIBRAS 

Fos  htt  ReliguHi,  it  was  fit 
To  m»toh  hk  learning  and  his  wit ; 
'Twas  Pteabyterian  time  bine ; 
For  he  waa  of  titat  ttnbbom  crew 
Of  enrant  aaints,  whom  all  men  grant 
Tobethetmo  ^uroh  Militant ; 
Sooh  as  do  bund  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gon ; 
Decide  all  (xmtroTerries  by 
Infallible  artillery; 
And  j^ve  tbnr  doctrine  ortliodoz 
By  anostdie  blows  and  knocki ; 
Gall  fire  and  sword  and  desoUtion, 
Agodly,  tiioroogh  Refmnaticr 
Which  always  most  be  carried  1.JI, 
And  still  be  doing,  never  &me ; 
As  if  Religicm  wwe  intoided 
For  nothi^  else  bot  to  be  mended. 
A  b  jot,  whose  chief  devotion  lies 
In  odd  perverse  antipatiiies ; 
In  falling  oat  with  that  or  thb. 
And  finalng  stnnewhat  still  amiss ; 
More  peevkh,  enm,  and  ndeoetie. 
Than  dog  distract  or  monkey  sick ; 
That  with  more  care  keep  holy-day 
The  wnnw,  than  others  Uie  ^|^t  way ; 
Oompoond  for  sins  tiiey  are  inclined  to, 
B^  damning  those  tiiey  have  no  mind  to : 
Still  so  pwverse  tuad  opposite, 
As  if  they  worshipped  God  tat  spite. 
The  self -same  thing  they  will  abhor 
One  wav,  and  long  another  for. 
Fk«e-will  they  one  way  disavow. 
Another,  nothing  else  allow. 
All  piety  e<msists  therein 
In  tnem,  in  other  men  all  sin. 
Rather  than  fail,  they  will  defy 
That  which  thev  love  nrost  tenderly, 
Qosml  with  mlnced-i^',  mmI  disparage 
Tlieir  best  and  dearest  frimu^ — plum  porridge  1 
Fat  piff  and  goose  itself  oppose. 


spheme  custwrd  ^ron^  the  nose. 


S.   BtJTLBB. 
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228.    FAREWELL,  REWARDS  AND  FAIRIES 

Fabbwill,  rewards  and  fairies. 

Good  bousewiTes  now  may  say. 
For  now  fool  sluts  in  dairies 

Do  fare  as  well  as  tbey. 
And  though  they  sweep  their  hearths  no  less 

Than  maids  were  wont  to  do. 
Yet  who  of  late  for  cleanliness 

Finds  sixpence  in  her  shoe  ? 

Lament,  lament,  old  Abbeys, 

The  Fairies'  lost  command ! 
They  did  but  ohai^e  Priests'  babies. 

But  some  have  changed  your  land. 
And  all  your  children,  sprung  from  thence. 

Are  now  grown  Puritans, 
Who  live  as  Changellngps  ever  since 

For  love  of  your  demains. 

At  morning  and  at  evuiing  both 

You  merry  were  and  glad. 
So  little  care  of  sleep  or  sloth 

These  pretty  ladies  had ; 
When  Tom  came  home  from  labour. 

Or  Os  to  milking  rose. 
Then  merrily  went  their  tabor. 

And  nimbly  went  their  toes. 

Witness  those  rings  and  roundelays 

Of  theirs,  which  yet  remain. 
Were  footed  in  Queen  Mary's  days 

On  many  a  grassv  plain ; 
But  since  of  late,  Elizabeth, 

And,  later,  James  came  in. 
They  never  danced  on  any  heath 

As  when  the  time  hath  been. 


By  which  we  note  tiie  Fairies 

Were  of  the  old  Profession. 
Their  songs  were  '  Ave  Mary's ', 

The'r  dances  were  Procession. 
But  now,  al"»,  they  all  are  dead ; 

Or  gone  beyond  the  seas  ; 
Or  farther  for  Beiigioa  Bed ; 

Or  else  they  take  their  ease. 
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A  tell-tale  in  their  oompuiy 

They  never  could  enoore  I 
And  mioeo  kept  not  Moretly 

Their  mirth,  wm  pu^ahed,  rare ; 
It  WM  a  just  and  Ouistian  deed 

To  pinch  raeh  black  and  blue. 
Ob  how  the  conunonwealth  dot^  want 

Such  Justices  as  you ! 


R.  GOKBBT. 
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PIOUS  SEUNDA 

Pious  Selinda  soes  to  prayen. 

If  I  but  ask  her  favour ; 
And  yet  the  silly  fod 's  in  team. 

If  she  beUeves  I'U  leave  her. 
WouU  I  woe  free  from  this  restraint. 

Or  else  had  hopes  to  win  her : 
Would  she  oould  make  of  me  a  saint. 

Or  I  of  her  a  sinner. 

W.  COHOBKV^ 

230.    REPENTANCE 

Last  Sunday  at  St  James's  prayers. 

The  prinoe  and  princess  by, 
I,  dressed  in  all  my  whal-vbone  airs. 

Sat  in  a  closet  nioh. 
I  bowed  my  kneesTlhehl  my  book. 

Bead  all  the  answers  o'er ; 
But  WBS  perverted  by  a  look. 

Which  ineroed  me  from  the  door. 
Hko  thoughts  of  Heaven  I  came  to  use. 

With  the  <fevoutest  care ; 
Which  gay  voung  Strepbon  made  me  lose. 

And  all  tb«^  raptures  th«:e. 
He  stood  to  band  me  to  my  chair. 

And  bowed  with  courtly  grace ; 
But  whispp'  ed  love  into  my  ear 

Too  warm  for  that  grave  place. 
*  Love,  love,'  said  he,  '  by  aU  adored. 

My  tender  heart  has  won.' 
But  I  grew  pee .  loh  at  the  word. 

And  bade  he  would  be  gone. 
He  went  quite  out  of  sight,  while  I 

A  kinder  aosww  meant ; 
Nor  did  I  for  my  sins  that  day 

By  half  so  much  repent. 

Uhxhowh. 
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231.    WHEN  MOLLY  SIOLBS 

Whih  Molly  unilM  beneath  hor  oow, 
I  feel  mv  heart— I  can't  tell  how ; 
When  Molly  k  on  Sunday  dreoaed. 
On  Sunda3n  I  can  take  no  net. 

What  can  I  do  ?  on  worky  days 
I  leave  my  work  on  her  to  gaze. 
What  shall  I  say  ?    At  sermons,  I 
Forget  the  text  when  Molly  *s  by. 

Good  master  curate,  teadi  me  how 
To  mind  your  preaching  and  my  plough : 
And  if  for  thu  you'll  raue  a  spell, 
A  good  fat  goose  shall  thank  you  well 


Uhkitown. 


232.    THE  HAPPY  LUE  OP  A  COUNTRY  PARSON 

(IiOTAnoir  or  Db.  Swm) 

Pabson,  these  tbingi  in  thy  posseaung 
Are  better  than  the  bishop^s  blessing, 
A  wife  that  makes  oonserres ;  a  steed 
That  carries  double  when  there 's  need ; 
October  store,  and  best  Virginia, 
l^the  pig,  and  mo;-tuary  guinea ; 
Gasettes  sent  gratiii  down,  and  franked. 
For  which  thy  j-.        '    -^kly  thanked ; 
A  large  concorc  >  I  long  since ; 

Sermo>is  to  CSi  v    ^         ;■  int,  when  prince ; 
A  chromole  of  c '    >  iding ; 

A  Chrysostom  tc  .a  thy  band  in  ; 

The  polyglot— three  parts— my  text, 
Howbeit — likewise — now  to  my  next. 
Lo  here  the  Septuagint,  and  Paul, 
To  sum  the  whole,  the  close  of  all. 

He  that  has  these  may  pass  hu  life. 
Drink  with  the  'squire  and  kiss  his  wife : 
On  Sundays  preach,  and  eat  his  fill ; 
And  fast  on  tVidaya- if  he  will ; 
Toast  church  and  queen,  explain  the  news, 
Tdk  with  church-wardens  about  pews ; 
Prav  heartily  fear  some  new  gift. 
And  shake  his  head  at  Doctor  Swift. 


A.  POFI. 
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233.    LLYN-Y-DREIDDIAD-VRAWD 

Thb  Pool  or  thi  Divino  Fbiab 

GwsNWTNWTN  withdrew  from  the  feasts  of  his  hall : 
He  slept  verv  little,  he  prayed  not  at  all : 
He  pondered,  and  wandered,  and  studied  alone ; 
And  sought,  night  and  day,  the  philosopher's  stone. 

He  found  it  at  length,  and  he  made  its  first  proof 
Bv  turning  to  goldf  all  the  lead  of  his  roof : 
Then  he  bought  some  magnanimous  heroes,  all  fire. 
Who  lived  but  to  smite  and  be  smitten  for  hire. 

With  these  on  the  plains  like  a  torrent  he  broke ; 
He  filled  the  whole  country  with  flame  and  with  smoke ; 
He  killed  all  the  swine,  and  he  broached  all  the  wine ; 
He  drove  off  the  sheep,  and  the  beeves,  imd  the  kine ; 

He  took  castles  and  towns ;  he  cut  short  limbs  and  lives ; 
He  made  orphans  and  widows  of  children  and  wives : 
This  course  many  years  he  triumphantly  ran. 
And  did  mischief  enough  to  be  called  a  great  nuuL 

When,  at  last,  he  had  gained  all  for  which  he  had  striven. 
He  bethought  him  of  buying  a  passport  to  heaven ; 
Good  and  great  as  he  was,  yet  be  did  not  well  know. 
How  soon,  or  which  way,  his  great  spirit  might  go. 

He  sought  the  grey  friars,  who  beside  a  wild  stream. 
Refected  their  frames  on  a  primitive  scheme ; 
The  gravest  and  wisest  Gwenwynwyn  found  out. 
All  lonely  and  ghostly,  and  angling  for  trout. 

Below  the  white  dash  of  a  mighty  cascade. 
Where  a  pool  of  the  stream  a  deep  resting-place  made. 
And  rock-rooted  oaks  stretched  their  brancnes  on  high. 
The  friar  stood  musing,  and  throwing  his  fly. 

To  him  said  Gwenwynwyn,  '  Hold,  father,  here 's  store. 
For  the  good  of  the  church,  and  the  good  of  the  poor ' ; 
Then  he  gave  him  the  stone  ;  but,  ere  more  he  could  speak. 
Wrath  came  on  the  &iar,  so  holy  and  meek. 

He  had  stretohrxl  lorth  his  hand  to  receive  the  red  gold. 
And  he  thought  himself  mocked  by  Gwenwynwyn  the  Bold ; 
And  in  scorn  of  the  gift,  and  in  rage  at  the  giver. 
He  jerked  it  immediately  into  the  river. 


THE  POOL  OP  THE  DIVING  FRIAR  161 

GwDwynwyn,  sgbait,  not  a  syllable  apake ; 

The  phil(Mopher's  stone  made  a  duok  and  a  drake : 

iwo  svBtems  of  circles  a  moment  were  seen. 

And  the  stream  smoothed  them  off,  as  they  never  bad  been. 

Gwei  *ynwyn  regained,  and  uplifted  his  voice. 
Oh  fruvr,  grey  friar,  full  rash  was  thy  choice ; 
The  stone,  the  good  stone,  which  away  thou  hast  tbi  iws* 
Was  the  stone  of  all  stones,  the  philoiipher's  stone? 

The  friar  looked  pale,  when  bis  error  be  knew ; 
The  fnar  looked  red,  and  the  friar  looked  blue  • 
And  heels  over  head,  from  the  point  of  -.  rock. 
Ha  plunged,  without  stopping  to  pull  off  bis  frock. 

Hb  dived  very  deep,  but  be  dived  all  in  vain. 
The  prize  be  had  slighted  be  found  not  aeai^ ; 
Many  times  did  the  friar  his  diving  lenei^ 
And  deeper  and  deeper  the  river  stUl  grew. 

Gwenwynwyn  gazed  long,  of  his  senses  in  doubt, 
lo  see  the  grey  friar  a  diver  so  stout ; 
Then  sadl  v  and  slowly  his  castle  he  sought. 
And  left  the  friar  diving,  Uke  dabcbiok  distraught. 

Gwenwynwyn  feU  sick  with  alarm  and  despite. 
Died,  and  went  to  the  devil,  the  very  same  night ; 
Ibe  nwsnanimous  heroes  he  held  in  his  pay 
Sacked  his  castle,  and  marched  with  tlie  plunder  away. 

No  knell  on  the  silence  of  midnight  was  rolled 
For  the  "'^cht  of  the  soul  of  Gwenwynwyn  •  •'e  Bold. 
Thebret^    j,  unfeed,  let  the  mighty  ghr         « 
Without  praying  a  prayer,  or  intoning  a as. 

The  friar  haunted  ever  beside  the  dark  stream ; 

Ihe  phUosopher's  atone  was  bis  thought  and  his  dream  ; 

And  day  after  day,  ever  head  under  heels 

Ue  dived  all  the  time  he  could  spare  from  his  meals. 

Ho  dived,  and  he  dived,  to  the  end  of  bis  days. 
As  the  peasants  oft  witnessed  with  fear  and  amaze. 
Ihe  mad  fnar  s  diving-place  long  was  their  theme. 
And  no  plummet  can  fathom  that  pool  of  the  stream. 

And  still,  when  Ught  clouds  on  the  midnight  winu.  ride. 
If  by  moonhght  you  stray  on  the  lone  river-side, 

«r!u*^u    j°'  *•**  ^*«"  °»*y  ^  «*°  ^^«X  there, 
With  head  m  the  water,  and  heels  in  the  air. 

L  V  ^'  ^  Peacock. 

o 
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234.    THE  VICAR 

Som  vMUB  MO,  ere  time  and  tMte 

Hmi  turned  our  parish  topsy-turvy. 
When  Darnel  Park  was  Darnel  Waste, 

And  roads  as  little  known  as  scurry. 
The  man  who  lost  his  way,  between 

St.  Mary's  Hill  and  Sandy  Thicket, 
Was  alwa^  shown  across  the  green. 

And  guided  to  the  Parson's  wicket 

Back  fkiW  the  bolt  of  lissom  lath ; 

Fair  Margaret,  in  her  tidy  kirtle. 
Led  the  lorn  traveller  up  the  path. 

Through  olean-olipt  rows  of  box  and  myrtle ; 
And  Don  and  Sanoho,  IVamp  and  Tmy, 

Upon  the  parlour  steps  oolleoted, 
Waffied  all  their  tails,  and  seemed  to  s<>^y— 

*  Our  master  knows  you— you're  ezpeoted.' 

Uprose  the  Bevwend  Dr.  Brown, 

Uprose  the  Doctor's  winsome  marrow ; 
The  lady  laid  her  knitting  down, 

H«r  husband  clasped  his  ponderous  Barrow ; 
Whate'w  the  stranger's  caste  or  creed. 

Pundit  or  Papist,  saint  or  sinner. 
He  found  a  stable  for  his  steed. 

And  welcome  for  himself,  and  dinner. 

If,  when  he  reached  his  journey's  end. 

And  warmed  himself  in  Court  or  Collie, 
He  had  not  gained  an  honest  friend 

And  twenty  curious  scraps  of  knowledge, — 
If  he  departed  as  he  came. 

With  no  new  light  on  love  or  liquor, — 
Good  sooth,  the  traveller  was  to  blarje, 

And  not  the  Vicarage,  nor  the  Vicar. 


His  talk  wu  likr.  a  spring,  which  runs 
With  rapid  change  from  rooks  to  roses : 

It  slipped  from  politics  to  puns. 
It  passed  from  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 
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BHdnniiig  with  the  laws  which  keep 

^e  plftoets  in  their  radiant  courMf, 
And  emling  with  some  precept  deep 

For  droMing  eels,  or  shoeing  honen. 

He  was  a  shrewd  and  sound  Divine, 

Of  loud  Dissent  the  mortal  terror ; 
And  when,  by  dint  of  page  and  line. 

He  stablished  Truth,  or  startled  Error, 
The  Baptist  found  him  far  too  deep ; 

The  Deist  sighed  with  saving  sorrow ; 
And  the  lean  Levite  went  to  sleep. 

And  dreamed  of  tasting  pork  to-morrow. 

His  sermons  never  said  or  showed 

Without  refreshment  on  the  road 

Rom  Jerome  or  from  Athanasius : 
And  sure  a  righteous  seal  inspired 

Ti-J'Ln^?^  "^  ^^  1*"'  P""'***  -nd  pUnned  them. 
For  all  who  understood  admired. 

And  some  who  did  not  understand  them. 

He  wrote,  too,  in  a  quiet  way. 

Small  treatises,  and  smaller  venes. 
And  moe  lemarks  on  ehalk  and  clay. 

And  hinte  to  noble  Lords-and  nurses ; 
IVue  histories  of  last  year's  ghost. 

Lines  to  a  riiwh>t,  or  a  turban. 
And  trifles  for  the  Morning  Post, 

And  nothings  for  Sylvanus  Urban. 

He  fid  not  think  all  mischief  fair. 

Although  he  had  a  knack  of  iokinff : 
He  did  not  make  himself  a  bear. 

Although  he  had  a  taste  for  smoking : 
And  when  religious  sects  ran  mad. 

He  held,  in  spite  of  all  his  learninff. 
That  if  a  man's  belief  is  bad. 

It  will  not  be  improved  by  burning. 

And  be  was  kind,  and  loved  to  sit 

In  the  low  hut  or  garnished  cottage. 
And  praise  the  farmer's  homely  wit. 

And  share  the  widow's  homelier  pottage : 
At  his  approach  complaint  grew  mild  ; 

And  when  his  hand  unbarred  the  shutter, 
me  clammy  hps  of  fever  smiled 

The  welcome  which  they  could  not  utter. 
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He  alwavi  had  » ti^  for  ni« 

Of  Jnuiis  Caenr,  or  of  Venus ; 
From  him  I  karat  tiw  rule  of  three. 

Cat's  cradle,  leap-frog,  and  Quae  gmut : 
I  used  to  singe  his  powdored  wig. 

To  steal  the  staff  he  put  such  trust  in. 
And  make  the  puppy  dance  a  jig. 

When  he  be^ui  to  quote  Augustine. 

Alack  the  change !  in  vain  I  look 

For  haunts  in  which  mf  boyhood  trifled, — 
Hie  level  lawn,  the  trickluw  brook. 

The  trees  1  climbed,  the  beds  I  rifled; 
The  church  is  larger  than  before ; 

You  reach  it  by  a  carriage  entry ; 
It  holds  three  hundred  peof^  m(»e. 

And  pews  are  fitted  up  for  gentry. 

Sit  in  the  ^^oar's  seat :  yoa'U  hear 

The  doctrine  <^  a  gentle  Johnian, 
Whose  band  is  iHiite,  whose  tone  is  dear, 

Whoae  phrase  is  very  CSoevonian. 
Where  is  Um  old  nnn  lakl  T— kwk  down. 

And  construe  on  the  dab  before  you. 
Hie  jaett  GruBLUCt  Baoir«r, 

Yir  nuUd  turn  donandut  lavru.* 


W.  IL  Pbasow 


235.    THE  COUNTRY  CLERGYMAN'S  TRIP 

TO  CAIIBRIDQE 

Ax  Election  Ballad,  1827 

Ar  I  sat  down  to  breakfast  in  state. 

At  my  living  of  Tithing-cum-Ek>ring, 
With  Betty  beskto  me  to  wait. 

Came  a  rap  that  almost  beat  the  door  in. 
I  laid  down  my  basin  of  tea, 

And  Betty  ceased  spreading  the  toast, 
*  As  sure  as  a  gun,  sir,^  said  ue. 

*  That  must  be  the  knock  of  the  post,* 

A  letter — and  free — bring  it  here — 
I  have  BO  oomuiondent  who  fnwiloi. 

No  I  yes  I    can  it  be  T    Why,  my  dear, 
'Tis  our  gkNrkms,  our  Protestant  BaaksK 


THE  COUNTRY  CLERGYMAN'S  TRIP 

'  Dear  sir.  m  I  know  yoa  desira 

T  ?^i^  ^°"*'  ■'*°"'^  «*^*»  doe  protection. 
1  hnmbly  premme  to  leqoin 

Yonr  •id  at  the  Guabndge  elect'o a. 

To  BoppraM  each  cathedral  and  coHege. 

And  eject  every  learned  divine. 
To  MMst  this  detestable  scheme 

•lwT#*"n°f •?■  '^  ^"^  •"  «ome  over ; 
^fy  left  CaUis  on  Monday  by  steam. 
And  landed  to  dinner  at  Dover. 

'  ^*J?y  o*  gri»  Cbrdolief^ 

wm  ?iS!!T^  *«*«»  »Ucs  and  vermm. 

WUl  foUow,  Lord  Westmoreland  fean. 

T  n  ^^  ****  *'»«^  <**«*  n>»y  determine. 
Lollards'  Tower,  good  authoritiei  say. 

h  agam  fitting  up  as  a  prison ; 

And  a  wood-merchant  told  me  to^y 

Tis  a  wonder  how  faggots  have  risen. 

'  The  finance  schone  of  Canning  contains 

A  new  Easter-offering  tax ; 
And  he  means  to  devote  all  the  gains 

To  a  bminty  on  thumb-screws  and  racks. 
Your  living,  so  neat  and  compact— 

Pray,  d<m't  let  the  news  give  you  pain  f— 
Is  promised.  I  know  for  a  f ict,         *^ 

To  an  oUve-faced  Padre  from  Spain.' 

I  read,  and  I  feU  my  heart  bleed. 

Sore  wounded  with  horror  and  pity ; 
So  I  flew,  with  all  possible  speed, 

TJr^1?°**^*/*»»"P'°n'»  committee, 
irne  gentleuMn,  kind  and  well-bred  ! 
No  fleering  !  no  distance  :  no  scorn ! 

And  my  children  who  never  were  bom. 

'"l^iA*"'  "^*  high-principled  Tories, 
uaiM  our  Sovereign  unjust  and  unsteadv. 

^l?r"^  ^r,  "^^  -w^daloos  storieT^ 
Till  the  coach  for  the  votera  was  rea^ 

That  coach  might  be  well  oalled  a  caski^ 
Of  Jeamiag  and  broth«riy  love : 

TMre  were  parsons  in  boot  and  in  basket : 
Tbere  were  parMos  betow  and  above. 
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There  were  Sneaker  and  Gripw,  a  pair 

Who  stick  to  Lord  Muleaby  like  leeches ; 
A  smug  chaplain  of  plausible  Mr, 

Who  writes  mv  Lord  Goslin^am's  speeches ; 
Dr.  Buzz,  idio  al<Hie  is  a  host. 

Who,  with  arguments  wei|^ty  as  lea  i. 
Proves  six  times  a  week  in  the  Pott 

That  flesh  somehow  differs  from  l»ead ; 


Dr.  Nimrod,  whose  orthodox  toes 

Are  seldo'm  withdrawn  from  the  stirrup ; 
Dr.  Humdrum,  whose  eloqumce  flows. 

Like  droppings  of  sweet  poppy  syrup ; 
Dr.  Rosygill  pidSng  and  fanning. 

And  wiping  away  perspiration ; 
Dr.  Humoug,  who  proved  Mr.  Caumtng 

The  beast  in  St.  John's  Revelation. 


A  layman  can  scarce  form  a  notion 

Of  our  wonderful  talk  on  tlie  road ; 
Of  the  learning,  the  wit,  Mad  devotitHi, 

Which  almost  each  syllable  showed : 
Why  i'    'ded  allegiance  agrees 

So  ill  mih  our  free  constitution ; 
How  Catholics  swear  as  they  please. 

In  hope  of  the  priest's  auoluticm ; 


How  the  Bishop  of  Norwich  had  bartered 

His  faith  for  a  legate's  commission  ; 
How  Lyndhurst,  afraid  to  be  martyred, 

Hod  stooped  to  a  base  coalititMi ; 
How  Papists  are  cased  frcMn  compassion 

By  bigotry,  stronger  than  steel : 
How  burning  would  soon  come  in  fashion. 

And  how  very  bod  it  must  feel 


We  were  all  so  much  touched  and  excited 

By  a  subject  so  direly  sublime. 
That  the  rules  of  politeness  were  slighted. 

Ami  we  all  of  us  talked  at  a  time  ; 
And  in  tones,  which  each  moment  grew  louder, 

Tokl  how  we  shouM  dress  for  the  show, 
And  where  we  shonki  fasten  the  powder, 

Arrl  if  we  should  beltow  or  no. 


AT  THE  CHURCH  GATE 
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Thus  from  mhjeat  to  anbject  we  nui, 

ikW^  ^  ^5?^y  I*^  pJeMwitly  o'er, 
TUI  at  iMt  Dr.  Hamdram  began ; 

^m  that  time  I  remember  no  more. 
At  Ware  he  commenced  his  iweleoticm. 

In  the  dullest  of  clerical  drones : 
A^when  next  1  reguned  recolkcticm 

We  were  rambling  o'er  Tmmpington  stcmec 

Thoma8»  Lobd  Macaolat. 


236.    AT  THE  CHURCH  GATE 

Althovgh  I  mtor  not. 
Yet  roond  about  the  spot 

Oft-times  I  hover ; 
And  near  the  sacred  gate, 
With  longing  eyes  I  wait. 

Expectant  of  her. 

The  Minster  bdl  tdk  out 
Above  the  city's  rout 

And  noise  and  humming : 
^yVe  hushed  tiie  Minster  bell : 
The  organ  'gins  to  swell : 

She 's  coming,  she 's  coming  I 

My  lady  comes  at  last, 
Umid,  and  stepping  £ast. 

And  hastenu^  hither. 
With  modest  eyes  downcast : 
She  comes— she 's  here— she 's  passed- 

May  Heaven  go  with  her  I 

Kneel,  undisturbed,  bir  Saint  I 
Pour  out  your  praise  or  plaint 

Meekly  and  duly ; 
I  will  not  enter  there. 
To  suUv  your  pure  prayer 

With  thoughts  unruly. 

But  suffer  me  to  paoe 
Bound  the  forbidden  ^aoe, 

lingering  a  minuta, 
lAm  outcast  sprits  iHw  wait 
And  see  throodh  heaven's  mta 

AagdB  viihio  it 

W. 


M.  THAOKnuT. 
t 
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237.    THE  POPE  AND  THE  NET 

What,  he  on  idK»n  our  Toioe*  unaoimoiMly  mi, 

Macte  Pope  at  oar  hat  CtmokTe  ?    Foil  low  his  life  begM : 

His  fathn  earned  the  daily  bread  as  just  a  fishemiaiL 

So  mtieh  the  more  his  boy  minds  book,  gives  noitf  <A  mothw-wit. 
Becomes  first  DeaoiMi,  and  then  Priest,  then  Bkhbp :  see  him  sit 
No  less  than  Cardinal  en  long,  while  no  one  cri«js  *  Unfit ! ' 

Bat  some  one  smirks,  sojoe  other  smiles,  joei  elbow  and  nods  head : 
Eaeh  winks  at  each :  *  'I-feiUi,  a  rise !   Saint  Peter's  net,  instead 
Of  sword  and  keys,  is  otHne  in  vogne  1 '    You  think  he  blushes  red  } 

Not  he,  of  homble  holy  heart !    *  Unworthy  me  i '  he  sighs: 
'  I^m  fisher's  dradge  to  Choroh's  prinoe— it  is  indeed  a  rise : 
So,  here 's  the  way  to  keep  the  fact  for  ever  in  my  eyes  1 ' 

And  strd^tway  in  his  palaoe-hall,  where  oommonly  k  set 
Some  ooatHtf-arms,  some  portraiture  anoestral,  k>,  we  met 
His  mean  estate's  raninder  in  his  fisher-Csther's  net  1 

Which  step  conciliates  all  and  scnne,  stops  eavil  in  a  trioe : 

*  The  hnmble  holy  heart  that  hdds  of  newhu-n  pride  no  spice ! 

He 'sjost  the  saint  to  dioose  for  Pope  t*   Each  adds  "Us  my  advice'. 


So,  Pope  he  was :  and  whm  we  flocked— its  sacred  slipper  on— 
To  kiss  his  foot,  we  lifted  eyes,  alaok  tiie  thing  was  gone— 
That  guarantee  of  loidihead,— eclipsed  tiiat  star  whwh  shone  t 


Eaeh  eved  his  feUow,  one  and  aU  kept  silence.    loried'Pish! 
1 11  make  me  spokesman  for  the  rest,  express  the  common  wi^ 
Why,  Esther,  k  the  net  mmoved  ? '    *  Son,  it  hath  caught  the  fish.' 

R.  Bbowhino. 
From  ilMfaiufe.     By  penninira  td  Mesns.  Smith,  Ekler  ft  Oa 

288.    THE  LATEST  DECALOGUE 

Taocshalt  have  one  God  only;  who 
Would  be  'Nt  tiw  expense  of  two  ? 
No  graven  images  may  be 
W(»shipped,  except  the  oarrenoy : 
Swear  not  at  dl ;  for,  for  thy  curse 
Thine  enemy  k  none  the  worse : 
At  ohurdi  on  Sunday  to  attend 
Will  serve  to  keep  the  woM  thy  friend : 
Honour  thy  parents ;  that  k,  i^ 
From  iHiom  advanoement  may  befall : 
Thou  Shalt  not  kitt ;  but  nsed^st  not  strive 
Offidously  to  keep  alive : 


THE  LATEST  DECALOGUE 

Do  not  adultery  oommit ; 
Advantage  rarely  comes  of  it : 
Thou  Shalt  not  steal :  an  empty  feat. 
When  It 's  so  lucrative  to  cheat : 
Bear  not  false  witness ;  let  the  lie 
Have  tune  on  ito  own  wings  to  fly : 
Thou  Shalt  not  covet,  but  tradition 
Approves  all  forms  of  competition. 
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A,  H.  Clottob. 


239.    HYPOCRISY 
Htfocbut  will  serve  as  well 
To  propagate  a  church,  as  zeal ; 
As  persecution  and  promotion 
Do  equally  advance  devotion ; 
So  round  white  stones  will  serve,  tiiey  say. 
As  well  as  eggs  to  make  hens  lay.  ^ 


S.   BCTUB. 


240.    SAPPHICS 
Tm  Ebkhd  or  HcjtAKiTr  ahd  thi  Khifb-oriudbb 
Friend  of  Humanity 

S^Sr'^'""^?**"  '  '•^*^  •"  yo«  going  T 
RouBh  «  the  road  your  wheel  is  out  of  5rS- 

Bleai  blows  the  bhuit  j-your  hat  h«i  «>t  a  hole  in 't. 

So  have  your  breeches. 

W^L^?*-**^"  •  ""'»  ''^nk  the  proud  ones 

Who  in  their  coaches  roll  along  the  turbpike- 

Boad.  what  hard  work  't»  cr^g  all  d^JT' Knives  and 

Scissors  to  grind  O  ! ' 
Tell  me,  Knife-grinder,  how  you  came  to  grind  knives  • 
wi^T  "l^  *?•"  tyrannically  use  you  r  ' 

Was  It  the  'Squire  ?  or  Pteson  of  the  Piirish  T 

Or  the  Attonwy  T 
Was  it  the;Squi  ..  for  killing  of  his  game  ?  or 
CovetoiHi  Ptesr  ,  lor  his  titiies  distrLing  ? 
Or  roguish  Uwyer,  made  you  lose  your  little 

All  in  a  lawsuit  ? 

Kewly  to  faU,  as  soon  as  you  have  told  your 

Pitiful  story. 
03 
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Kmfe-grinder 

Story  !  (3od  bless  von  1  I  have  none  to  tell,  Sir, 
Only  last  night  a-drinking  at  the  *  Chequers  \ 
This  foot  old  hat  and  breeches,  as  yoa  see,  were 

Tom  fan  a  scuffle. 

Constables  came  up  for  to  take  me  into 
Custody ;  they  took  me  heiwe  the  justice ; 
Justice  Oldmizon  put  me  in  the  parish- 
Stocks  for  a  vagrant. 

I  should  be  glad  to  drink  your  Honour's  health  in 
A  Pot  of  Bear,  if  you  will  glTe  me  Sixpence ; 
But  few  my  pfut,  I  never  fove  to  meddle 

With  politics.  Sir. 

Friend  of  Httmanity 

Tsiye  thee  Sixpence !    I  will  see  thee  damned  first — 
^(^^etch  !  whom  no  sense  of  wrongs  can  rouse  to  vengeance — 
Sordid,  unfeeling,  reprobate,  degraded, 

SfHritless  outcaiit ! 

{Kieka  tiie  Knife-grinder,  overturns  his  wfteel,  and  exit  in  a  transport 
of  BepubHean  Enthusiasm  and  Universal  Philanthropy.) 

G.  CAHNnra  and  J.  H.  Frsbx. 


?Al.    A  POLITICAL  DISPATCH 

In  matters  of  comm«roe  the  fault  of  the  Dutch 
Is  offering  too  little  and  asking  too  much, 
^e  French  are  with  equal  advantage  content, 
So  we  dap  on  Dutch  bottoms  just  iS)  per  cent. 

20  per  cent,  20  per  cent. 
We  clap  on  Dutch  bottoms  just  20  per  cent. 
Vous  frapperez  Falck  aveo  20  per  cent. 

G.  Caxkino. 


242.    PADDY'S  METAMORPHOSIS 

About  fifty  years  stoce,  in  the  days  of  our  daddies. 

That  plan  was  commenced  which  the  wise  now  applaud. 
Of  shipping  off  Ireland's  most  turbulent  Paddies, 

As  good  raw  material  for  settlers,  abroad. 

Some  West  Indian  Island,  whose  name  I  forget. 
Was  the  reason  then  chosen  for  this  scheme  so  romantic  t 

And  such  the  success  the  first  colony  met, 
That  a  second,  soon  aftw,  set  sail  o'er  the  Atlantic. 


PADDY'S  METAMORPHOSIS 

Bohojd  thec^  now  safe  at  tiie  long  Iook«].for  shore 

And  thinking  of  friends  whom,  but  two  yem  Sfore  ®^ 
Thejr  h«|  sorrowed  to  lo«.,  bat  would^^  SJSn  meet 

"^"Iw,^  5»2Sr  ?*  ''i?"J*  «'»^  ''^'corae  there  came- 

Thus  hailed  by  black  devils,  who  capered  foTjoy  ! 
Can  it  possibly  be  »-baIf  amazement-half  doubt 
Th™  ht*  ™  •fin-rubs  hi.  eyes  and  1^  sZS'y  • 
Good  Lord  !  only  think-blaok  and  curly  steady  I 

^i'ii^^K*'"  ^•"•'nioiioked  brogue  in  his  ears, 

AnH  Jk"*^u^  V^  •**»'»  « these  wool-heaSidSures 

To  t„*!S^i*'  r^'  •  ''"°"**'  «  '«»  than^TyST' 
To  turn  a  whole  cargo  of  Pats  into  niggers  ! 

MOBAL 

Thi"**~:^'Ji'.*''i'u?-^y  •  ""'•J  °»<«  true 
Yo^  WwJ^  wi°  *  •"  '^*'  *»'  P^**'*  best  stories.- 
ifour  Whigs,  when  moflSce  a  short  year  or  two 

By  a  /tMiM  naiww,  all  turn  into  Tories. 

^Il!*l'?'  ''^f"  l^"^  *•>•"  •  "trong  measures '  advise 

T.  MOOBE. 
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243. 
Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker  ;  it 's  surely  fair 

Tory  and  Radical,  Aye  an/ Sb ;  ' 

Talking  by  night,  and  talking  by  day  ;- 

Sleep,  5fr.  Speaker ;  sleep,  sfeep  while  you  may  ! 

Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  slumber  lies 

Light  and  brief  on  a  Speaker's  eyes  ; 

Fielden  or  Finn,  in  a  minute  or  two. 

home  disorderly  thing  will  do ; 

Kiot  will  chase  repose  away  ;— 

Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  sleep,  sleep  while  you  may  I 
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Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  Cobbett  will  soon 

Hove  to  abdisb  the  son  and  moon ; 

Hume,  no  doubt,  will  be  taking  the  sense 

Of  the  House  on  a  saving  of  thirteen  pence ; 

Grattan  will  growl,  or  Baldwin  bray ; — 

Sleep,  Mr.  Speak«r ;  sleep,  sleep  while  you  may ! 

§leep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  dream  of  the  time 

Whoi  lo^ty  was  not  quite  a  crime ; 

When  Grant  was  a  pupu  in  Canniiw's  school. 

When  Palmerston  fancied  Wood  a  tool ; 

Lord,  how  principles  pass  away ! 

Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  sleep,  sleep  while  yoa  may  I 

Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  sweet  to  men 
Is  the  sleep  that  cometh  but  now  and  then ; 
Sweet  to  the  sorrowful,  sweet  to  the  ill. 
Sweet  to  the  children  that  work  in  a  mill. 
You  have  m<»e  need  of  sleep  tiian  they ; — 
Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker ;  sleep,  sleep  while  you  may  i 

W.  M  Pbakd. 

244.    A  POLITICAL  ALLEGORY 

Oncs  there  was  a  famous  nation 

With  a  lone  and  glorious  post : 
Very  splendid  was  its  station, 

And  its  territory  vast ; 
It  had  won  the  approbation. 
The  applause  and  admiration. 
Of  the  states  who'd  had  occasion. 
In  a  time  of  tribulation. 
And  of  disoiganization. 
Not  to  mention  degradation. 
And  profound  hunuliation. 

To  observe  it  standing  fast 
Without  any  trepidation. 
Or  a  sign  of  vacillation, 

Finn  and  faithful  to  the  last. 

Came  a  time  of  dire  distraction, 

Full  of  terror  and  despeur. 
When  a  delicate  transaction 

Called  for  unexampled  care ; 
But  the  people  were  directed. 
Both  the  well  and  ill-adected. 
To  a  wholly  unexpected 
And  surprising  course  of  action. 

Based  on  motives  new  and  rare 
(Being  governed  by  a  faction, 

As  they  generally  were). 


A  POLITICAL  ALLEGORY 

jtn  a  little  time  the  nation 

Had  a  ohMioe  of  saying  whether 
It  and  its  administaration 

Seemed  inolined  to  poll  togethw : 
And  it  spoke  its  mind  with  vigour : — 

'  Such  disgraceful  conduct  must 
Everlastingly  diaMgwe 

Future  Minals,  and  disgust 
Evermore  the  candid  student : 
You  have  been  unwise,  imprwlent, 

Posiilanimous,  unjust. 
And  ne^ectfnl  of  the  f^ory 
Appertaining  to  our  name 
Till  this  melancholy  stcny 

Put  a  period  to  our  fame.* 
So  this  faction,  disappointed. 

Lost  the  national  pnd  graces. 
And  thnr  rivals  were  anointed. 

And  were  set  in  the  high  places. 
Pietty  soon  arose  conditions 

Most  embarrassing  and  hard. 
And  the  party  pditicians 

Had  to  be  upon  thrir  guard. 
Illegitimate  amintions. 
Democratic  rhetoricians. 
Persons  prone  to  base  submissions. 
Men  of  warlike  dispositions. 
Wild  and  wicked  statistidans. 
Metaphysical  magicians, 
People  apt  to  sign  petitions. 
Men  inchned  to  make  conditions. 

And  a  host  of  wary  foes. 
Compassed  round  the  ruling  faction : 
But  a  certain  line  of  action 

They  incontinently  chose  : 
And  with  great  determination. 
And  extreme  discrimination. 
Not  untouched  by  exaltation. 
After  proper  preparation. 
And  profound  examination. 
Wrought  it  out  with  acclamation. 
And  each  other's  approbation, 
Tul  the  national  taxation 
Not  unnaturally  rose. 

To  the  nation  now  occurred  an 

Opportunity  of  saying 
What  they  thought  about  the  burden 

Which  the  government  was  laying 
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A  POUnCAL  ALLEGORY 

On  thdr  sboolden :  And  they  Mid  it 

In  unoomiNKHnUng  temw : — 
'  Your  behaviour  would  dieoedit 

TiowB,  orocodilee,  or  worms : 
You  have  mined  and  diagraoed  ua. 
And  luooewfully  efiEaoed  ua 
Vtom  the  proudoommanding  station 
Where  the  teal  and  penetration 

Of  our  ancest^iS  had  {daoed  us. 
Go  I  we  are  a    jined  nation ; 

But  before  our  dissolution 
We  pronounce  your  condemnation 

Sappers  of  our  constitution. 
Slayers  of  our  reputation  ! ' 

But  the  nation — mwk  the  moral. 

For  its  value  is  untoM— 
During  each  sucoesuve  quarrel 

Grew  and  prospered  as  of  old. 


J.   K.  STIPHB5. 


246.    TO  LUCASTA,  ON  GOING  TO   THE  WARS 

Tbll  me  not.  Sweet,  I  am  unkind 

That  from  the  nunnery 
Of  thy  chaste  breast  apl  quiet  minil, 

To  war  and  arms  I  ..y. 

True,  a  new  mistmss  now  I  chase. 

The  first  foe  iu  the  field ; 
And  with  a  stronger  faith  embrace 

A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such 

As  you  too  shall  adore ; 
I  could  not  love  thee.  Dear,  so  much. 

Loved  I  not  Honour  more. 


B.  LOVELACX. 
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246.    THE  SOLDIER  GOING  TO  THE  FIELD 

Pbuuvi  tbv  •ighs,  anthrifty  girl. 

To  purify  the«r, 
Tb  V  tears  to  threMl,  instead  of  pearl. 

On  bracelets  of  thy  hair. 

The  trumpet  makes  the  echo  hoarse. 

And  wakes  the  louder  dmin  : 
Expense  of  grief  sains  no  remorse 

When  sorrow  should  be  dumb. 

For  I  must  go  where  laxy  Peace 

Will  hide  her  drowsy  head. 
And,  for  the  sport  of  kings,  increase 

The  number  of  the  dead. 

But.  first,  I'll  chide  thy  cruel  theft : 

Can  I  in  war  delight, 
Who  (being  of  ^y  heart  bweft) 

Can  have  no  heart  to  fight  f 

Thou  know'st.  the  sacred  laws  of  old 

Ordained  a  thief  should  pay. 
To  quit  him  of  his  theft,  sevenfold 

What  he  had  stolen  away. 

Thy  payment  -hall  but  double  be ; 

O  then  with  speed  resign 
My  own  sednoM  heart  to  me. 

Accompanied  with  thine. 

Sib  W.  Davxraht. 
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Ik  girey-haired  Celia's  withered  arms 

As  mighty  Louis  lay, 
Sfato  cried  '  If  I  have  any  charms. 

My  dearest,  let's  away  ! 
For  you,  my  love,  is  all  my  fear. 

Hark  how  the  drums  do  rattle ; 
Alas,  sir  !  what  should  you  do  here 

In  dreadful  day  of  battle  r 
Let  little  Orange  stay  and  fight. 

For  danger 's  his  diversion ; 
The  wise  wi!!  think  you  in  the  right. 

Not  to  expose  your  persoo : 
Nor  vex  your  thoughte  how  to  repair 

The  rums  of  your  glory : 


176    A  PARAPHRASE  FROM  THE  FRENCH 

You  ought  to  leave  so  meMi  •  oara 

To  tboee  who  pen  your  story. 
Ai«  bot  Bdleau  mmI  Corneille  paid 

For  panesyrio  writing  ? 
Thev  know  how  horoet  may  be  made, 

Without  the  help  of  fighting. 
When  foes  too  laacily  approach, 

"Hi  best  to  leave  them  fairly ; 
Pat  six  good  horses  in  yoor  coach. 

And  carry  me  to  Mwly. 
Let  Booflets,  to  seoore  your  fame, 

Oo  take  some  town,  or  bay  it ; 
Whilst  you,  great  m,  at  Notre  Dame, 

Te  Deum  nng  in  qaiet  I ' 


M.  Pbiob. 


i248.    THE  GRAND  QUESTION  DEBATED 

WaiTHiB  Hamilton's  Bawn  shottu)  bb  tub5sd  into  a  Babback 
OB  A  Malt-housb  (1729) 

Thus  npoke  to  my  lady  the  knight  full  of  care : 
'  Let  me  have  vour  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
This  Haiailton^s  Bawn,  whilst  it  sticks  on  my  hand, 
I  lose  by  the  hoase  what  I  get  by  the  land ; 
But  how  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  bidder. 
For  a  barraek  or  malt-house,  we  now  must  consider. 

'  ¥int,  let  me  suppose  I  make  it  a  malt-house. 
Hare  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fall  t  'us ; 
There 's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grain, 
I  increase  it  to  twelve,  so  three  hundred  remain ; 
A  handsome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer. 
Three  dishes  a  day,  and  three  hogsheads  a  year : 
With  a  dozen  lar||e  vessels  my  vault  shall  be  stored. 
No  little  scrub  jowt  shall  come  on  to  my  board  : 
And  you  %nd  the  dean  no  more  shall  combine      * 
To  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine ; 
Nor  shall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  purloin 
A  stone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  iron.  <ny  sirloin. 
If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  Crown  is  my  tenant ; 
My  dear,  I  have  pondered  again  and  again  on 't ; 
In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lose  half  my  rent ; 
Whatever  they  give  me  1  must  be  content. 
Or  join  with  the  Court  in  every  debate ; 
And  rather  than  that  I  would  lose  my  estate.' 

Thus  ended  the  knight :  thus  began  his  meek  wife ; 
*  It.  muM  and  it  ahall  be  a  barrack,  my  life. 
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But  •  nbble  of  teunu  mmI  rusty  <lull  Rum*. 

I  m  all  overdftubed  whm  I  dt  by  the  dean. 
But  It  you  will  give  us  •  bMmok,  my  dear. 
The  captain.  I'm  sure,  will  always  come  hero ; 
I  then  shall'not  value  his  deanship  a  straw. 
rot  the  captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe ; 

Will  tell  him  ttat  chaplains  should  not  be  si)  pert ; 
That  men  of  bis  coat  should  be  minding  their  prayers. 
And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themselves  ain.* 
__™^  •»go~  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain : 
iS  ""S"*  "^  opinion  resolved  to  maintain. 
But  Hannah,  who  listened  to  aU  that  wa«  passed 
Ana  could  not  endure  so  vulgar  a  taste 
Assoon  as  her  ladvship  called  to  be  dr^sed. 
JtTLu^?"'  ''Py  "*^y  n»y  master 's  possessed. 
^Arthur  the  miUtster!    How  fine  it  wilfwlmdir 
1  d  ratbw  the  bawn  were  sunk  under  ground. 
»it.  n»dam,  I  guessed  there  would  never  come  good. 
Y  hen  I  saw  him  so  c  'ten  with  Darby  and  Wood 
And  now  ip"  dream 's  out ;  for  I  was  aKireamed* 
That  I  saw  a  huge  rat ;  O  dear,  how  I  screamed ! 
IS  t{*tf  •  "^•'J'O'?? ht  I  h«i  lost  my  new  shoes ; 
And  MoUy,  she  saKl,  I  shoukl  hear  some  Ul  news, 
uear  madam,  had  you  but  the  spirit  to  tease 
You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  please  • 
And,  madam.  I  always  bt,Jieved  you  so  stiTut      * 
inat  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out. 
If  I  had  ah'     andlikehim.I|mrte8t. 
TUl  he  gave  m,  my  will.  I  woufd  give  him  no  rest ; 
And  rather  than  come  in  the  same  pair  of  sheets 
With  such  a  cross  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  streets  : 
^ut,  madam,  I  beg  you,  contrive  and  invent. 
And  worry  him  out,  till  he  yivee  his  consent, 
itear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  think. 
An  I  were  to  be  hanged  I  can't  sleep  a  wink : 
^■or  If  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
1  can  t  get  it  out,  though  I'd  never  so  fain. 
1  fancy  alrendy  a  barrack  contrived 
At  Hamilton's  Bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arrived  : 
Of  this,  to  be  sure.  Sir  Arthur  has  warning. 
And  waits  on  the  captain  betimes  the  next  morainjr. 
Wow  see  when  they  meet  how  their  honours  behave! 

«  V^„  K**^**'"'  y°"  ^r^"<^  "-"  Sir  Arthur,  your  slave  "; 
^^  You  honour  me  much  "-"  the  honour  is  mine  "- 
Iwas  a  sad  rainy  night "— "  but  the  morning  is  fine." 
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"  Pray  how  does  my  Udy  ?  "— "  My  wife   i  at  your  servioe." 
"  I  think  I  have  seen  her  piotore  by  Jerrib." 
"  Good  morrow,  good  captain  " — "  I'll  wait  oa  yoa  down  " — 
"  You  shan't  stir  a  foot  '^— "  yo^'U  think  me  a  ck>wn  "— 
"  For  all  the  world,  captain,  not  half  an  inch  further  "— 
"  You  must  be  obeyed — your  swvant.  Sir  Arthur ; 
My  humble  respects  to  my  lady  unknown  " — 
"  I  hope  ^ou  mil  use  my  house  as  your  own." 

'  Go  bnng  me  my  smock,  and  leave  off  your  prate^ 
Thou  hast  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate.* 
'  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet :  what  was  it  I  said 
You  had  like  to  have  put  quite  out  of  my  head. 

*  Next  day,  to  be  sure,  the  captain  will  come 
At  the  head  of  his  troop,  with  trumpet  and  d;iim ; 
Now,  madam,  observe  how  he  marches  in  state ; 
The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate ; 
Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.    The  trumpeters  follow, 
Tantara,  tantara ;  while  all  the  boys  hallo. 
See  now  comes  the  captain  aU  daubed  with  gold  laoe ; 
O,  la  !  the  sweet  gentleman,  look  in  his  face ; 
And  see  how  he  rues  like  a  lord  of  the  land. 
With  the  fine  flaming  'word  that  he  hoMs  in  hb  hand  ; 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  enter,  it  prances  and  rears. 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears ; 
At  last  comes  the  troop,  by  the  word  of  command. 
Drawn  up  in  our  Court,  when  the  captain  oriss.  Stand  ! 
Your  ladyship  lifts  up  the  sash  to  be  seen, 
(For  sure  I  had  dizened  you  out  like  a  queen) ; 
The  captain,  to  show  he  is  proud  of  the  favour, 
Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cooks  up  bis  beaver 
(His  beaver  is  cocked ;  pray,  madam,  mark  that, 
For  a  captain  v.  I  horse  never  takes  off  his  hat ; 
Because  tie  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle. 
For  the  right  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left  holds  the  bridle) ; 
Then  flourishes  thrice  his  sword  in  the  air. 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  has  spilt); 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  aw*  kisses  the  hilt. 
Your  ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  begin : 
"  Pray,  captain,  be  pleased  to  alight  aiM  walk  in." 
The  captain  salutes  you  with  congee  profound, 
And  your  ladyship  curtsies  hai'wav  to  the  ground. 
"  Kit,  run  to  your  master,  and  bid  him  come  to  us ; 
I'm  sure  he'll  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you'll  do  us  the  favour  to  stay. 
And  take  a  short  dinner  here  with  ua  to-day  ; 
You're  heartily  welcome  ;  but  as  for  good  cheer. 
You  come  in  the  very  worst  time  of  the  year. 
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f/  I  had  ezpeoted  so  worthy  a  gueat " 

Lord,  madam  !  your  ladyship  aun  k  in  je«t : 

"  v«^«^  "*•  °'**^'  '^  ySogiom  must  gr^nt " 

You  offioen.  oapUtin.  are  so  oomolaMutnt "" 
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'  coming ! ' 

T^VuZ^ x*T  ",';'■''  ^"^  -artnur  a-hummins. 

To  shorten  my  tele  (for  I  hate  a  long  story  < 
The  ?»Pt«"n  at  dinner  appears  in  hS^glor/ 

S^1f*°  tS****)"  ^*^  ^^«  h^unhtia  thdr  pride. 
For  thecaptain  's  entreated  to  sit  by  your  side  • 

ihe  parsons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst ; 
The  servants  amawd  are  scarce  ever  able 

ill  ^P..      *T^  .^y*  "  'hey  wait  at  the  table  • 
And  MoUy  and  I  have  thrust  in  our  nosT  ' 

To  peep  at  the  captain  in  aU  his  fine  do'es ; 
Dear  madam,  be  sure  he 's  a  fine-spoken  min. 

And     Madam."  says  he.  "  if  such  dinners  you  3to 
You'll  ne'er  want  for  parsons  as  long  as  yoJuv?^' 

B.^  ♦*!l[.\i'"^i*  P*™"".  *^*'>°"*  a  good  n<ie. 
Birt  the  devU  's  as  welcome  wherever  he  gt^ ; 

»..♦  -    "iTIZ  '.'hey  bid  us  reform  and  repent. 
221'^'  **?  ^^  ^r^  *'»«y  ~^«f  keep  lint ; 
You  cast  a  sheep's  eye  on  her  ladyship's  maid ; 
}„^?„Si'  ''*"*"  '""*  >;°"  ^'  pretty  white  hand 
l^^l^  y°"  "^'''  *"<*  Bmoodiing  your  band  " 

♦^h!^  '^P**"  Bupposed  he  was  curate  to  Jinny).  ^ 

A  iy**TT  y""  •*  •  «»»««I'  »nd  gown,  ^ 

A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covere  a  clown : 

Observe  how  a  parson  comes  into  a  room, 

A     u"T~i — T  •***  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  irroom  • 

Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  Bo  to  a  ^  ;  ' 

Your  ^o««d.,  and  B/.^«-4.  and  Or^urs,  a'nd  stuff. 

T^JHT'     "y**""*?^    -y  this  pinch  of  snuff. 
To  give  a  )roung  gentleman  right  education. 
The  Army 's  the  only  good  s^ool  in  the  nation  • 
My  schoolmaster  called  me  a  dunce  and  a  foJl 
But  at  cuffij  I  was  always  the  cock  ofSe  sc^l . 
I  never  could  take  to  m^book  for  the  bl^  o~me 
And  the  puppy  confessed  he  expected  no  good  o?me 
He  caught  me  one  morning  coqJiettinir  hi-^e 
And  be  mauled  me ;  I  ne'er  was  so  mkuted  in  mv  life  • 
80  I  took  to  the  r«»d^.nd.  what 's  verj^d?  ^     ' ' 
The  first  man  I  robbed  was  a  paraon,  by  G-!_. 
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Now,  madftm,  yon'U  think  it  a  stoMigB  tiiiiig  to  say, 
^it  the  aii^t  of  »  book  makes  me  nok  to  this  day." 

'  Never  rinoe  I  was  ham  did  I  hear  so  mnoh  wit^ 
And,  miidam,  I  laa^ied  till  I  thou|^t  I  sboold  split. 
80  then  you  kwked  soomfal,  and  sniffed  at  the  dean. 
As  who  shookl  say,  ^010,  am  I  akinny  and  lean  f 
Bat  he  dtint  not  so  mnoh  as  onoe  open  his  lips. 
And  the  doctor  was  plagiuly  down  m  the  hips.* 

Thns  moviless  Hannah  tan  on  in  her  talk. 
Till  she  beMd  the  dean  call '  Will  yonr  ladyship  walk  ? 
Her  ladyship  answers, '  I'm  jost  coming  down, 
Then,  taming  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown, 
Ahhoagh  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  was  glad, 
CMed, 'Hossy,  whv  sore  the  wench  has  «me  mad ; 
How  ooaM  these  cbimmas  get  into  yoar  brains  ? 
Cknne  hither,  and  toke  this  old  gown  lot  your  paim. 
Bat  tiw  dean,  if  this  secret  should  come  to  his  ears, 
¥^11  never  have  done  with  his  jibes  and  his  jeers. 
For  yoor  life  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  I  charge  ye. 
Give  me  bat  a  barrack ;  a  fig  for  the  clergy.' 


J.  Swut. 


240.    THE  WAR  SONG  OP  DINA8  VAWR 

Thb  mountain  sheep  are  sweeter. 
But  the  valley  sheep  are  fatter ; 
We  therefore  deemed  it  meeter 
To  carrv  off  the  latter. 
We  made  an  expedition  ; 
We  met  a  host  and  quelled  it ; 
We  forced  a  strong  position, 
And  killed  the  men  who  hekl  it. 

On  Dyfed's  richest  valley. 

Where  herds  of  kine  were  browsing. 

We  made  a  mighty  sally, 

To  fumiih  our  carousing. 

Fierce  warriors  rushed  to  meet  us ;  • 

We  met  them,  and  o'erthrew  them : 

Hiey  struggled  hard  to  beat  us  ; 

Bttt  we  conquered  them,  and  slew  them. 

As  we  drove  our  priae  at  leisure. 
The  king  marchea  forth  to  catch  us : 
His  rage  surpassed  all  measure, 
But  his  people  ooukl  not  match  us. 
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He  fled  to  his  hall-pUUn  ; 
And,  ere  our  force  we  led  off, 
Some  sacked  his  house  and  cellars, 
While  others  cat  his  head  off. 

We  there,  in  strife  bewildering. 
Spilt  blood  enough  to  swim  in : 
We  orphaned  many  children. 
And  widowed  many  women. 
The  eagles  and  the  ravens 
We  glutted  with  our  foemen : 
The  heroes  and  the  cravens. 
The  spearmen  and  the  bowmen. 

We  brought  away  from  battle. 

And  mucn  their  land  bemoaned  them. 

Two  thousand  head  of  cattle. 

And  the  head  o'  him  who  owned  them: 

Ednvfed,  King  ui  Dyfed, 

His  bead  was  borne  before  us ; 

F      wine  and  becuits  supplied  our  feasts, 

1.   A  his  overthrow,  our  chorus. 

T.  L.  PiACXXac. 


25a    MARS  DISARMED  BY  LOVE 

ATI,  bear  it  hraoe,  thou  bless^  child. 

Though  dire  the  burthen  be. 
And  hide  it  in  the  pathless  wild. 

Or  drown  it  in  the  sea : 
The  ruthless  murderer  prays  and  swears ; 

So  let  him  swear  and  pray ; 
Be  deaf  to  all  his  oaths  and  prayers. 

And  take  the  sword  away. 

We've  had  enough  of  fleets  and  camps. 

Guns,  glories,  odes,  gazettes. 
Triumphal  arches,  coloured  lamps, 

Huzxas  and  epaulettes ; 
We  could  not  heax  upon  our  head 

Another  leaf  of  bay ; 
That  horrid  Buonaparte 's  dead  ;— 

Yes,  take  the  sword  away. 

We're  weary  of  the  noisy  boasts 
That  pleased  our  patriot  throngs : 

We've  long  been  dull  to  Gooch's  toasts. 
And  taoM  to  Dtbdin's  songs ; 
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We're  quite  content  to  rale  the  wave. 

Without  »  great  display ; 
We're  known  to  be  extremely  bra^ ; 

But  take  the  sword  away. 

We  give  a  shrug,  when  fife  and  dram 

Puy  up  a  favourite  air ; 
We  think  our  barracks  are  become 

More  ugly  than  they  were ; 
We  laugh  to  see  the  banners  float ; 

We  loatiie  the  charger's  bray ; 
We  don't  admire  a  scMlet  coat ; 

Do  take  the  sword  away. 

Let  Portugal  have  ralers  twain  ; 

Let  Greece  go  on  with  none  ; 
Let  Pbpery  sink  jt  swim  in  Spain, 

Whiw  we  enjoy  the  fun ; 
Let  Turkey  tremble  at  the  knout ; 

Let  Algiers  lose  her  Dey  ; 
Let  Paris  turn  her  Bourbons  out ; — 

Bah  !  take  the  sword  away. 

Our  honest  friends  in  Parliament 

Are  looking  vastly  sad ; 
Our  farmers  say  with  one  consent 

It 's  all  immrasely  bad ; 
There  was  a  time  for  borrowing. 

But  now  it 's  time  to  pay ; 
A  budget  is  a  serious  thing  * 

So  take  the  sword  away. 

And  O,  the  bitter  tears  we  wept, 

In  those  our  davs  of  fame, — 
The  dread,  that  o  er  our  heart-strings  crept 

With  everv  poet  that  came, — 
The  home-affections,  waged  and  lost 

In  every  far-off  fray, — 
The  price  that  British  glory  cost ! 

Ah  !  take  the  sword  away. 

We've  plenty  left  to  hoist  the  sail. 

Or  mount  the  dangerous  breach  ; 
And  Freedom  breathes  in  every  gale. 

That  wanders  round  our  beach. 
When  duty  bids  us  dare  or  die. 

We'll  fight  another  day : 
But  till  we  know  a  reason  why. 

Take,  take  the  sword  away. 


W.  M.  Prasd. 
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251.    FAITHLESS  NELLT  GRAY 
A  Pathktic  Ballad 

Ben  Battle  was  s  wldier  bold. 

And  used  to  war's  alarms ; 
Bat  a  cannon-ball  took  off  his  kgs. 

So  he  laid  down  his  arms ! 

Now  as  they  bore  him  off  the  field. 
Said  he,  *  Let  others  shoot. 

For  here  I  leave  my  second  kg. 
And  the  Forty-second  Foot ! ' 

The  army-suraeons  made  him  limbs : 
Said  he : — ^They're  only  pegs : 

But  there 's  as  wooden  memlwrs  quite 
As  represent  my  I^s ! ' 

Now  Ben  he  loved  a  pretty  maid. 
Her  name  was  Nelly  Gray ; 

So  he  went  to  pay  her  his  devours 
When  he'd  devoured  his  pay ! 

But  when  he  called  on  Nelly  Gray, 
She  made  him  quite  a  scoff ; 

And  when  she  saw  his  wooden  legs. 
Began  to  take  them  off ! 

•  O,  Nelly  Gray  !  O,  Nelly  Gray  ! 

Is  this  your  love  so  warm  7 
The  love  that  loves  a  scarlet  coat 
Should  be  more  uniform  ! ' 

Said  she,  '  I  loved  a  soldic  once. 
For  he  was  blythe  and  brave ; 

But  I  will  never  have  a  man 
With  both  legs  in  the  grave  I 

'  Before  you  had  those  timber  toes. 

Your  love  I  did  allow, 
But  then,  you  know,  you  stand  upon 

Another  footing  now  i ' 

*  O.  Nelly  Gray  !  O,  Nelly  Gray ! 

For  all  your  jtwring  speecheit, 
At  duty's  call,  I  left  my  legs 
In  Badajos's  breacke*  / ' 
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*  Why  tlien,'  said  she,  '  yoa've  kxt  the  feet 

Of  legs  in  war's  aUrms, 
And  now  you  cumot  wear  yoor  shoes 
Upon  yoar  feats  of  arms ! ' 

'  O,  false  and  fickle  Nelly  Gray ; 

I  know  why  you  refuse : — 
Thou|^  I've  no  feet — some  other  man 

Is  standing  in  my  shoes  ! 

*  I  wish  I  ne'er  had  seen  your  face ; 

But,  now,  a  long  farewell ! 
For  you  will  be  my  death  ;— alas ! 
You  will  not  be  my  ^TeB  / ' 

Now  when  he  went  from  Nelly  Gray, 

His  heart  so  heavy  «;ot — 
And  life  was  such  a  burthen  grown. 

It  made  him  take  a  knot ! 

80  round  his  melancholy  neck, 

A  rope  he  did  entwine. 
And,  for  his  second  time  in  life. 

Enlisted  in  the  line ! 

One  end  he  tied  around  a  beam. 

And  then  removed  his  pegs. 
And,  as  his  legs  were  off, — of  course. 

He  soon  was  off  his  legs ! 

And  there  he  hung,  till  he  was  dead 

As  any  nail  in  town, — 
For  though  distress  had  cut  him  up. 

It  couU  not  cut  him  down ! 

A  dozen  men  sat  on  his  corpse. 

To  find  out  why  he  died— 
And  they  buried  Ben  in  four  cross-roads. 

With  a  stake  in  his  inside  ! 

T. 


Hood. 


252.    THE  SUPERIORITY  OP  MACHINERY 

A  MBCHAmo  his  labour  will  often  discard 
If  the  rate  of  his  pay  he  dislikes ; 

But  a  dock — and  its  east  is  uncommonly  hard- 
Will  continue  to  work  though  it  strikes. 

T.  Hood. 
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2S3.    THE  YANKEE  VOLUMTEERS 

Y«  Yankee  TdonteecB ! 
It  Bwkm  my  boiom  Ueed 
Whra  I  yoar  atoxj  read, 

Thoagfa  oft  'th  told  one. 
So — in  botii  hemisph«res 
The  women  an  untrue. 
And  mtui  in  the  New, 

As  in  the  Old  one ! 

What — ^in  this  company 

Of  sixty  KHH  of  Mara, 

Who  march  'neath  Stripes  and  Stara, 

With  fife  and  horn. 
Nine  toiths  of  all  we  see 
Along  the  warlike  line 
Hadlmt  one  cause  to  j<^n 

Thb  Hope  Forlorn  } 

Beaerten  from  the  realm 
Where  tynmt  Ymus  reigns. 
You  slimied  hw  wicked  chains. 

Fled  and  out-ran  her. 
And  now,  witii  swcvd  and  helm. 
Together  bMided  are 
Beneath  the  Stripe  and  Star- 

EmlHtxdered  banner  i 

An^  is  it  so  with  all 

The  warriors  ranged  in  line. 

With  lace  bedixened  fine 

And  swords  gold-hilted — 
Yon  lusty  corportd, 
.  Yon  colour-man  who  gripes 
The  flag  of  Stars  and  StnpoB— 

Has  each  been  jilted  T 

CSome,  each  man  of  ^^is  line. 
The  pdvates  strong  and  tall, 
*  The  moneers  and  all,' 

The  fifer  nimble- 
lieutenant  and  Rnngnj 
Captain  with  epaulets. 
And  BlacI^  thore,  who  beats 

The  clanging  cymbal — 

O  cymbal-beating  Uaok, 
Tell  us,  as  thou  canst  feel. 
Was  it  some  Lucy  Neal 
Who  caused  thy  ruin  T 


t   ;  1 


I 
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THE  YANKSE  VOLUNTEERS 

O  niml^  fifing  Jaok, 
And  dmmnwr  msldng  din 
So  deftly  on  tiw  •kin, 

mut  thy  nt-tattooii%— 

ConfeM,  ye  voluntenn, 
lientenant  and  Encian, 
.^od  Captain  of  the  fine. 

As  bold  am  Boman— 
Confeat,  ye  graradien, 
Howevor  itxong  and  tali. 
The  Conqueror  ofyoa  ail 

Is  Woman,  Woman ! 

No  oorslet  is  so  proof 

Bat  throng  it  srom  her  bow 

The  shafto  that  she  can  tiirow 

^Till  pieroe  and  rankle. 
No  cham^Hi  e'er  so  toogh. 
But 's  in  the  straggle  thrown. 
And  tripped  and  trodden  down 

By  Iter  slim  anUe. 

Thns  always  it  was  raled : 
And  when  a  woman  smiled. 
The  strong  man  was  a  child. 

The  sage  a  noodle. 
Aloides  was  befooled. 
And  silly  Samson  shorn. 
Long,  long  ore  yon  were  bom, 

PoorYankee  Doodle ! 

W.  M.  Thackout. 


254.    A  BALLAD  WHEN  AT  SEA 

To  you,  fur  ladies,  now  at  land. 

We  men  at  sen  indite ; 
Bat,  first,  woald  have  ^oa  undwstond 

How  hard  it  is  to  wnto. 
The  Mases  now,  and  Neptune  too. 
We  must  implore,  to  write  to  yon. 
With  a  ta,  la,  la,  la,  la  i 

But  though  the  Muses  should  be  kind. 

And  fiUour  empty  brain : 
Yet  if  roi^  Neptune  cause  the  <nnd 

To  rouse  the  amre  mun. 
Our  papor,  pens,  and  ink,  and  we 
Roll  up  and  down  our  ships  at  sea, 
\^th  a  fis,  la,  la,  la,  la !  . 
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Then  if  we  write  not  by  euh  poet, 

Think  not  that  we're  unkind  1 
Nor  yet  conclude  that  we  are  lost 

By  Dutch,  by  IVench,  or  wind. 
O  r  griefs  will  find  a  speedier  way : 
The  tide  shall  bring  them  twice  a  day, 
Withafa,  la,la,  la,  la! 

The  King,  with  wonder  and  surprise. 
Will  think  the  sea 's  grown  bold, 

For  that  the  tide  does  higher  rise 
Than  e'er  it  did  of  old. 

But  let  him  know  that  'tis  our  tears 

Send  floods  of  grief  to  Whitehall  Stairs, 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la! 

Should  Count  Toulouse  but  come  to  know 

Our  sad  and  dismal  story. 
The  French  would  scorn  so  weak  a  foe. 

Where  they  can  get  no  glory. 
For  what  resistuioe  can  they  find 
From  men,  who've  left  their  hearts  behind. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la ! 

To  pass  our  tedious  time  away 

We  throw  the  merry  Main, 
Or  else  at  serious  Ombre  play. 

But  why  should  we  in  vain 
Each  other's  ruin  thus  pursue  T 
We  were  undone  when  we  left  you. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la  ! 

When  any  mournful  tune  you  hear. 

That  dies  in  every  note. 
As  if  it  sighed  for  each  man's  care. 

For  being  so  remote. 
Then  think  how  often  love  we've  made 
To  you,  while  all  those  tunes  were  played 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la  ! 


Let  wind  and  weather  do  their  worst 

Be  you  to  us  but  kind. 
Let  Frenchmen  vapour,  Dutchmen  curse» 

No  sorrows  we  shall  find. 
'Tis  then  no  matter  how  things  go, 
Nor  who 's  our  friend,  nor  who 's  our  foe. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la  ! 
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A  BALLAD  WHEN  AT  SEA 

Thus,  hftTing  told  yoa  nO  oar  lorw. 

And  Ukewue  all  oar  tmtu. 
In  bopM  thk  daduation  moTM 

Some  fitj  to  oar  tears. 
Let's  hear  of  no  inconstancy ; 
We  have  too  much  of  that  at  sea. 
With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la ! 

C.  Sackvillb,  Eabl  or  Dobsxt. 


255.    BLACK-EYED  SUSAN 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moored. 

The  streamws  waving  in  the  wind. 
When  black-eyed  Susan  came  aboard. 

'  Oh  !  where  shall  I  my  true  love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true. 
If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  the  crew.' 

William,  who  hieh  upon  the  yard 

Booked  with  tbe  billow  to  and  fro. 
Soon  as  her  well-known  voice  he  heard. 

He  sighed,  and  cast  his  eyes  below : 
The  cord  slides  swiftly  through  his  glowing  hands. 
And  (quick  as  lightning)  on  me  deck  he  stands. 

So  the  sweet  lark,  high  poised  in  air. 
Shuts  close  his  pinions  to  his  breast. 

If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear. 
And  dropa  at  once  into  her  nest : — 

The  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet 

Might  envy  William's  lip  those  kisses  sweet. 

'  O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear. 

My  vows  shall  ever  true  remain. 
Let  me  kiss  off  that  falling  tear ; 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 
Change,  as  ye  list,  ye  winds  ;  my  heart  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee. 

*  Believe  not  what  the  landmen  say, 
Who  tempt  with  doubts  thy  constant  mind. 

They'll  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  away. 
In  every  port  a  mistress  find : 

Y^,  yes,  believe  them  when  they  tell  thee  so, 

For  thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go. 

'  If  to  far  India's  coast  we  sail 
Thy  eyes  are  seen  in  diamonds  bright. 

Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale, 
'Thy  skin  is  ivory  so  wh.te. 


BLACK-EYED  SUSAN 

Thus  every  beauteous  object  that  I  vieir 
Wakes  in  my  soul  some  charm  of  lowiy  Sue. 

*  Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn ; 
Though  cannons  roar,  yet  safe  from  harms 

William  shall  to  his  Dear  return. 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  fly, 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan  s  eyei' 

The  boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word. 
The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  spread ; 

No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard ; 
They  kissed,  she  sighed,  he  hung  his  head. 

Her  lessening  boat  unwilling  rows  to  land : 

*  Adieu  1 '  she  cries ;  and  waved  her  lily  hamL 


IM 


J.  Gay. 


256.    A  BALLAD  UPON  A  WEDDING 

I  TBLL  thee,  IHck,  where  I  have  been. 
Where  I  the  rarest  things  have  seen. 

Oh,  things  beyond  compare ! 
Such  sights  again  cannot  be  found 
In  any  place  on  English  ground. 

Be  it  at  wake  or  fair. 

At  Charing  Cross,  hard  by  the  way 
Where  we  (thou  know'st)  do  sell  our  hay. 

There  is  a  house  with  stairs ; 
And  there  did  I  see  coming  down 
Such  folk  as  are  not  in  our  town. 

Forty  at  least,  in  pairs. 

Amongst  the  rest,  one  pestilent  fine 

(His  bsard  no  bigger,  though,  than  thine  !) 

Walked  on  before  the  rest. 
Our  landlord  looks  like  nothing  to  him ; 
The  king  (God  bless  him  !),  'twould  undo  him. 

Should  he  go  still  so  dressed. 

At  Course-a-Pack,  without  all  doubt. 
He  should  have  first  been  taken  out 

By  all  the  maids  i'  th'  town ; 
Though  lusty  Roger  there  had  been. 
Or  little  George  upon  the  green. 

Or  Vincent  of  the  Crown. 
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But  wot  700  what  t    The  yr*-      wm  gdog 
To  pmiw  an  end  of  all  hi*         ug ; 

The  Planoo  for  hiir  r    yed. 
Yet,  bv  bk  leave,  for  all  bk  baste. 
He  did  not  so  moob  wkb  all  paaaed, 

Pttrobanoe,  a«  did  the  maid. 

The  maid  (and  tber^br  hangi  a  tale) 
For  auob  a  maid  no  W  biteun  ale 

Could  ever  yet  produoe ; 
Ko  grape  tbat  '•  kindly  ripe  oould  be 
So  rouL  .,  M  plump,  so  soft,  as  sbe ; 
NorhatfsofuUof  juioel 

Her  finger  was  so  small,  the  ring 

Would  not  stay  on  ;  which  they  did  bring. 

It  was  too  wide  a  peek  1 
And  to  say  truth,  for  out  it  must. 
It  looked  like  the  great  collar  {jvai) 

About  our  young  colt's  neck. 

Her  feet,  beneath  her  petticoat, 
like  little  mice  stola  in  and  out, 

As  if  they  feared  the  light : 
But  oh  !  she  dances  such  a  way, 
No  sun,  upon  an  Easter  Day, 

Is  haft  so  fine  a  sight  I 

Her  cheeks  so  rare  a  white  was  on ; 
No  daby  makes  comparison. 

Who  sees  them  is  undone. 
For  streaks  of  red  were  mingled  there. 
Such  as  are  on  a  Katberine  pear 

(The  side  that 's  next  the  sun). 

Her  lips  were  red,  and  one  was  thin 
Ciompared  to  that  was  next  her  chin 

(Some  bee  had  stung  it  newly). 
But,  Dick,  her  eyes  so  guard  her  face, 
I  durst  no  more  upon  them  gaze. 

Than  on  the  sun  in'  July. 

Her  mouth  so  small,  when  she  doen  speak 
Tbou'dst  swear  her  teeth  her  words  did  break. 

That  they  might  passage  get : 
But  she  so  handled  stul  the  matter. 
They  came  as  good  as  ours  or  better. 

And  are  not  spent  a  whit ! 
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Piusion  o'  me  I  how  I  run  on 

There '«  Uwl  that  would  be  thoudit  upon. 

I  trow,  beddec  the  bride: 
Hw  businew  ol  the  Kitchen's  great, 
For  it  is  fit  that  men  should  eet ; 

Nor  WM  it  there  denied. 

Just  in  the  niok,  tL     wk  knocked  thrice. 
And  all  the  waiters,  in  a  trice. 

His  summons  did  obey. 
Each  serring-man,  with  dish  in  hand. 
Marched  boldly  up  like  our  trained  band. 

Presented,  and  away ! 

When  all  the  meat  was  on  the  table 
What  man  of  knife  ot  teeth  was  able 

To  stay  to  be  mtreated  ? 
And  this  the  vwy  reason  was. 
Before  the  Parson  oould  say  grace 

The  company  was  seated 

Now  hats  fly  off ;  and  youths  carouse : 
Healths  first  go  round,  and  then  the  house. 

The  bride's  came  thick  and  thick. 
And  when  'twas  named  another's  health. 
Perhaps  he  made  it  hers  by  stealth. 

(And  who  oould  help  it,  Dick  ?) 

O*  th'  sudden,  up  they  rise  and  dance : 
Then  sit  again  and  sigh  and  glance. 

Then  dance  again  and  kus. 
1%U8  BCTwal  ways  the  time  did  pass ; 
Whilst  every  woman  wished  ber  place. 

And  every  man  wished  his  ! 


191 


Sib  J.  S0CKLINO. 


257.    ON  MARRIAGE 

How  happy  a  thing  were  a  wedding. 

And  a  bedding. 
If  a  man  might  purchase  a  wife 

For  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day ; 
But  to  live  with  her  all  a  man's  life, 

For  ever  and  for  aye. 
Till  she  grow  as  grey  as  a  cat, 
Good  faith,  Mr.  Parson,  excuse  me  from  that ! 

T.  Flatmav. 
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258.    MABRIAQE 

A  HAN  may  live  thrice  Nestor's  life. 

Thrice  wander  oat  Uljnses'  race. 
Yet  never  find  Ulysses*  wife ; — 

Such  change  hath  chanoM  in  this  case ! 
Less  age  will  serve  than  Paris  had. 

Small  pain  (if  none  be  small  enow) 
To  find  good  store  of  Helen's  trade : 

Such  sap  the  root  doth  yield  the  boagh  ! 
For  one  good  wife,  Ulysses  slew 

A  WOTthy  knot  of  gentle  blood : 
For  one  ill  wife,  Greece  overthrew 

The  town  of  Troy.— Sith  bad  and  good 
Bring  mischief.  Lord  let  be  thv  will 
To  Iwep  me  free  from  either  ilL 


250.    AGAINST  MARRIAGE 

To  HIS  MlBTBBSS 

Yb8,  all  the  world  must  sure  agree. 
He  who 's  secured  of  having  thee, 

WUI  be  entirely  Messed; 
But  'twere  in  me  too  great  a  wrong, 
To  make  one  who  has  been  so  long 

My  queen,  my  slave  at  last. 

Nor  ought  those  things  to  be  confined. 
That  were  for  public  good  designed : 

Could  we,  in  foolish  pride. 
Make  the  sun  always  with  us  stay, 
'Twould  bum  our  corn  and  grass  away, 

To  starve  the  world  beside. 

Let  not  the  thoughts  of  parting  fright 
Two  souls  which  passion  does  unite ; 

For  while  our  love  does  last, 
Neither  will  strive  to  go  away ; 
And  why  the  devil  should  we  stay, 

When  once  that  love  is  past  T 


260.    DISAPPOINTMENT 

*  Tbs  bliss  which  woman's  charms  bespeak, 

I've  sousht  in  many,  found  in  none  I ' 

*  In  many  \is  in  vain  you  seek 

What  only  can  be  found  in  one.' 


Uhknowx. 


W.  Walsh. 


QoSMXTKt  PaTMOUL. 
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261.    A  REASONABLE  AFFUCTION 

Oh  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies ; 

His  spouae  is  in  despair : 
With  frequent  sobs,  and  mutual  cri<» 

They  lx>th  express  their  care. 

'  A  different  cause,'  says  parson  'ly, 
'  The  same  effect  may  give  : 

Poor  Lubin  fears  that  he  shall  d  r  -. 
His  wife,  that  he  may  live.' 


M.  Prior 


262.    DUNCAN  GRAY 

DvHCAH  Gbat  cam  here  to  woo. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
On  blythe  Yule  night  when  we  were  fou. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Maggie  coost  her  head  Fu'  high. 
Looked  asklent  and  unco  skeigh. 
Gait  poor  Duncan  stand  abeigh  ; 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't 

Duncan  fleeched,  and  Duncan  prayed ; 
Meg  was  deaf  as  Ailsa  Craig, 
Duncan  sighed  baith  out  and  in, 
Grat  his  een  baith  bleer't  and  blin*, 
Spak  o'  lowfun  o'er  a  linn  ! 

Time  and  chance  are  but  a  tide, 
Slighted  love  is  sair  to  bide. 
Shall  I,  like  a  fool,  quoth  he. 
For  a  haughty  hizzie  die  T 
She  may  gae  to— France  for  me  ! 

How  it  comes  let  doctors  tell, 
M^  grew  sick  as  he  grew  haill. 
Something  in  her  bosom  wrings. 
For  relief  a  sigh  she  brings. 
And  O,  her  een  they  spak  sic  things  t 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o'  grace. 

Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't, 
Maggie's  was  a  piteous  coaa. 
"Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't. 
Duncan  couldna  be  her  death. 
Swelling  pity  smoorcd  his  wrath  ( 
Now  they're  crouse  and  canty  baith  ! 

Ha,  Ita,  the  wooing  o't. 


a  L.  T. 


R.  BcKNa. 
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263.    TO  E.  P. 

No  doubt  thy  little  bosom  beats 
When  soands  a  wedding  bell, 

No  doubt  it  pants  to  taste  the  sweets 
That  songB  and  stories  telL 

Awhile  in  shade  content  to  lie, 
Prolong  life's  mwning  dream. 

While  others  rise  at  the  first  fly 
That  glitters  on  the  stream. 


W.  S.  Lanoob. 


264.    NEW  STYLE 

I  VSBT  much  indeed  approve 
Of  maidens  moderating  love 

Until  they've  twenty  pounds ; 
Then  Prudence,  with  a  poet's  praise. 
May  loose  the  laces  of  tneir  stays, 

And  let  them  quest  like  hounds. 

Peggy,  my  theme,  twelve  years  ago 
(Orbettw)  did  precisely  so : 

She  lived  at  farmer  Spence's ; 
She  scoured  the  pantry,  milked  the  cows, 
And  answered  every  would-be  spouse, 

'  D'ye  think  I've  lost  my  senses  T  ' 

Until  the  twenty  pounds  were  safe. 
She  tiffed  at  Tim,  she  ran  from  Ralph, 

Squire  nodded — deuce  a  curtsy  ! 
Sam  thought  her  mopish,  Silas  proud. 
And  Jedediah  cried  aloud, 

*  Pray  who  the  devil  hurts  ye  T ' 

But  now  the  twenty  pounHn  were  got, 
She  knew  the  fire  to  boil  t      pot. 

She  knew  the  man  to       st  to. 
I'm  glad  I  gave  tUs  tidy  I 
(Under  my  roof)  a  cheerful  glass 

(Of  water)  and  a  crust  too. 

Although  the  seventeenth  of  Bky, 
It  was  a  raw  and  misty  day 

When  Ebeoeier  Smart, 
(The  miller's  lad  of  Boxholm-mill) 
Having  obtained  her  right  good-will 

And  prudent  virgin  heart, 
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I«d  her  to  church :  and  J  )8eph  Stead 
(The  curate  of  aaid  Boxhoim)  read 

The  service ;  and  Will  Sands 
(The  clerk)  repeated  the  reeponae 
(Thev  aftOT  him)  which  uttwed  once 

Holds  fast  two  plighted  hands. 

And  now  they  live  aside  the  weir. 
And  (on  my  oonsdenoe)  I  declare 

As  merrily  as  larks. 
This  I  can  vouch  for :  I  went  in 
One  day  and  sat  upon  the  bin 

While  Peggy  hemmed  two  sarlra. 

I  do  not  say  two  sarks  entire. 
Collar  and  wristband  ;  these  require 

(I  reckon)  some  time  more ; 
But  mainly  two  stout  sarks,  the  tail 
And  fwe-nap,  stiff  as  coat  of  mail 

On  knight  in  days  of  yore. 

I  told  my  sister  and  our  maid 
(Anne  Waddlewell)  how  long  I  stayed 

With  Peggy :  'twas  until  her 
Dinner-time :  we  expect,  before 
Eight  ot  (at  most)  nine  months  are  o'er. 

Another  little  miller. 

W.  S.  Landob. 


265.     •  PLEASE  '^O  RING  THE  BELLE ' 
I'll  tell  you  a  story  thi.,  's  not  in  Tom  Moore  :— 
Young  Love  likes  to  knock  at  a  pretty  girl's  door : 
80  he  called  upon  Lucy— 'twas  just  ten  o'clock- 
Like  a  spruce  single  man,  with  a  smart  double  knock. 

Now  a  hand-maid,  whatever  her  fingers  he 

Will  run  like  a  puss  when  she  hears  a  nrf-u». : 

So  Lucy  ran  up— and  in  two  seconds  more 

Had  questioned  the  strangw  and  answered  the  door. 

The  meeting  was  bliss  ;  but  the  parting  was  woe 
For  the  moment  will  come  when  such  comers  must  go : 
Soiiihe  kissed  him,  and  whispered— poor  innocent  thing— 
The  next  time  you  oome,  love,  pray  oome  with  a  ring.' 

T.  Hooo. 
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266.    ON  THE  MARRUGE  ACT 

Thb  fools  that  are  wealthy  are  sure  of  a  bride  ; 
For  riches  like  raiment  their  nakedness  hide  ; 
The  slave  that  is  needy  must  p'arve  all  his  life. 
In  a  bachelor's  plight,  withoat  mistress  or  wife. 

In  good  days  of  yore  they  ne'er  troubled  their  heedii 
In  settling  of  jointures^  or  making  of  deeds  ; 
But  Adam  and  Eve  when  they  first  entered  course. 
E'en  took  one  another  for  better  or  worse. 

Then  prithee,  dear  Chloe,  ne'er  aim  to  be  great. 
Let  love  be  the  jointure,  don't  mind  the  estate  ; 
You  can  never  be  poor  who  have  all  of  these  charms  ; 
And  I  shall  be  rich  when  I've  you  in  my  arms. 

Unknown. 


267.    THE  ROSY-BOSOMED  HOURS 

A  FLORIN  to  the  willing  Guard 

Secured,  for  half  the  way 
(He  locked  us  in,  ah,  lucky  starred), 

A  curtcdned,  front  ooupl. 
The  sparkling  sun  of  August  shone ; 

The  wind  was  in  the  West ; 
Your  gown  and  all  that  you  had  on 

Was  what  became  you  best ; 
And  we  wei  "^  '.n  that  seldom  mood 

When  soul  .  .th  soul  agrees. 
Mingling,  like  flood  with  equal  flood. 

In  agitated  ease. 
Far  round,  each  blade  of  harvest  bare 

Its  little  loaf  of  bread  ; 
Each  furlong  of  that  journey  fair 

With  sepwrate  sweetness  sped. 
The  calm  of  use  was  coming  o'er 

The  wonder  of  our  wealth. 
And  now,  maybe,  'twas  not  much  more 

Than  Eden  s  common  health. 
We  paoed  the  sunny  platform,  while 

The  train  at  Havant  changed  : 
What  made  the  people  kindly  smile, 

Or  stare  with  looks  estranged  7 
Too  radiant  for  a  wife  you  seemed, 

Serener  than  a  bride ; 
He  happiest  bom  of  men  I  deemed. 

Ana  showed  perchance  my  pride. 


THE  R0£;y-BOSOMED  HOURS 
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I  loved  that  girl,  so  gaunt  and  tall. 

Who  wbiBpered  loud,  '  Sweet  Thing ! ' 
Scannins  your  figure,  slight  yet  all 

Round  as  your  own  gold  ring. 
At  Salisbury  you  strayed  alone 

Within  the  shafted  glooms. 
Whilst  I  was  by  the  Verger  shown 

The  brasses  and  the  tombs. 
At  tea  we  talked  of  matters  deep. 

Of  joy  that  never  dies  ; 
We  laughed,  till  love  was  mixed  with  sleep 

Within  your  great  sweet  eyes. 
The  next  day,  sweet  with  luck  no  less 

And  sense  of  sweetness  past, 
The  full  tide  of  our  happiness 

Rose  higher  than  the  last. 
At  Dawlish,  'mid  the  pools  of  brine. 

You  stepped  from  rock  to  rock. 
One  hand  quick  tightening  upon  mine. 

One  holding  up  your  frock. 
On  starfish  and  on  weeds  alone 

You  seemed  intent  to  be : 
Flashed  those  great  gleams  of  hope  unknown 

From  you,  or  from  the  sea  ? 
Ne'er  came  before,  ah,  when  again 

Shall  come  two  dajrs  like  these  : 
Such  quick  delight  within  the  brain. 

Within  the  heart  such  peace  T 
I  thought,  indeed,  by  magic  chance, 

A  third  from  Heaven  to  win, 
But  as,  at  dusk,  we  reached  Penzance, 

A  drizzling  rain  set  in. 

COVKNTBT  PaTMORI. 


268.    SYMPATHY 

A  KmoHT  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grove. 
While  each  was  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love  ; 
A  river  ran  mournfully  murmuring  by. 
And  they  wept  in  its  waters  for  sjrmpathy. 

'  O,  never  was  knight  such  a  sorrow  that  bore  1  * 
'  O,  never  was  matd  so  deserted  before  ! ' 
'  Fh>m  life  and  its  uses  let  us  instantly  fly. 
And  jump  in  together  for  company  ! ' 
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l%ey  aearohed  toe  an  eddy  that  suited  the  deed, 
Bot  here  was  a  bramble,  and  there  was  a  weed  ; 
'  How  tiresome  it  is  ! '  said  the  fair  with,  a  sigh ; 
So  they  sat  down  to  rest  them  in  company. 

niey  sazed  at  each  other,  the  maid  and  the  knight ; 
How  taiv  was  her  form,  and  how  goodly  his  height ! 

*  One  moomf  ul  embrace ' ;  sobbed  the  youth,  '  ere  we  die ! ' 
So  kissing  and  crying  kept  company. 

'  O,  had  I  but  loved  such  an  angel  as  you  i  * 

*  O,  had  but  my  swain  been  a  quarter  as  true  ! ' 
'  To  miss  such  perfection  how  blinded  was  I !  * 
Sure  now  they  were  excellent  company ! 

At  length  spoke  the  lass,  'twixt  a  smile  and  a  tear, 
'  The  weatber  is  cold  for  a  ^"atery  bier ; 
When  summer  returns  we  may  easily  die. 
Till  then  let  us  sorrow  in  company. 

R.  Hebkb. 


269.    TO  HIS  WIFE 
With  a  Knitb  ov  thb  Foubtbbnth  Anotvbbsaby 

or  HBB  WKDOnrO-SAT,  WHICH   HAPFBNBD  TO  BE  HEB 

Bibthdat  and  New  Yeab's  Day 

A  KinpE,  dear  girl,  cuts  love,  they  say- 
Mere  modish  love  perhaps  it  may ; 
For  any  tool  of  any  kind 
Can  separate  what  was  never  joined. 
Hie  knife  that  cuts  our  love  in  two 
Will  have  much  \ougher  work  to  do : 
Must  cut  your  softness,  worth,  and  spirit 
Down  to  the  vulgar  size  of  merit ; 
To  tevel  yours  with  common  taste. 
Must  cut  a  world  of  sense  to  waste  ; 
And  from  your  single  beauty's  store. 
Clip  what  would  dizen  out  a  score. 
Tlio  self-same  blade  from  me  must  sever 
Sensation,  judgement,  sight— for  ever  I 
All  memory  of  endearments  past. 
All  hope  ot  comforts  l<mg  to  last, 
AH  that  makes  fourteen  years  with  you 
A  summer — and  a  short  one  too : 
All  that  affection  feels  and  fears. 
When  hours,  without  you,  seem  like  years. 
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'Till  that  be  done,— and  Fd  as  soon 
Believe  this  knife  would  clip  the  mo<m,- 
Acoept  my  present  undeterred. 
And  leave  their  proverbs  to  the  herd. 
If  in  a  kiss — delicious  treat ! 
Your  lips  acknowledge  the  receipt ; 
Love,  fond  of  such  substantial  fare. 
And  proud  to  play  the  glutton  there. 
All  thoughts  of  cutting  will  disdain. 
Save  only — '  cut  and  come  '^gain.' 


S.   BiSHOF. 
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270.    TO  HIS  WIFE 

On  thb  Sixtebnth  Ankivebsakt  of  bbb  Wedding-day, 
WITH  A  Ring 

'  Thbk,  Mary,  with  this  ring  I  wed,' 
So  sixteen  years  ago  I  said — 
Behold  another  ring  !  '  for  what  T  ' 
To  wed  thee  o'er  again — why  not  T 

With  the  first  ring  I  married  youth, 
Grace,  beauty,  innocence,  and  truth  ; 
Taste  long  admired,  sense  long  revered,, 
And  all  my  Molljr  then  appeared. 

If  she,  by  merit  since  disclosed. 
Prove  twice  the  woman  I  supposed, 
I  plead  that  double  merit  now, 
To  justify  a  double  vow. 

Here  then  to-day,  with  faith  as  sure. 
With  ardour  as  intense  and  pure, 
As  when  amidst  the  rites  divine 
I  took  thy  troth,  and  plighted  mine, 
To  thee,  sweet  girl,  my  second  ring, 
A  token  and  a  pledge  I  bring ; 
With  this  I  wed,  till  death  us  part. 
Thy  riper  virtues  to  my  heart ; 
Those  virtues  which,  biefore  untried. 
The  wife  has  added  to  the  bride — 
Those  virtues,  whose  prc^^rewive  claim. 
Endearing  wedlock's  very  name. 
My  soul  enjoys,  my  song  apimives. 
For  conscience'  sake  as  well  as  love's. 

For  why  T    They  teach  me  hour  by  hour 
Honour's  high  thousht,  affection's  power. 
Discretion's  deed.    Sound  judgement's  sentence, 
And  teach  me  all  things— but  repentance. 

S.  Bishop. 
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271.    THE  GIFTS  RETURNED 

'  You  must  give  back,'  her  mother  said. 
To  a  poor  sobbing  little  maid, 
'  All  the  young  man  has  given  you. 
Hard  as  it  now  may  seem  to  do.' 

'  'Tis  done  already,  mother  dear  !  * 
Said  the  sweet  girl,  '  So,  never  fear.' 

Mother.  Are  you  quite  certain  T    Come,  recount 
(There  was  not  much)  the  whole  amount. 

Oirl.  The  locket:  the  kid  gloves. 

Mother.  Go  on. 

Oirl.  Of  the  kid  gloves  I  found  but  one. 

Mother.  Never  mind  that.    What  else  ?    Proceed. 
You  gave  back  all  his  trash  ? 

Oirl.  Indeed. 

Mother.  And  was  there  nothing  you  would  save  T 

Oirl.  Everything  I  could  give  I  gave. 

Mother.  To  the  last  tittle  T 

Oirl.  Even  to  that. 

Mother.  Freely  T 

Oirl.  My  heart  went  pit-a-jxU 
At  giving  up  ...  ah  me  !  ah  me ! 
I  cry  so  I  can  hardly  see.  .  . 
All  the  fond  looks  and  words  that  passed. 
And  all  the  kisses,  to  the  last. 

W.  S.  Landob. 


272.    MOTHER,  I  CANNOT  MIND  MY  WHEEL 
MoTHBB,  I  cannot  mind  my  wheel ; 

My  fingers  ache,  my  lips  are  dry : 
Oh  !  if  you  felt  the  pain  I  feel ! 

But  oh  !  who  ever  felt  aall 
No  longer  could  I  doubt  him  true.  .  . 

All  other  men  may  use  deceit ; 
He  always  said  my  eyes  were  blue. 

And  often  swore  my  lips  were  sweet. 

W.  S.  Laiowb. 


273.    MY  MOTHER  BIDS  ME  SPEND  MY  SMILES 

My  mother  bkis  me  spend  my  smUea 
On  all  who  come  and  call  me  fair. 

As  crumbs  are  thrown  upon  the  tiles, 
To  all  the  sparrows  of  the  air. 
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But  I've  a  darling  of  my  own 

For  whom  I  hoard  my  little  stock — 
What  if  I  chirp  him  all  alone. 

And  leave  mamma  to  feed  the  flock ! 

T.  Hood 


274.    MY  SECRET 

I  TELL  my  secret  ?    No  indeed,  not     : 

Perhaps  some  day,  who  knows  ? 

But  not  to-day  ;  it  froze,  and  blowu,  and  snowSi 

And  you're  too  curious :  fie ! 

You  want  to  hear  it  T  well : 

Only,  my  secret 's  mine,  and  I  won't  teU. 

Or,  after  all,  ^  there 's  none : 

Suppose  there  jo  ^o  secret  after  all. 

But  onlv  just  my  fun. 

To-day  s  a  nipping  day,  a  biting  day ; 

In  which  one  wants  a  shawl, 

A  veil,  a  cloak,  and  othw  wraps : 

I  cannot  ope  to  every  one  who  taps. 

And  let  the  draughts  come  whistling  through  my  hall ; 

Come  bounding  and  surrounding  me. 

Come  buffeting,  astounding  me. 

Nipping  and  clipping  through  my  wraps  and  all. 

I  wear  my  mask  for  warmtb :  who  ever  shows 

His  nose  to  Russian  snows 

To  be  pecked  at  by  every  wind  that  blows  T 

You  would  not  peck  ?     I  thank  you  for  good  will, 

Believe,  but  leave  that  truth  untestfd  slSl. 

Spring 's  an  expansive  time :  yet  I  don't  trust 

March  with  its  peck  of  dust. 

Nor  April  with  its  rainbow-crowned  brief  showers. 

Nor  even  May,  whose  flowers 

One  frost  may  wither  through  the  sunless  hours. 

Ftorhape  some  laneuid  summer  day, 

When  drowsy  birds  sing  less  and  lees. 

And  golden  fruit  is  ripening  to  excess. 

If  thore  's  not  too  much  sun  nor  too  much  cloud. 

And  the  warm  wind  is  neither  still  nor  loud. 

Perhaps  my  secret  I  may  say. 

Or  you  may  guess. 

C.  G.  Rossim. 
h9 
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275.    SONNET 

A  BOOK  WM  writ  of  late  called  Tetraohordon , 
And  woven  oloee,  both  matter,  form  and  style ; 
The  subject  new :  it  walked  the  town  awhile, 
Numbring  good  intellects ;  now  seldom  pored  on. 

Cries  the  stall-reader,  bless  us  1  what  a  word  on 
A  title  pase  is  this  !  and  some  in  file 
Stand  spelling  false,  while  one  might  walk  to  Mile* 
End  Green.    Why  is  it  harder.  Sirs,  than  Gordon,         ^ 

Colkitto,  or  Maodonnel,  or  Galasp  T 
Those  rugsed  names  to  our  like  mouths  grow  sleek 
That  wo^  have  made  Quintilian  stare  and  gasp. 

Thy  age,  like  ours,  O  soul  of  Sir  John  Cheek, 
Hated  not  learning  worse  than  toad  or  asp ; 
When  thou  taughrst  Cambridge,  and  King  Edward  Greek. 

J.   MiLTOM. 


276.    TO  THE  MUSES 

Whbthsb  on  Ida's  shady  brow. 
Or  in  the  chambers  of  the  East, 

The  chambers  of  the  sut>.  !hat  now 
From  ancient  melc  1y  in-  e  ce&«ed ; 

Whether  in  Heaven  ye  wander  fair. 
Or  the  green  corners  of  the  earth, 

Or  the  blue  regions  of  the  air 
Where  the  melodious  winds  have  birth ; 

V/hether  on  crystal  rocks  ye  rove, 
Beneath  the  bosom  of  the  sea 

Wandering  in  many  a  coral  grove, 
Fair  Nine,  forsaking  Poetry  ! 

How  have  you  loft  the  ancient  love 
That  bards  of  old  enjoyed  in  you  ! 

The  languid  strings  do  scarcely  move  ! 
The  sound  is  forced,  the  notes  are  few  ! 


W.  Blake. 


277.    EPIGRAM 

AuotrSTUS  still  survives  in  Maro's  strain. 
And  Spenser's  verse  prolonp  Eliza's  reign  ; 
Great  George's  acts  let  tuneful  Cibber  sing ; 
For  Nature  formed  the  poet  for  the  king, 


S.  Johnson. 
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278.     THE  POET  OP  FASHION 
His  book  u  suocessful,  he  'b  steeped  in  renown. 
His  lyric  effusions  have  tickled  the  town ; 
Dukes,  dowagers,  dandies,  are  eager  to  trace 
The  fountain  of  verse  in  the  verse-maker's  face ; 
While,  proud  as  Apollo,  with  peers  Ute-d-Ute, 
From  Monday  till  Saturday  dining  off  plate. 
His  heart  full  of  hope,  and  his  head  full  of  gain. 
The  Poet  of  Fashion  dines  out  in  Park  LaiM. 

Now  lean-jointored  widows  who  seldom  draw  corks, 

Whose  tea-spoons  do  duty  for  knives  and  for  forks, 

Sei^  forth,  vellum-covered,  a  six  o'clock  card. 

And  get  up  a  dinner  to  peep  at  the  bard : 

VejJ,  sweetbread,  boiled  chickens,  and  tongue,  crown  the  cloth. 

And  soup  d  la  retne,  little  better  than  broth  ; 

Willie,  past  his  meridian,  but  still  with  some  heat. 

The  Poet  of  Fashion  dines  out  in  Sloane  Street. 

Enrolled  in  the  tribe  who  subsist  by  their  wits. 
Remembered  by  starts  and  forgotten  by  fits. 
Now  artists  and  actors,  the  bardling  engage. 
To  squib  in  the  journals,  and  write  for  the  stage. 
Now  soup  d  la  reine  bends  the  knee  to  ox-cheek. 
And  chickens  and  tongue  bow  to  bubble  and  squeak- 
While,  still  in  translation  employed  by  '  The  Row ' 
The  Poet  of  Fashion  dines  out  in  Soho. 

Pushed  down  from  Parnassus  to  Phlegethon's  brink, 
lossed,  torn,  and  trunk-lining,  but  still  with  some  ink, 
Now  squab  city  misses  their  albums  expand. 
And  woo  the  worn  rhymer  for  '  something  off-hand,' 
No  longer  with  stilted  effrontery  fraught, 
BucWersbury  now  seeks  what  St.  James's  once  sought. 
And  (O  whalta  classical  haunt  for  a  bard  !) 
The  Poet  of  Fashion  dines  out  in  Barge  Yard. 

J.  Smith. 

279.    A  NOVEL  OP  HIGH  LIFE 

Lord  Harry  has  written  a  novel, 

A  story  of  elegant  life  : 
No  stuff  about  love  in  a  hovel. 

No  sketch  of  a  commoner's  wife : 
No  trash,  such  as  pathos  and  passion, 

Jine  feelings,  expression  and  wit ; 
But  all  about  people  of  fashion. 

Come  look  at  his  caps— how  they  fit ! 


ti^l^ 
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A  NOVEL  OF  HIGH  LIFE 

O  Radoliffe  !  thou  once  wert  the  ohwrmer 

Of  girk  who  ft  reading  all  night ; 
Thy  heroei  were  stripling  in  armour. 

Thy  hwoines  damaeU  in  white. 
But  paat  are  thy  terriUe  touches, 

Our  lips  in  derision  we  curl. 
Unless  we  are  told  how  a  Duchess 

Conversed  with  her  cousin  the  Earl. 

We  now  have  each  dialogue  quite  full 
•     Of  titles—*  I  give  you  my  word. 
My  ladv,  you're  locking  delightfuL  • 

•  O  dear,  do  you  think  so,  my  lord  ! 
•  You've  heard  of  the  marquis's  marriage. 

The  bride  with  her  jewels  new  set. 
Four  horses,  new  travelling  carriage. 

And  ajeAner  A  la  fowrchdU.* 

fla«<  Ton  finds  her  privacy  broken, 

We  trace  all  her  ins  and  her  outs ; 
The  very  small  talk  that  is  spoken 

By  very  great  people  at  routs. 
At  Tenby  Miss  Jinfa  asks  the  loan  of 

The  book  from  the  innkeeper's  wife. 
And  reads  till  she  dreams  she  is  one  of 

The  leaders  of  elegant  life. 


T.  n.  Bayly. 


280     TO  LEIGH  HUNT,  ON  AN  OMISSION  IN  HIS 
♦FEAST  OF  THE  POETS' 

Leioh  Hukt  !  thou  stingy  man,  Leigh  Hunt ! 

May  Charon  swamp  thee  in  his  punt. 

For  having,  in  thy  list,  forgotten 

So  many  poets  scarce  half  rotten,    * 

Who  did  expect  of  thee  at  least 

A  few  cheese-parings  from  thy  Feast. 

Hast  thou  no  pity  on  the  men 

Who  suck  (as  babes  their  tongues)  the  pen. 

Until  it  leaves  no  traces  where 

It  lighted,  and  seems  dipped  in  air. 

At  last  be  generous.  Hunt !  and  prithee 

Refresh  (and  gratis  too)  in  Lethe 

Yonder  sick  Muse,  surcharged  with  poppies 

And  heavier  presentation-copies. 

She  must  grow  livelier,  and  the  river 

More  potent  in  effect  than  ever.  ^^  ^^  ^^^^^_ 
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281.  OUR  MASTER,  MELEAGER 

OcR  masidr,  Meleager,  he  who  framed  • 

The  first  Anthology  and  daintiest. 
Mated  each  minstru  with  a  flower,  and  named 

For  each  the  blossom  that  beseemed  him  best. 
'Twas  then  as  now ;  garlands  were  somewhat  rare. 

Candidates  many :  one  in  doleful  strain 
Lamented  thus,  '  This  is  a  sad  affair  ; 

How  shall  I  face  my  publisher  again  ? 
Lacking  some  emblem  suitable  for  me, 

Mv  book 's  undone  ;  I  shall  not  sell  a  copy.' 
'  Take  courage,  son,'  quoth  Phoebus,  '  there  must  be 

Somewhere  or  other  certainly  a  poppy.' 

B.  Gabnett. 

282.    HENDECASYLLABICS 

O  YOU  chtmis  of  indolent  reviewers. 

Irresponsible,  indolent  reviewers. 

Look,  I  come  to  the  test,  a  tiny  poem 

All  composed  in  a  metre  of  Catullus, 

All  in  quantity,  careful  of  my  motion. 

Like  the  skater  on  ice  that  hardly  bears  him. 

Lest  I  fall  unawares  before  the  people. 

Waking  laughter  in  indolent  reviewers. 

Should  I  flounder  awhile  without  a  tumble 

Through  this  metrifioation  of  Catullus, 

They  should  speak  to  me  not  without  a  welcome, 

AU  that  chorus  of  indolent  reviewers. 

Hard,  hard,  hard  ia  it,  only  not  to  tumble, 

So  fantasticsJ  is  the  dainty  metre. 

Wherefore  slight  me  not  wholly,  nor  believe  mo 

Too  presumptuous,  indolent  reviewers. 

O  blatuuv  Magazines,  regard  me  rather — 

Since  I  blush  to  belaud  myself  a  moment — 

As  some  rare  little  rose,  a  piece  of  inmost 

Horticultural  art,  or  half  coquette-like 

Maiden,  not  to  be  greeted  unbenignly. 

Alfbeo,  Lord  Tennyson. 


283.    AGAINST  WRITERS  THAT  CARP  AT  OTHER  MEN'S 

BOOKS 

The  readers  and  the  hearers  like  my  books. 
And  yet  some  writers  cannot  them  digest ; 
But  what  care  I  ?  for  when  I  make  a  feast, 
I  would  my  guests  should  praise  it,  not  the  cooks. 

Sib  J.  Habinqton. 
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284.    TO  MBS.  THROCKMORTON 
BKATjnruL  Trahscupt  or  Hobacb'b  Odb,  Ad  LArum  Suum 

Maria,  oonld  Hontoe  have  gueosed 

What  honoar  awaited  his  ode 
To  hii  own  little  volume  addrened. 

The  honour  which  you  have  befstowed. 
Who  have  traced  it  in  characters  here. 

So  elegant,  even,  una  neat ; 
He  had  hughed  at  the  critical  sneer. 

Which  he  seems  to  have  trembled  to  meet. 

And  sneer,  if  }    i  please,  Ijie  had  said, 

Horeaftor  a  nymph  shall  arise. 
Who  shall  give  me,  when  vou  are  all  dead, 

^nie  glory  your  malice  denies ; 
Shall  dignity  give  to  my  lay. 

Although  but  a  mere  bagatdle ; 
And  even  a  poet  shall  say. 

Nothing  ever  was  written  so  welL 

W.   COWPEB. 


285.    ENIGMA  ON  THE  LETTER  H 

TwAB  whispered  in  Heaven,  'twas  muttered  in  Hell, 

And  echo  caught  softlv  the  sound  as  it  fell ; 

In  the  confines  of  earth  'twas  permitted  to  rest. 

And  the  depth  of  the  ocean  its  fttmeooe  confessed  ; 

'Twas  seen  in  the  lightning,  'twas  heard  in  the  thunder, 

'Twill  be  found  in  the  spheres  when  they're  riven  asunder  ; 

'Twas  given  to  man  witn  his  earliest  l»eath. 

It  assists  at  his  birth  and  attends  him  in  death. 

Presides  o'er  his  hapj^neas,  honour,  and  health, 

'Tis  the  prop  of  his  house  and  the  end  of  his  wealth ; 

It  liegins  every  hope,  every  wish  it  must  bound, 

With  the  husbandman  toib,  and  with  monarchs  Is  crowned  ; 

In  the  heaps  of  the  miser  'tis  hoarded  with  care, 

))ut  is  nwi  to  be  lost  in  the  prodigal  heir ; 

Without  it  the  soldier  and  sailor  may  roam, 

But  woe  to  the  wretch  who  expels  it  from  home ; 

In  the  whispers  of  conscience  it  there  will  be  found, 

Nor  e'er  in  the  whirlwind  of  passion  be  drowned  ; 

It  softens  the  heart,  and  though  deaf  to  the  ear. 

It  will  make  it  acutely  and  instantly  hear ; 

But  in  shades  let  it  rest,  like  an  elegant  flower, 

Oh  !  breathe  on  it  softly,  it  dies  in  an  hour. 

C  M.   FA58BAWa. 
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288.    BLAME  NOT  MY  LUTE 

Blam  B  not  my  L^te  !  for  he  mnst  soond 

Of  this  or  tb»t  m  liketh  me ; 
For  busk  of  wit  the  late  k  bound 

To  dve  such  tunes  am  pleaaeth  me ; 
Though  my  aonga  be  somewhat  strange, 
And  speak  such  words  as  touch  thy  cbRnge, 
Blame  not  my  lute ! 

My  lute,  alas  i  doth  not  offend. 

Though  that  perforce  he  must  agree 
To  sound  such  tunes  as  I  intend 

To  sing  to  them  that  heareth  me ; 
Then  though  my  songs  be  somewhat  plain. 
And  touoheth  some  that  use  to  feign. 
Blame  not  my  lute ! 

My  lute  and  strings  may  not  deny. 

But  as  I  strike  they  must  obey ; 
Break  not  them  then  so  wrongfully. 

But  wreak  thyself  some  other  way ; 
And  though  the  songs  which  I  indite 
Do  quit  thy  change  with  rightful  sjMte. 
Blame  not  my  lute  t 

SjMte  asketh  sidte,  and  changing,  change ; 

And  falsM  faith  must  needs  be  known  ; 
The  faulti  so  great,  the  case  so  strange. 

Of  right  it  must  abroad  be  blown : 
Then  since  that  by  thy  own  desert 
My  songi  do  tell  how  true  thou  art. 
Blame  not  my  lute ! 

Blame  but  thyself  that  hast  misdone. 

And  well  deserved  to  have  blame ; 
Change  thou  thy  way,  so  evil  b^un, 

And  then  my  lute  shall  sound  that  same ; 
But  if  till  then  my  fingers  play, 
By  thy  desert  their  wonted  way, 

Blame  not  my  lute ) 

Farewell,  unknown  t    For  Uiough  thou  break 

Mv  strings  in  spite  with  neat  disdain. 
Yet  have  I  found  oui,  for  thy  sake. 

Strings  for  to  sbing  my  lute  ag.jn ; 
And  if  jperchanoe  this  silly  rhyme 
Do  make  tliee  blush  at  any  time. 

Blame  not  my  lute  I 

Sib  T.  Wyatt. 
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287.    TO  HIS  LUTE 

Mt  Late,  awake  1  Perform  the  last 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  shall  waste. 

And  end  that  I  hare  now  begun  ; 
For  when  this  song  is  sung  andf  past. 

My  lute,  be  still,  for  I  have  dona 

As  to  be  heard  where  ear  is  none. 
As  lead  to  grave  in  marUe  stone. 

My  song  may  jrferoe  her  heart  as  soon : 
Shcmid  we  then  sing,  or  sigh,  or  moan  T 

No,  no,  my  lute  !  for  I  nave  done. 

The  rooks  do  not  so  cruelly 
Bmialse  the  waves  continually. 

As  she  my  suit  and  affection : 
So  that  I  am  past  remedy : 

Wlwieby  my  lute  mhI  I  have  done. 

Proud  ci  the  spoil  that  tium  luut  got 
Of  simi^  hearts  thorough  Love's  shot. 

By  whom,  unkind,  thou  hast  them  won ; 
niink  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgot, 

Althoug^i  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

Vengeance  shall  fall  on  thy  disdain. 
That  mak'st  but  game  of  earnest  pain : 

Think  not  alone  under  the  sun 
Unquit  to  cause  thy  lover's  plain. 

Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

May  chance  thee  Ue  withored  and  old 
The  winter  nights  that  are  so  cold. 

Plaining  in  vain  unto  the  moon : 
Thy  wishes  then  dare  not  be  tokl : 

Care  then  who  list  I  for  I  have  done. 

And  then  may  chance  thee  to  repent 
The  tim   that  thou  hast  k)st  and  spent 

To  cause  thy  lover's  sigh  and  swoon : 
Then  shalt  thou  know  beauty  but  lent, 

And  wish  and  want  as  I  have  done. 

Now  cease,  mv  lute  !  This  b  the  last 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  shall  waste, 

And  ended  is  that  we  b^un : 
Now  is  this  soiw  both  sung  and  past — 

My  InfeSb  be  sttll,  Ux  I  have  done, 


Sn  T.  Wyatt. 
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288.    WHEN  TO  HER  LUTE  CORINNA  SINGS 

Whxn  to  ber  lute  Corinna  sings. 

Her  Toioe  revives  tlie  leaden  strings. 

And  doth  in  highest  notes  appear. 

As  any  challenged  echo  clear ; 

But  when  she  doth  of  mourning  speak. 

Even  with  her  sighs  the  strings  do  break. 

And  as  her  lute  doth  live  or  die. 

Led  by  bar  passion,  so  must  I, 

For  when  of  jdeasure  she  doth  sing. 

My  thoughts  enjoy  a  sudden  spring. 

But  if  she  doth  of  sorrow  speak. 

Even  from  my  heart  the  strings  do  Iveak. 

T.  Campiov. 


289.    TO  A  LADY  SINGING 

CHtOBis,  yourself  you  so  excel. 

When  you  vouchsafe  to  brc»the  my  thought. 
That  like  a  spirit,  with  this  spell 

Of  my  own  teaching  I  am  caught 

That  eagle's  fate  and  miiM  is  one. 
Which,  on  the  shi^  that  made  him  die. 

Espied  a  feather  of  bis  own. 

Wherewith  he  wont  to  soar  so  high. 

Had  Echo,  with  so  sweet  a  grace, 
Narcissus'  loud  complaints  returned ; 

Not  for  reflection  of  his  face, 
But  of  his  voice,  the  boy  had  mourned. 


E.  Wallib. 


290.    WITH  A  GUITAR,  TO  JANE 

Ahixl  to  Miranda :— Take 
This  slave  of  Music,  for  the  sake 
Of  him  who  is  the  slave  of  thee, 
And  teach  it  all  the  harmony 
In  which  thou  canst,  and  only  thou. 
Make  the  delighted  spirit  glow. 
Till  joy  denies  itself  agidn. 
And,  too  intense,  is  turned  to  pais  ; 
For  by  pomissioQ  asd  eommand 
Of  thine  own  Prince  Ferdinand, 
PbOT  Ariel  sends  thb  silent  tokra 
Of  man  than  ever  can  be  spoken ; 
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WITH  A  GUITAR,  TO  JANE 


Your  Koardian  sjrfrit,  Ariel,  who 

From  life  to  lile,  mtiat  still  pursue 

Your  happtneas,  for  thus  alone 

Can  Ariel  ever  find  his  own. 

From  Prospero's  enchanted  osH, 

As  the  mighty  verses  tell. 

To  the  throne  of  Naples,  ite 

Lit  jrou  o'er  the  traokkas  sea. 

Flitting  on,  your  piow  before, 

like  a  living  metwr. 

When  ^a  cue,  ^e  nient  Moon 

In  hw  inteilnnw  swoon. 

Is  not  saddw  in  her  cell 

Than  4eswted  Ariel. 

Wken  you  live  again  on  earth, 

like  an  unseen  star  of  birth 

Ariel  guides  you  o'er  the  sea 

Of  life  from  your  nativity. 

Many  changes  have  been  run 

Since  Ferduand  and  you  begun 

Your  course  of  love,  SAd  Ariel  still 

Has  tracked  vour  steps  and  served  your  will ; 

Now,  ill  I'umblw,  hapiMor  lot. 

This  is  ail  remembMed  not ; 

And  uow,  alas  I  the  poor  sprite  is 

Imprisoned,  for  some  fault  of  his. 

In  a  body  like  a  grave ; — 

From  you  he  only  dares  to  crave. 

For  his  service  and  his  sorrow, 

A  smile  to-day,  a  song  to-morrow. 

The  artist  who  this  idol  wrought. 
To  echo  all  harmonious  thought. 
Felled  a  tree,  while  on  the  steep  n. 

The  woods  were  in  their  winter  sleep. 
Rocked  in  that  repose  divine 
.n  the  wind-swept  Apennine  ; 
And  dreaming,  some  of  Autumn  past. 
And  some  of  Spring  approaching  fast. 
And  some  of  April  buds  and  showers. 
And  some  of  songs  in  July  bowers. 
And  all  of  love  ;  and  so  this  tree, — 
O  that  such  our  death  may  be  !— 
Died  in  sleep,  and  felt  no  pain, 
To  live  in  happier  form  again  : 
From  which,  wneath  Heaven's  fairest  star, 
The  artist  wrought  this  k>ved  Guitar, 
And  tausht  it  jiistly  to  reply. 
To  all  who  (question  skiUwly, 
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In  Umgnage  gentle  m  tiiine  own ; 
Whispering  in  enMnoored  tone 
Sweet  oraclee  of  woods  and  delb. 
And  summer  winds  in  sylvan  cells ; 
For  it  had  learned  all  harmonies 
Of  the  plains  and  of  the  skies. 
Of  the  forests  and  the  mountains. 
And  the  many-voioM  fountains ; 
l%e  clearest  echoes  of  the  hills. 
The  softest  notes  of  falliiu;  rills. 
The  melodies  of  birds  and  bees. 
The  murmuring  of  summer  seas. 
And  pattering  nun,  and  breathing  dew. 
And  airs  of  evening ;  and  it  knew 
That  seklom-heard  mysterious  sound, 
Which,  driven  on  its  diurnal  round. 
As  it  floats  through  boundless  day. 
Our  world  enkin£es  on  its  way.— 
All  this  it  koo.v9,  but  will  not  tell 
To  those  who  cannot  question  well 
The  SjMrit  that  inhabits  it ; 
It  talks  according  to  the  wit 
Of  its  companions  ;  and  uo  more 
Is  heard  than  has  been  felt  before, 
Bv  those  who  tempt  it  to  betray 
Theae  secrets  of  an  elder  day : 
But,  sweetly  as  its  answers  will 
Flatter  hands  of  perfect  skill. 
It  keeps  its  highest,  holiest  tone 
Fw  our  belovM  Jane  alone. 

P.  B.  Sriixey. 


291.    TO  MR.  HENRY  LAWES 
Who      -»  nmwvY  Skt  a  Sono  of  Mine  in  the  Yeab  1633 

» .        i  make  heroic  virtue  live ; 

But  you  can  life  to  verses  give. 

As  when  in  open  air  we  blow, 

The  breath,  Uiough  strained,  sounds  flat  and  low  ; 

But  if  a  trumpet  takes  the  blast, 

It  lifts  it  high  and  makes  it  last ; 

So  in  your  airs  our  numbers  dressed 

Make  a  shrill  sally  from  the  breast 

Of  nymphs,  who,  singing  what  we  penned, 

Our  passions  to  themselvet  commend ; 

While  love,  victorious  with  thy  art. 

Governs  at  once  their  voice  and  heart. 

E.  Wallib, 
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292.    TO  MR.  H.  LAWES,  ON  HIS  AIRS 

Habbt  whose  tonefal  and  well-measured  aong 

lint  taught  oar  English  music  how  to  span 

W<»ds  with  just  note  and  accent,  not  to  scan 

With  BGdas  ears,  oonunittins  short  and  long ; 
^y  worth  and  sidll  exempts  thee  from  the  throng. 

With  praise  enough  for  Envy  to  look  wan ; 

To  after  age  thou  shalt  be  writ  the  man. 

That  with  smooth  air  oouldst  humour  best  our  tongue. 
Thou  honour'st  verse,  aiHl  verse  must  send  her  wing 

To  honour  thee,  the  priest  of  Phoebus'  quire 

That  tun'st  th^r  hapmest  lines  in  hymn,  or  story. 
Dante  shall  dve  Fame  leave  to  set  thee  higher 

Tbaa  his  Uuella,  whom  he  wooed  to  sing 

Met  in  the  mildw  shades  of  Factory. 

J.  Micros. 


293.    A  FAREWELL  TO  TOWN 

SiNCX  secret  Spite  hath  sworn  my  woe. 
And  I  am  driven  by  Destiny 

Aninst  my  will,  God  knows,  to  go 
From  place  of  gallant  company. 

And,  in  the  steacTof  sweet  del^ht. 

To  reap  the  fruits  of  foul  despite : 

As  it  hath  been  a  custom  long. 
To  bid  farewell  when  men  depart. 

So  will  I  sing  this  solemn  song. 
Farewell,  to  some,  with  all  my  heart : 

But  those  my  friends :   but  to  my  foes, 

I  wish  a  nettle  in  their  nose. 

I  wish  my  friends  their  hearts'  content : 
My  foes,  again,  the  contrary : 

I  wish  myself,  the  time  were  spent 
That  I  must  spend  in  misery : 

I  wish  my  deadly  foe,  no  worse 

Than  want  of  friends,  and  empty  purse. 

But,  now  my  wishes  thus  are  done, 
I  must  begin  to  bid  farewell : 

With  friends  and  toea  I  have  begun. 
And  therefore,  now  I  cannot  tell 

Which  first  to  choose,  or  ere  I  part. 

To  write  a  farewell  from  my  heart 


A  FAREWELL  TO  TOWN 

lint,  place  of  worldly  PMradiae, 
Thou  gallant  oourt,  to  thee  fuewell ! 

For  bowud  Fcnrtune  me  denies 
Now  lonmr  near  to  thee  to  dwell 

I  must  go  UTe,  I  wot  not  where, 

Nor  how  to  live  when  I  come  there. 

And  next,  adieu  you  gallant  dames. 
The  chief  of  noble  youth's  delight ! 

Untoward  Fortune  now  so  frames. 
That  I  am  banished  from  your  sight. 

And,  in  your  stead,  against  m^  will, 

I  must  go  IWe  with  country  Jill. 

Now  next,  my  gallant  youths  farewell ; 

My  lads  that  oft  have  cheered  my  heart  1 
My  grief  of  mind  no  tongue  can  tell. 

To  think  that  I  must  bom  you  part. 
I  now  must  leave  you  all,  alas, 
And  live  witii  some  odd  lobcock  ass ! 

And  now  brewell  thou  gallant  lute. 
With  instruments  of  music's  sounds : 

Beoordw^  dttcrn,  harp  and  flute. 
And  heavenly  descants  on  sweet  grounds ; 

I  now  must  leave  you  all  indeed. 

And  make  some  music  on  a  reed  i 

And  now  you  stately  stampins  steeds 
And  gallant  geldings  fair,  adieu  ! 

My  heavy  heart  fcM:  sorrow  bleeds. 
To  think  that  I  must  part  with  you : 

And  on  a  strawen  pannel  sit. 

And  ride  some  country  carting  tit ! 

And  now  farewell  both  spear  and  shield, 

Caliver,  pistol,  arquebus. 
See,  see,  what  sighs  my  heart  doth  yield. 

To  think  that  1  must  leave  you  thus ; 
And  lay  aside  my  rapier  blade, 
And  take  in  hand  a  ditching  spade ! 

And  you  farewell,  all  gallant  games, 

Prtmero  and  Imptnal, 
Whwewith  I  used,  with  courtly  dames, 

To  pass  away  the  time  withal : 
I  now  must  learn  some  country  plays 
For  ale  and  cakea  on  hoUdays  i 
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A  FAREWSLL  TO  TOWN 


And  now  farewell  each  dainty  dkh. 
With  sundry  sorte  oi  augarad  wine  ' 

Farewell,  I  aay,  fine  flesh  and  fish. 
To  please  this  dainty  mouth  of  mine  ! 

I  now,  alas,  most  leave  all  these. 

And  make  good  cheer  with  bread  and  cheese. 

And  now,  all  ordos  due,  farewell ! 

Mv  table  laid  when  it  was  noon ; 
My  heav^  heart  it  irks  to  tell 

My  dainty  dinners  i^  are  done : 
With  leeks  and  onions,  whig  and  whey, 
I  must  content  me  as  I  may. 

And  farewell  all  gay  garments  now. 
With  jewels  rich,  of  rare  device  ! 

like  Robin  Hood,  I  wot  not  how, 
I  must  go  range  in  woodman's  wise ; 

Clad  in  a  coat  of  green  or  grey. 

And  glad  to  get  it  if  I  may. 

What  shall  I  say,  but  bid  adieu 
To  every  dram  of  sweet  delight. 

In  place  where  pleasure  never  grew. 
In  dungeon  deep  of  foul  despite, 

I  must,  ah  me  !  wretch,  as  I  may. 

Go  sing  the  song  of  welaway. 


N.  Bbbton. 


294.    THE  CONTRAST 

In  London  I  never  know  what  I'd  be  at. 
Enraptured  with  th^s,  and  enchanted  with  that ; 
I'm  wild  with  the  sweets  of  variety's  plan. 
And  Life  seems  a  blessing  too  happy  for  man. 

But  the  country.  Lord  help  me  I  sets  all  matters  right. 
So  calm  and  composing  from  morning  to  night ; 
Oh  !  it  settles  the  spirits  when  nothing  is  seen 
But  an  ass  on  a  common,  a  goose  on  a  green. 

In  town  if  it  rain,  why  it  damps  not  our  hope, 
The  eye  has  her  choice,  and  the  fancy  her  scope  ; 
What  harm  though  it  pour  whole  nights  or  whole  days  7 
It  spoils  not  our  prospects,  or  stops  not  our  ways. 

In  the  country  what  bliss,  when  it  rains  in  the  fields. 
To  live  on  the  transpmts  that  shuttlecock  yields ; 
Or  ^  crawling  from  window  to  window,  to  see  « 

A  pig  on  a  dunghill  or  crow  on  a  tree. 
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In  London,  if  folks  ill  together  are  pat, 
A  bore  may  be  dropped,  and  a  quis  may  be  out ; 
We  change  without  end ;  and  if  lazy  or  ill, 
AU  wants  are  at  hand,  and  all  wishes  at  will. 

In  the  country  vou're  nailed,  like  a  pale  in  the  park. 
To  some  Midt  of  a  neighbour  that 's  crammed  in  the  ark ; 
And  'tis  odd,  if  you're  hurt,  or  in  fits  tumble  down, 
You  reach  death  ere  the  doctor  can  reach  you  from  town. 

In  London  how  easy  we  visit  and  meet. 
Gay  pleasure 's  the  theme,  and  sweet  smiles  are  our  treat : 
Our  morning 's  a  round  of  good-humoured  delight. 
And  we  rattle,  in  comfort,  to  pleasure  at  night. 

In  the  country,  how  sprightly  !  our  visits  we  make 
Through  ten  miles  of  mud,  tm  Formality's  sake ; 
With  the  coachman  in  drink,  and  the  moon  in  a  fog. 
And  no  thought  in  our  head  but  a  ditch  or  a  bog. 

In  London  the  spirits  are  cheerful  and  light. 
All  places  are  gay  and  all  faces  are  bright ; 
We've  ever  new  joys,  and  revived  by  each  whim. 
Each  day  on  a  fresh  tide  of  pleasure  we  swim. 

But  how  gay  in  the  country  !  what  summer  delight 
To  be  waiting  for  winter  from  morning  to  night  I 
Then  the  fret  of  impatience  ^ves  exquisite  glee 
To  relish  the  sweet  rural  subjects  we  see. 

In  town  we've  no  use  for  the  skies  overhead. 
For  when  the  sun  rises  then  go  we  to  bed ; 
And  as  to  that  old-fashioned  virgin  the  moon. 
She  shines  out  of  season,  like  satin  in  June. 

In  the  country  these  planets  delightfully  glare 
Just  to  show  us  the  object  we  want  isn't  there ; 
O,  how  cheering  and  gay,  when  their  beauties  arise. 
To  sit  and  gaze  round  with  the  tears  in  one's  eyes  ! 

But  'tis  in  the  country  alone  we  can  find 
That  happy  resource,  that  relief  of  the  mind. 
When,  curove  to  despair,  our  last  efforts  we  make, 
And  drag  the  old  fish-pond,  for  novelty's  sake : 

Indeed  I  must  own,  'tis  a  pleasure  complete 
To  see  ladies  well  draggled  and  wet  in  tfanr  feet ; 
But  what  is  all  that  to  the  transport  we  feel 
When  we  capture,  in  triumph,  two  toads  and  an  eel  ? 

I  have  heard,  though,  that  love  in  a  cottage  is  sweet. 
When  two  hearts  in  one  link  of  soft  sympathy  meet : 
That 's  to  come— for  as  yet  I,  alas  !  am  a  swain 
Who  require,  I  own  it,  more  links  to  my  chaic. 
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Your  nutgfim  and  itook-doTM  nwy  flirt  among  teees, 
And  ohattor  their  toaoiporti  in  grovea,  if  they  please : 
But  a  hoAiM  ia  miwh  more  to  my  taste  than  a  toee. 
And  toe  groves,  0 1  a  good  grove  of  chimneys  for  me. 

In  the  cotmtry,  if  Cuf^d  should  find  a  man  out. 
The  vooft  tortured  victim  mopes  hopeless  about ; 
But  in  LoiKion,  thuik  Heaven  !  our  peace  is  secure, 
Where  for  one  eye  to  kill,  there 's  a  thousand  to  euro. 

I  know  love 's  a  devU,  too  subtle  to  spy. 

That  shoots  through  the  soul,  from  the  beam  of  an  eye ; 

But  in  London  these  devils  so  quick  fl^  about, 

That  a  new  devil  still  drives  an  old  devil  out. 

In  town  let  me  live  then,  in  town  let  me  die. 
For  in  truth  I  can't  relish  the  country,  not  L 
If  one  must  have  a  villa  in  summer  to  dwell, 
O,  give  me  the  sweet  shady  side  of  Pall  MaU. 

C.  M0BBI8. 


205.    THE  DAINTY  YOUNG  HEIRESS 

Thk  dainty  young  heiress  of  lincolus  Inn  Melds, 

Brisk,  Mautiful,  wealthy,  and  witty. 
To  the  power  of  Love  so  unwillingly  yields, 

That^tis  feared  she'll  unpeople  the  city. 
The  sparks  and  the  beaus  all  languish  and  die. 

Yet,  aftw  the  conquest  of  many. 
One  little  good  marksman,  that  aims  with  one  eye, 

May  wound  her  heart  deeper  than  any. 

C.  Sackville,  Eabl  of  Dobset. 


296.    TO  CELIA 

I  HATX  the  town,  and  all  its  ways  ; 
Bidottos,  operas,  and  plays ; 
The  ball,  the  ring,  the  mall,  the  Court, 
Wherever  the  beau  numde  resort ; 
Where  beauties  lie  in  &    bush  for  folks, 
Earl  Straffords  and  the  ^ukes  of  Norfolks ; 
All  coffee-houses  and  their  praters. 
All  courts  of  judtice  and  deoatera  ; 
All  taverns,  and  the  sots  within  'em  ; 
All  bubbles,  and  Uie  rogues  that  skin  'em. 
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I  hate  all  oritioa  ;  may  they  barn  all. 
From  Bentley  to  the  Grub  Street  Journal ; 
All  bards,  as  Dennis  hates  a  pun  ; 
Those  who  have  wit,  and  who  have  none. 
All  nobles  of  whatever  station ; 
And  all  the  parsons  in  the  nation. 
I  hate  the  world  crammed  altogether. 
From  beggars,  up,  the  L(mi  knows  whither ! 
Ask  you  wen,  Celia,  if  there  bo 
The  thing  I  love  ?  My  chiurmer,  thee. 
Thee  more  than  light,  than  life  adore. 
Thou  dearest,  sweetest  creature,  more 
Than  wildest  raptures  can  express. 
Than  I  can  tell,  or  thou  canst  guess. 
Then  though  I  bear  a  gentle  mind. 
Let  not  my  hatred  of  mankind 
Wonder  within  my  Celia  move. 
Since  she  possesses  all  I  love. 

H.  FlELDIKO. 


297.    NO! 

No  sun — no  moon  ! 

No  mom — no  noon — 
No  dawn — no  dusk — no  proper  time  of  day — 

No  sky — no  earthly  view — 

No  distance  looking  blue — 
No  road — no  street — no  '  t'other  side  the  way  '- 

No  end  to  any  Row — 

No  indications  where  the  Crescents  go — 

No  top  to  any  steeple — 
No  recognitions  of  familiar  people — 

No  courtesies  for  showing  'em — 

No  knowing  'em  ! — 
No  travelling  at  all — no  locomotion, 
No  inkling  of  the  way — no  notion — 

'  No  go  ' — by  land  or  ocean — 

No  mail — no  post — 
No  news  from  any  foreign  coast — 
No  Park— no  Ring— no  afternoon  gentility- 
No  company— no  nobility,— 
No  warmth,  no  cheerfulness,  no  he&Jthful  ease. 

No  comfortable  feel  in  any  nsftrnher— 
No  shade,  no  shine,  no  butterflies,  no  bees. 
No  fruits,  no  flowers,  no  leaves,  no  birds — 

November ! 


T.  Hood. 
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298.    FtOCADOJ  Y 

PlooAmixT !— ihow,  p*UoM.  bwtii .  »ud  breeie. 
The  whiiring  of  wnaeb,  and  the  murninv  )f  trees. 
By  dftyitj^t,  or  nigbtUght,— «  ndsy,  or  ittlly,— 
\VMteTer  my  mood  is— I  love  Pier-^d '': 

Wat  nigfati,  wbM  the  gM  on  the  p.i    mfu   m  streaming. 
And  TOong  Love  is  watehing  an'!  'J  L<><  e  if  dreaming. 
And  Beauty  is  whirled  oB  to  oov-iK^^   wh"  e shrilly 
Omnona  m»kea  nimble  thy  toes.  Pi.  Cj^atUy  ! 

Bri|^t  days,  when  we  lairarely  ps 
And  mart  aU  thajpec^  we  do  or  d 
Here  is  }<My  old  Brown,  and  his  if'-. 
No  wonder,  yoang  pilgrim,  you  lik> 

See  3rondOT  pair  riding,  how  fondly  chay  >  .  :r  t  •  • 
She  smiles  on  her  poet,  whose  heari  's  in  a  r>ant  r : 
Some  envy  her  uwuse,  and  some  r  '  et  hni  f  hj. 
He  mivies  them  both — he  's  an  ass,  Piccadilly  ! 


to  hiv'  fro* 
.  "I.  '-•»ow,— -, 
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Now  were  I  that  g^y  bride,  with  a  slave  at  my  feet, 
I  would  choose  me  a  house  in  my  favourite  street ; 
Yes  or  no — I  would  carry  my  point,  willy,  nilly. 
If  '  no',— pick  a  quarrd,  if  '  yes ',— Piooadilly  ! 

From  Primrosf^  balcony,  long  ages  ago, 

'  CHd  Q '  sat  at  gaae,— who  now  passes  below  T 

A  frolicsome  Statesssan,  the  Mmi  of  the  Day, 

A  laughing  philosopher,  gallant  and  gay ; 

No  darling  of  Fortune  m<we  manfully  trod. 

Full  (rf  years,  full  of  fame,  and  the  world  at  hU  nod, 

Heat,  mmm  fugaeea  /    The  wise  and  the  silly, 

Old  P  or  old  Q,— we  must  quit  Piccadilly. 

life  is  chequered, — a  patchwork  of  smiles  and  of  frowns 

We  value  its  ups,  let  ue  muse  on  its  downs  ; 

There 's  a  8i<^e  that  is  bright,  it  will  then  turn  us  t'other,— 

One  turn,  if  a  good  one,  (keerves  such  another. 

These  downs  are  delightful,  thege  ups  are  not  hilly, — 

Let  us  turn  on^  man  turn  ere  we  quit  Piccadilly. 

F.  Locksb-Laiifson. 


299.     EPIGRAM 

To  John  T  owed  great  obligation  ; 

But  John  unhappily  thought  tit 
To  poWish  it  to  Ml  the  nation. 

Sure  John  and  I  are  more  than  quit. 


M.  Pkiob. 
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30a    ST.  JAMES'S  STREET 

(A  Gbtmbu) 

St.  jAim's  Stbut,  of  olaarie  fame ! 

"Rie  finestMople  throng  it ! 
St  Jamw't  Ettraet  7  I  know  the  name, 

I  think  I've  vtmed  »k>ng  it. 
Why,  tiuA  '■  whore  Suharim  sighed 

When  Waller  read  his  ditty ; 
Where  Bvron  lived,  and  Gibbon  died. 

And  Ahraoley  was  witty. 

A  noted  street  I    It  skirts  the  Pftrk 

Where  Pefiys  onoe  took  his  pastime; 
Come,  gaie  on  fifty  men  of  mark. 

And  then  recall  the  fast  time ! 
The  fkOt  at  White's,  the  play  at  Crodt's, 

Hm  bmnpers  to  Mks  Gunning ; 
The  bonhomie  of  Charlie  Fox, 

And  Selwyn's  ghastly  funning. 

The  dear  old  stoeet  of  clnbs  and  cribs. 

As  north  and  south  ik  stretohes. 
Still  seems  to  smack  of  Rolliad  squibs. 

And  GiUrav's  fiercer  sketches ; 
The  quaint  old  dress,  the  grand  old  style, 

The  mots,  the  racy  stories ; 
The  wine,  the  dice,  the  wit,  the  bile. 

The  hate  of  Whigs  and  Tories. 
At  dusk,  when  I  am  strolling  there. 

Dim  forms  will  rise  around  me ; 
Lepel  flits  past  me  in  her  chau-. 

And  Co^reve's  airs  astound  me  ! 
And  once  IWl  Gwyn,  a  frail  young  sprite. 

Looked  kiadly  when  I  met  her  ; 
I  shook  my  head,  perhaps,— but  quite 

Forgot  to  quite  forget  her. 

The  stareet  is  still  a  lively  tomb 

For  rich,  and  gay,  and  clever  ; 
The  crops  of  dandies  bud,  and  bloom. 

And  die  as  fast  as  ever. 
Now  gilded  youth  loves  cutty  inpes. 

And  slang  the  worse  for  wearing : 
It  can't  approach  its  prototypes 

In  taste,  or  tone,  or  bearhig. 

In  Brummell's  day  of  buckle  shoes. 
Lawn  cravats,  and  roll  collars. 

They'd  fight,  and  woo,  and  bet— and  lose 
Like  gentlemen  and  scholars  : 
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I  like  jroong  iimb  to  go  the  paoe, 

I  half  fornve  <M  R»pid  ; 
These  loate  disgrace  th«r  name  and  race,— > 

So  vioioos  aod  so  vaf^d  ! 

Worse  times  may  oome.    Bon  tout,  indeed. 

Will  then  be  qoite  forgotten. 
And  aU  we  maoh  revere  will  speed 

From  ripe  to  worse  than  rotten ; 
Then  grass  will  sproat  between  yon  stones. 

And  owls  will  roost  at  Boodle's, 
For  Echo  will  horl  back  the  tonss 

Of  screaming  TMikee  Doodles. 

I  love  the  haunts  of  aid  Cockaigne, 

Whore  wit  and  wealth  were  squandered ; 
The  hiUls  that  tell  of  hoop  and  train. 

Where  grace  and  rank  have  wandered ; 
Those  haUs  where  ladies  fair  and  leal 

First  Tentnred  to  ackire  me  !— 
Aim]  something  of  the  like  I  feel 

For  this  old  sto«et  before  me. 

F.  LocKiB-LAMnoy. 


801.    IN  LONDON  ON  SATURDAY  NIGHT 

Is  it  not  pleasant  to  wander 

In  town  on  Saturday  ni|^t, 
While  people  go  hithw  or  tiiither. 

And  shops  ued  cheerful  light  T 
And,  arm  in  arm,  while  our  shadows 

Chase  us  along  the  panes. 
Are  we  not  quite  as  cosy 

As  down  among  oounU-y  lanes  T 

Nobody  knows  us,  heeds  us. 

Nobody  hears  or  sees, 
And  the  shop-Ughts  gleam  more  gladly 

Than  the  moon  on  hedges  and  trees ; 
And  peofrte  coming  and  going. 

All  upon  ends  of  their  own. 
Though  they  wcnrk  a  sp^  on  the  spirit. 

Move  it  more  finely  alone. 

The  soBiHi  TCcmB  horm!^  and  pi^tsast 
As  the  murmur  of  brook  and  wind  ; 

The  shops  witii  the  fruit  and  the  piotureB 
Have  swMtasH  to  suit  my  mind ; 


IN  LONDON  ON  SATURDAY  NIQHT        224 

And  nobodv  knom  ns,  heeds  us. 

And  onr  loving  wme  reproves, — 
/,  the  poor  figure-pftinter  1 

You,  the  uuly  be  loves  I 

And  what  if  the  world  should  scorn  you. 

For  now  and  again,  as  you  do. 
Assuming  a  country  kirtle. 

And  bonnet  of  stoaw  thereto. 
Or  the  robe  of  a  vestal  virgin. 

Or  a  nun's  grey  nbardine. 
And  keepin|[  a  brower  and  sister 

By  standing  and  looking  divine  T 

And  what  if  the  w«»ld,  moreover. 

Should  rilenUv  pass  me  by. 
Because,  at  Um  dawn  of  the  struggle 

I  labour  some  stories  high  ! 
Why,  there 's  oomlort  in  waiting,  working. 

And  Ceding  one's  heart  beat  right,— 
And  rambling  akme,  tove-making. 

In  London  on  Saturday  night. 

R.  BccHASjjr. 


302.    CATHARINA 
Addkhsbd  to  Miss  Statlstoh 


Shx  came— she  is  gone— we  have  met — 

And  meet  perhaps  nevw  again ; 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  set, 

And  seems  to  have  risen  in  vain. 
Catharina  has  fled  like  a  dream— 

(So  vanishes  pleasure,  alas  I) 
But  has  left  a  regret  aiMi  esteem. 

That  will  not  so  suddenly  pass. 

The  last  evening  rambfo  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  I, 
Our  progress  was  oHm  deUyed 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  tu^h. 
We  paused  under  ntanv  a  tr«s. 

And  much  she  was  eharmed  with  a  tone 
Less  sweet  to  Maria  and  me. 

Who  bad  witaswsd  so  Utely  her  own. 
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CATHARINA 

My  nnmben  that  day  liie  had  rang. 

And  gave  tbum  a  grace  so  divine. 
As  CHihr  her  miutoal  tongue 

Coold  infoee  into  numbns  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  heard,  I  esteemed 

IIm  work  of  my  faooy  the  man. 
And  e'en  to  myeuf  never  seemed 

So  tuneful  a  poet  before. 

Though  the  {deasures  of  London  exceed 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year. 
Catharina,  did  nothuw  impede. 

Would  fed  hersdf  happier  here ; 
For  the  cloee-woTen  arches  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  knov. 
Are  sweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  all  that  the  city  can  show. 

So  it  is,  when  ti»  mind  is  endued 

With  a  wdl-judging  tsirte  from  above. 
Then,  wJMtibat  em  wJlfahed  or  rode, 

Tis  nature  akme  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  art  may  amuae^ 

May  even  our  wcmder  excite. 
But  oroves,  hiUs,  and  vallevs  diffuse 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  deUght. 


Since  then  in  the  rural 

Oatharina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  nossess 

Ttkb  scene  oi  her  sensible  dioioe  1 
To  inhabit  a  mansion  remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-paoing  steeds. 
Aid  by  Philomel's  annual  note 

To  measure  the  life  that  she  leads. 

With  her  book,  and  her  vdce,  and  her  lyre. 

To  wing  all  her  moments  at  home, 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspire 

As  oft  as  it  suits  hw  to  roMn, 
She  will  have  just  the  life  she  {wefers. 

With  littie  to  wiA  or  to  fear. 
And  ours  will  be  pleasant  as  hers. 

Might  we  view  her  enjoying  it  here. 

W.  Cowm. 
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903.    CORIDOITS  BONO 

Oh,  the  sweet  contentment 
The  countryman  doth  find. 

High  troloUie  lollie  loe. 

High  toolollie  lee. 
That  qniet  contemplation 
Poaaeweth  all  my  mind : 

Them  care  atmy. 

And  toend  abmg  with  me. 

For  conrta  are  full  of  flattery. 
As  hath  too  oft  been  tried ; 

High  trolollie  lollie  loe. 

High  troiollie  lee. 
The  city  foU  of  wantonneaa. 
And  both  are  full  of  pride. 

That  core  aimy. 

And  wend  along  with  me. 

But  oh,  the  honest  coontrjrman 
Smaks  truly  from  his  heart. 

High  trolollie  lollie  loe. 

High  trolollie  lee. 
His  pride  is  in  hu  tillage. 
His  horses  uid  his  cart: 

Then  care  atoay. 

And  wend  along  wiOi  me. 

Our  clothing  is  good  sheep»kins. 
Grey  russet  for  our  wives. 

High  trolollie  lollie  loe. 

High  trolollie  lee. 
•Ks  warmth  and  not  gay  clothing 
That  doth  prolong  our  ures ; 

Then  tare  ateay. 

And  wend  along  with  me. 

The  ploughman,  though  he  labour  hard. 
Yet  on  the  holiday. 

High  troloUie  lollie  loe. 

High-  trolollie  lee. 
No  emperor  so  mMiily 
Does  pass  his  time  away  ; 

Then  care  away. 

And  wend  along  wM  me. 

To  recompense  oar  tll!as0 
The  heavwis  afford  ussEo 

High  troMlie  kiOie  loe, 

High  troiollie  lee. 
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COREDON'S  SONG 

And  for  our  sweet  rafrMhmenta 
The  earth  aifordi  vm  bowen : 

Them  oare  away. 

And  teeiui  along  with  me. 

The  cuckoo  and  the  nightiogale 
Full  menilv  do  aing. 

High  tnucdlie  lolBe  loe. 

High  trolollie  lee. 
And  with  their  pleuant  roundelays. 
Bid  welcome  to  the  spring : 

That  care  away. 

And  wend  along  with  me. 

This  is  not  half  the  happiness 
The  oountrrman  enjoys ; 

High  troioUie  l<dlie  loe, 

High  troloUie  lee, 
Thoi^  others  think  tiiey  hare  as  much 
Yet  M  that  says  so  lies : 

Then  come  away, 

Twm  eoantryman  with  me. 

J.  Chalxbill. 


304.    JACK  AND  JOAN 

Jack  and  Joan,  they  think  no  ill. 
But  loving  live,  and  mwry  still ; 
Do  thdr  weekday's  wwk,  and  pray 
Devoutly  on  the  noly  day ; 
Skip  ana  trip  it  on  the  green. 
And  help  to  choose  the  summer  queen  ; 
Lash  out,  at  a  country  feast. 
Their  silver  penny  witn  the  best. 

Well  can  they  judge  of  nappy  ale. 
And  tell  at  large  a  winter  tale ; 
Climb  up  to  the  apple  loft, 
And  turn  the  crabs  till  they  be  soft 
Tib  is  all  the  fathw's  joy, 
Aud  little  Tom  the  mother's  boy. 
All  their  pleasure  is  content ; 
And  care,  to  pay  their  yearly  rent. 

Joaa  can  cai\  by  name  her  cows, 
And  deok  her  windows  with  green  boughs ; 
She  can  wreaths  and  tutties  make. 
And  trim  with  plums  a  Mdal  cake 


JACK  AND  JOAN 

Jftok  knowB  what  bnngB  gkin  or  loa ; 
Aod  his  long  flail  can  atontly  tow ; 
Makes  the  hedge,  which  otben  break. 
And  ever  thinks  what  he  doth  speak. 

Now,  you  courtly  dames  and  knights. 
That  study  only  strange  delights ; 
Though  you  scorn  the  homespun  grey 
And  revel  in  your  rich  array : 
Though  your  tongues  dissemble  deep. 
And  can  your  heads  from  danger  keep; 
Yet,  for  all  your  pomp  and  train, 
Sacurer  lives  the  siUy  swain. 


225 


T.  CumoK. 


305.    OUR  VILLAGE-BY  A  VILLAGER 

•Sweet  Auburn,  loveliest  village  of  the  plain.'— (ToUamtM. 

"^""bSS;  Shy,*"  -^  ""  *^  ^*'°'^'*  "^^  «"»'  our  village  of 

^  *!rSith*°-  ^^  "  *'*""*  **'  ''^^  ^^'^  *••'  poUMds,  two  elden,  and 

^°^^h^-  ^^  ^»»»a  •■  •  green  of  about  not  exceeding  an  acre  and 

It 's  oommon  to  all,  and  fed  off  by  nineteen  cows,  six  ponies,  three  honesL 
five  asses  two  foals,  seven  pigs,  and  a  calf !        *^      '  ^^ 

iSi         "  *"  M  »  held  by  a  similar  sort  of  common  law 

And  contains  twenty  ducks,  six  drakes,  three  ganders,  two  dead  dooL 
four  drowned  kittens,  and  twelve  geese.  ^^ 

There 's  fifty.five  private  houses,  let  alone  barns  and  workshops,  and 

pigityes,  and  poultry  huts,  and  such-Uke  sheds  ; 
With  ntenty  of  pubUo-houses-two  Poxes,  one  Green  Man,  three  Bunch 

o' Q»pe«,  one  Grown,  and  six  King's  Heads. 
il»  Green  Man  is  reckoned  the  best,  as  the  only  one  that  for  love  or 

money  can  raise 

""  '^°iL^*i2t';:SJiJ£:.*'^"''"  "^  *"'•  ''«^'  «^  •  »«• 

^"faSK  JhTdt^  "^  ^^'  "^**^^-  -y  be  th«r 
^**^^£2^y«y  <*M»P.  «n2l,  dark,  freexii«.ooki.  littie  Methodkt  ebapd 
».  u  V.      * 
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And  doM  by  tbe  ohtuoh- jard  tb«n  '■  a  stone-muon's  yard,  that  when 
the  time  k  MMwnaUe  ■■   .      v 

Will  fornish  with  »fBie<aonB  sore  and  marble  ura  and  chorulnmB  very 
low  and  reaeonaUe.  ,.      »        ...     ..u     u  t    u 

There  'b  a  cage,  comfwtable  enough ;  I've  been  m  it  with  oW  Jack 
Jeffrey  and  Tom  Pike :  ...  _...       , 

For  the  Green  Man  next  door  will  send  you  m  ale,  gin,  or  anything  else 

you  like.  ,   ,        ....  ... 

I  can't  speak  of  the  stocks,  as  nothing  remains  of  them  but  the  ufrngbt 

But  the  pound  is  kept  in  repairs  for  the  sake  of  Ck)b's  horse,  as  is  always 

there  dbiost  ,       i       •    i.- 

There 's  a  smithy  of  course,  whwe  that  queer  sort  of  a  chap  in  his  way. 

Old  Joe  Bradley,  ,    .        . 

Perpetually  hammers  and  stammers,  for  he  stutters  and  shoes  borses 

very  badly.  ,     .  l    .l       j        « 

There 's  a  shop  of  a31  sorts,  that  sells  everything,  kept  by  the  widow  of 

Mr.  Task ;  .    ,        .     ,         _^u- 

Bat  when  you  go  there,  it's  ten  to  one  she's  out  of  everything 

You'U  know  her  house  by  the  swarm  of  boys,  like  flies,  about  the  old 
sugary  cask : 

There  are  six  empty  houses,  and  not  so  well  papered  inside  as  out. 

For  biU-stiekns  won't  beware,  but  sticks  notices  of  s^es  and  election 
placards  all  about.  .    .    .l 

That 's  the  Doctor's  with  a  green  door,  where  the  garden  pots  m  the 
windows  is  seen ;  ,      ,     ,  .  j     . 

A  weakly  monthly  rose  that  don't  Wow,  and  a  dead  geramum,  and  a  tea- 
plant  with  five  black  leaves  and  one  green. 

As  for  hoUyoaks  at  the  cottage  doors,  and  honeysuckles  and  jasmines, 
you  may  go  and  whistle ;  j    .        u  »      *i 

But  the  Tailor's  front  garden  grows  two  cabbages,  a  dock,  a  ha  porth 
of  pennyroyal,  two  dandelions,  and  a  thistle. 

There  we  three  small  (wohards— Mr.  Busby's  the  schoolmaster  s  is  the 

chief—  , 

With  two  pear-trees  that  don't  bear  ;  one  plum  and  an  apple,  that  every 

year  is  stripped  by  a  thief.  .  .  i     m 

There's  another  small  day-school  too,  kept  by  the  respecUble  Mrs. 

A  select  estaUishment,  for  six  little  boys  and  one  big,  and  four  little  girls 

and  a  baby ;  ,  . .    .  •  *i,  * 

There 's  a  notaej,  with  pointed  gables  and  strange  odd  chimneys  that 

never  smokes,  «,   .  ..  .     * 

For  the  rector  don't   live  on   his  living  like  other  Christian  sort  of 

folks ; 
niere  's  a'  barber's,  once  a  week  well  filled  with  rough  black-bearded, 

shock-headed  churls,  ,, 

And  a  window  with  two  feminioe  men's  heads,  and  two  masculine  ladies 
in  falM  curls ; 
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°°°^;:ii±te S:-  '^  -^  ••*  «»«••  "-^  .ad  «„ 
L^ta  &  S^ij"  *''T*' ~°~°5;  ■«*'<•'»•  Wt  behind  her  b«t.n. 

"".S'pf^a'.l!^  '"'^^-  "^  "^^  ""•■  —  •»< 

T.  Hood. 


306.    BLEXKE'S  house  IN  BLACKMWORE 
JoHH  BuBAU  he  had  a  bit  o'  ground 
Come  to  en  by  hie  mother's  acte : 
An  after  that,  two  hundred  pound 
His  unde  left  en  when  he  died ; 
'  WeU  TOW,'  cried  John,  '  it  is  my  bent 
To  bmW  a  house,  an'  pay  noo  rent* 
An  Meary  gi'ed  en  her  consent 

Do,  do,'— the  maidens  cried. 
^  Trxui,  true,'— his  wife  repUed. 

Done,  done.-*  house  o'  brick  or  stwone.' 
Cned  merry  Bleake  o'  Blackmwore. 

Then  John  he  oall'd  vor  men  o'  skill, 

An^  builders  answer 'd  to  his  call ; 

An  met  to  reckon,  each  his  bill, 

Vor  vioor  an'  windor,  rwof  an'  wall. 

An  woone  did  mark  it  on  the  groun' 

An  woone  did  think,  an'  scratch  his  crown. 

An  reckon  work,  an'  write  it  down : 

^  Zoo,  zoo,'— woone  tre&desman  cried  ; 

^  iTue,  true,'— woone  mwore  replied. 

Aye,  aye,— good  work,  an'  have  good  paV.' 
Cned  merry  Bleake  o'  Blackmwore. 

The  work  begun,  an'  trowels  rung 
An  up  the  briok«n  wail  did  ris^ 
An'  up  the  slant^n  refters  sprung. 
Wi'  busy  btowB,  an*  lusty  ciieiir 


BLEAKE'S  HOUSE 

An  woone  brought  pbuilB  to  meftka  a  Tloor,. 
An'  woone  did  oome  wi'  dorm  or  door. 
An'  woone  did  saw,  ma  wotme  did  hon. 

*  Brick,  Inriok,— there  down  bdow. 
Qcdck,  quiok,--why  b'ye  so  slow  I  * 

*  lime,  Ume,— why  we  do  wSaste  the  time, 
Vor  merry  Ble&ke  o'  ]Naokmwore.' 

The  houae  w«  up  rrom  grom*  to  tun. 
An'  thatch'd  age&n  the  rainy  sky, 
Wi'  windon  to  the  noonday  sun. 
Where  rushy  Stour  do  wamier  by. 
In  ooo'se  he  had  a  pworch  to  screen 
Thb  inside  door,  when  win's  wer  keen. 
An'  out  avore  the  pwcnroh,  a  green. 

*  Hue  I  hare  !  '—the  ohildom  cried ; 
*Dear  !  dear  !  '—the  wife  replied  ; 

*  There,  there,— the  houae  is  perty  feUr,* 
Cried  meiry  Bleftke  o'  Blackmwore. 

Then  John  he  az'd  bis  friends  to  warm 
His  house,  an'  they,  a  goodish  batch. 
Did  oome  iJwone,  or  eftrm  in  eirm. 
All  roads,  a-meftkte  tot  his  hatch : 
An'  there  below  the  clary  beam 
The  kettle-spout  did  s'  i  an'  steam ; 
An'  there  wer  ceakes,  an'  tea  wi'  cream. 

*  Lo  !  lo  :  '—the  women  cried ; 

*  Ho  !  ho  !  '—the  men  replied ; 

*  Health,  health,— attend  ye  wi'  your  wealth. 
Good  merry  Keftke  o'  Blackmwore.' 

Then  John,  a-pralsed,  flung  up  his  crown 

All  back,  a-laugh*n  in  a  roar. 

They  prab'd  his  wife,  an'  she  looked  down 

A-simper^n  towards  the  vloor. 

Then  up  they  Sfvung  a-danc^n  reels. 

An'  op  went  tooes,  an'  up  went  heels, 

A-wind6n  roun'  in  knots  an'  wheels. 

*  Brisk,  brisk,'— the  maidens  cried ; 
'  Frisk,  frisk,'- the  men  replied ; 

*  Quick,  quick,— thwe  wi'  your  fiddlcHitiok, 
Cried  merry  Bleike  o'  Blackmwore. 

An'  when  the  morrow'^  :an  did  sheen 
John  BMke  b^eld,  wi'  jay  an'  pride. 
His  brickte  house,  an'  pworch,  an'  green. 
Above  the  Stour's  rushy  tkle. 


IN  BLACKMWORE 

The  sw»llows  left  the  Iwooewmie  groTes 
To  build  bebw  the  thatohin  ovm. 
An*  robiu  oome  tot  onimbe  o'  IwoaTce : 
•  Tweet,  tweet;— the  buds  all  cried ; 
^  Sweet,  sweet,'— John's  wife  replied ; 
Dad,  dad,' — the  childern  oried  so  glad. 
To  merry  Bleftke  o'  ffiaokmwoie. 
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QUINCE 

NxAB  a  small  village  in  the  West, 

Where  maay  very  worthy  peofde. 
Eat,  drink,  play  whist,  and  do  their  best 

To  guard  from  evil  Church  and  steefrie 
There  stood— alas  !  it  stands  no  more !— - 

A  tenement  of  brick  and  plastw. 
Of  which,  for  forty  yean  and  four. 

My  good  frinod  Quince  was  lord  and  master. 

Welcome  was  he  in  hut  and  hall 

To  maids  and  matrons,  peers  and  peasants ; 
He  won  the  sympathies  of  all 

By  making  puns,  and  making  presents. 
Though  all  the  parish  were  at  strife. 

He  kept  his  counsel,  uid  his  carriage. 
And  laughed,  and  loved  a  quiet  Ufe, 

And  shrank  from  Chancery  suite— and  marriage. 

Sound  was  his  ckret— and  his  head ; 

Warm  was  his  double  ale— and  feelings ; 
His  partners  at  the  whist  club  said 

That  he  was  faultless  in  his  dealings : 
He  went  to  church  but  once  a  week ; 

Yet  Dr.  Poundtezt  always  found  him 
An  uprip[ht  man,  who  studied  Greek, 

And  hked  to  see  his  friends  around  him. 

Asvlnms,  hospitals  and  schools, 

He  used  to  swear,  were  made  to  cozen  ; 
All  who  subsoritjed  to  them  were  fools, — 

And  he  siibooribed  to  half  a  dozen : 
It  was  his  docti-ine,  that  the  poor 

Were  always  able,  never  wuling ; 
And  so  the  lieggar  at  his  door 

Had  first  abuse,  and  then— a  shilling. 

Some  public  principles  he  had. 

But  was  no  flatterw,  nor  fretter ; 
He  rapped  hu  box  when  things  were  bad. 

And  said  '  I  cannot  make  them  bettw  !  * 
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QUINCE 

And  nnwh  he  k»th«d  Um  patriot's  mori. 
And  much  be  eoomed  tba  pUoeman's  snuffle.; 

And  out  the  fleroest  qnanreb  short 
H^th— *  Patieooe,  genttomen— end  shulBe  I  * 

Tot  fall  ten  yeers  his  pdnter  Speed 

Had  oooebed  beneath  her  master's  table ; 
For  twice  ten  yeMV  his  old  ^hite  steed 

Had  fattened  in  his  ma8t«>'s  stable ; 
Old  Quince  averred,  upon  bis  troth. 

They  were  the  ugliest  beasts  in  Devon ; 
And  none  knew  why  he  fed  them  both, 

^th  his  own  hands,  six  days  in  seven. 

Whene'er  they  heard  his  ring  or  knock, 

Quiokor  than  thought,  the  village  slatterns 
Flung  down  the  novel,  smoothed  the  frock. 

And  took  up  Mrs.  Qlasse,  and  patterns  ; 
Adine  was  stadving  baker's  bilb ; 

Louisa  looked  wa  queen  <^  knitters ; 
Jane  happened  to  be  hemming  frills ; 

And  Bell,  by  chance,  was  making  fritters. 

But  all  was  vain ;  and  while  decay 

Game,  like  a  tranquil  moonlwht,  o'er  him. 
And  found  him  gouty  still,  and  gay. 

With  no  fair  nurse  to  bless  or  bore  him. 
His  rug^  smile  and  easy  chair. 

His  dread  of  matrinMnual  lectures. 
His  wig,  his  stick,  his  powdered  hair. 

Were  themes  for  very  strange  conjectures. 

Some  sages  thought  the  stars  above 

Had  crazed  him  with  excess  of  knowledge ; 
Some  hewrd  he  had  been  crossed  in  love 

Before  he  came  away  from  College ; 
Some  darkly  hinted  that  his  Grace 

IM  nothmg,  great  or  small,  without  him ; 
Some  whispered,  with  a  solemn  faee. 

That  there  was  '  something  odd  about  him  ! ' 

I  found  him,  at  threescore  and  ten, 

A  single  man,  but  bent  quite  double ; 
Sickness  was  coming  on  him  then 

To  take  him  from  a  world  of  trouble : 
He  wosed  of  slipping  down  the  hill, 

Dnoovnred  he  grew  oMer  daily  ; 
One  frosty  day  he  made  his  will, — 

The  next,  lie  sent  tot  Doctor  Bailey. 


QUINCE 

And  10  be  lived,— mmI  io  be  died  I— 

When  laM  I  Mt  bedde  hk  pillow 
He  shook  my  hMid,  ud  '  Ah  I '  he  eried, 

'  Penetope  muet  wear  the  willow. 
Tell  her  I  bugged  her  rosy  chain 

While  Uf  e  wu  ffiokering  in  the  looket ; 
And  my,  that  when  I  call  again, 

ril  bring  a  lioenoe  in  my  pocket. 

'  Fve  left  my  house  and  groonds  to  Fag,— 

I  hope  his  master's  shoes  will  suit  him ; 
And  I'tc  bequeathed  to  you  my  nag. 

To  feed  him  for  my  sake,— or  shoot  him. 
The  ^^'s  wife  will  take  old  Fox,— 

She'll  find  him  an  uncommon  mouser,-— 
And  let  her  husband  have  my  box. 

My  Bible,  and  my  Asemanshausor. 

'  Whether  I  ought  to  die  or  not. 

My  Doct<»B  cannot  quite  determine ; 
It 's  only  dear  that  I  shall  rot. 

And  be,  like  Priam,  food  for  Termin. 
My  debts  ue  paid  :— but  Nature's  debt 

Almost  escaped  my  recollection : 
Tom  !— we  shall  meet  again ; — and  jret 

I  cannot  leave  you  my  direction  { ' 
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308.    THE  TABLES  TURNED 

Up  !  up  !  my  Friend,  and  quit  your  books ; 
Or  surely  you'll  grow  double  : 
Up  !  up  !  my  Friend,  and  clear  your  looks. 
Why  all  this  toU  and  trouble  ? 

The  sun,  above  the  mountain's  head, 
A  freshening  lustre  mellow 
Through  all  the  long  green  fields  has  s[Hread, 
His  first  sweet  evening  yellow. 

Books  !  'tis  a  dull  and  endless  strife : 
Come,  hear  the  woodland  linnet. 
How  sweet  his  music  !  on  my  \ii% 
There 's  more  of  wisdom  in  it. 

And  hMk  !  how  blithe  the  throstle  sings ! 
He,  too,  is  no  mean  preacher : 
Come  forth  into  the  light  of  things. 
Let  Nature  be  your  teacher. 


THE  TABLBS  TURNED 


She  hM  A  iroiM  of  nadjr  WMHh, 
Oar  minds  Mid  hnrhi  to  bloM— 
Spbntaoeoiu  wisdom  bcMktbed  bj  hMlth, 
IVuth  bfMtlMd  by  ohMrfuhwM. 

Oae  impolae  from  •  Tcmal  wood 
Mfty  teaoh  yon  mora  of  hum. 
Of  moral  evil  Mid  of  good, 
ThMi  all  the  i 


Sweet  is  the  lore  which  Nature  brings  ; 
Oar  meddling  intelleet 

liis-shapes  the  beauteons  forms  of  things : — 
We  moraer  to  dissect. 

Enoogh  of  Science  and  of  Art ; 
Qose  np  those  barren  leaves  : 
Gome  forth,  and  bring  with  yoa  a  heart 
That  watches  and  reoeiTes. 

W.  WOBDSWOBTH. 


309.    CHERRY-RIPE 

Thikb  is  a  garden  in  her  face. 
Where  roses  and  white  lilies  grow ; 

A  heavenly  paradise  is  that  pUtoe, 
Wherein  all  pleasant  fruits  do  flow ; 

There  cherries  grow,  which  none  may  buy. 

Till  cherry-ripe  themselves  do  cry. 

Those  cherries  fairly  do  enclose 

Of  orient  pearl  a  double  row ; 
Which  when  her  lovely  laughter  shows. 

They  look  like  rose-ouds  filled  with  snow. 
Yet  them  nor  peer  nor  prince  can  buy. 
Till  cherry-ripe  themselves  do  cry. 

Her  eyes  like  angeb  watch  them  still ; 

Her  brows  like  bended  bows  do  stand. 
Threatening  with  piercing  frowns  to  kill 

All  that  attempt  with  eye  or  hand 
These  sacred  cherries  to  come  nigh — 
Till  cherry-ripe  themselves  do  cry  ! 


T.  Campion. 


310.    UKE  THE  IDAUAN  QUEEN 
Lna  the  IdaliM  gueen. 
Her  hair  Aboat  her  ejme 

Y!*iJ^}  *^  ^fT*''  "P*  •??•«  to  be  eeen. 
At  nut  i^Moe  of  the  mom. 

Which  of  her  blood  were  bom, 

Ie»Wj  bat  fainting  nw,  my  iMnmoon. 

The  Graoe>  naked  danced  about  the  place. 

The  winds  mm!  trees  amaaed 

With  dleoee  oa  her  gaaed ; 

The  flower,  did  imiie  like  thoee  upon  her  face, 

i?l"i.**^j!*p~  5*^*"  *•«"  fi°»«»  »»«*Sr 

rhat  she  mi^t  read  my  eaae, 

A  hyadath  I  wbhed  me  in  her  band. 

W.  Dbcumond. 


311.    THE  PRIMROSE 
Ask  me  why  I  send  yoa  here 
This  sweet  Infanta  of  the  year : 
Ask  me  why  I  send  to  you 
This  Primrose,  thus  bepearled  with  dew ; 
1  will  whi&jMr  to  yoor  ears 
The  sweeU  o<  Love  are  mixed  with  tears. 

Ask  me  why  tUs  flower  dosa  show 
So  yellow-green,  and  sickly  too  ; 
Ask  me  why  the  stalk  is  weak 
And  bending,  yet  It  doth  not  break : 
I  will  answer.  These  discover 
What  fainting  hopes  are  in  a  lorer. 


R.   HiBBICK. 


312.    TO  CARNATIONS 
Stay  while  ye  will,  or  go. 

And  leave  no  scent  behind  ye : 
Yet  trust  me,  I  shall  know 

The  place  where  I  may  find  ye. 

Within  my  Lucia's  cheek, 

(Whoae  livery  ye  wear) 
Pla^  ye  at  hide  or  seek, 

I  m  sure  to  find  ye  there. 

I3 


R.  HiBBICK. 


818.    ASK  MB  NO  MORB  WHERE  JOVE  BESTOWS 

Ask  me  no  mom  when  Jove  beitoiva, 
When  Jane  te  peet,  the  fedinff  rose ; 
For  in  voor  beauty's  orirat  deep 
Theee  flowen,  m  in  their  cMiaes,  sleep. 

Ask  me  no  more  whithw  do  stny 
Iho  golden  atmns  at  the  day ; 
For  in  pure  love  heaven  did  prepare 
Those  powders  to  enrich  your  hair. 

Ask  me  no  m<^  whither  doth  haste 
The  nif^tii^^  iHien  May  is  past ; 
For  in  your  sweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters,  and  keeps  warm  hw  note. 

Ask  me  no  more  where  those  stars  'light 
That  downwards  fall  in  dea-'  of  ni|^t ; 
F     <nvoar  eyes  they  sit,  and  Uiere 
I  ixe^.  oeonne  as  in  their  sphere. 

Ask  me  no  more  if  east  or  west 
The  Phoenix  buikb  her  snioy  nest ; 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flies, 
And  in  your  fragraat  bosom  dies. 


T.  Cabiw. 


i 


314.    TO  EOSES.  IN  THE  BOSOM  OF  CASTARA 

Yn  Mushing  Virgins  hap|^  are 
In  the  chaste  nunnery  oi  her  breasts. 

For  he'd  prc^ane  so  chaste  a  fair. 
Whoe'er  idiottld  cdl  th«n  Cupid's  nests. 

Transplanted  thus,  how  bri^t  ye  grow. 

How  rich  a  perfume  do  ye  yield  t 
In  some  dose  garden,  cowslips  so 

Are  sweeter  than  1'  th'  open  fieM. 

In  those  white  ckiisters,  live  secure 
From  the  rude  Masts  of  wanton  breath, 

Each  hour  more  innocent  and  pure. 
Till  you  shi^  wither  into  death.   . 

Then  that  which,  living,  gave  you  room, 

Your  glorious  sepulchre  shall  be. 
There  wonts  no  marble  for  a  tomb. 

Whose  breast  bath  marble  been  to  me. 

W.  HABDrarosr. 
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31S.    A  FRAGBfENT 

Ck^  ro«e,  my  Chloe's  boMm  grace. 
•u^\^^y  "iMMild  I  prove, 
Mudtt  I  mipfly  that  envied  place 

With  nsver-fading  love ! 
Th«»,  Phoenix-like,  beneath  her  eye. 
Involved  in  iragranoe,  bum  and  die. 

Know,  hapleaa  flower,  that  thou  thalt  find 

M(«e  fragrant  roaea  there, 
I  eee  thy  withering  head  reclined 

With  envy  and  deapair ; 
ChM  oommon  fate  we  both  must  prove  i 
You  die  with  envy,  I  with  love. 


.-■■  \i 


J.  Oat. 


Sie.    THE  WHITE  ROSE 

Svn  BT  A  TOBXUT  OuraUMAK  TO  BU  LAJrCAWMAK  MUTKUS 

Ir  this  fair  roae  offend  thy  aight. 
^5ji<*d  in  thy  boKMn  bariT 
TwiU  Uaah  to  find  itMlf  le«  white. 
And  torn  Lanoaatrian  there. 

Bat  if  thy  ruby  lipa  it  apy,— 

Aa  Un  it  thou  mayst  (fa^,— 
With  envy  pale  'twill  kaeiSTdye, 

And  Yorkiat  turn  again. 

Umurowv. 


817.    MARIAN'S  COMPLAINT 
SiHOB  truth  ha'  left  the  sbepherd'a  toiunie 
Adieu  the  cheerful  pipe  and  long ;    ^^    ' 
Adieu  the  danoe  at  otoaing  day. 
And,  ah,  the  happy  mom  of  May. 

How  oft  be  told  me  I  was  fair, 
And  wove  the  garland  for  my  hair ; 
How  oft  for  Marian  stripped  the  bower. 
To  fill  my  lap  w^th  ev«ry  flower  I 

No  more  bis  gifts  of  guik  I'll  wear. 
But  from  my  htov  the  ohaplet  tear  j 
The  crook  m  gave  in  piecea  break, 
And  rend  hia  nbbons  mimmy  neek. 


MARIAN'S  COMPLAINT 


How  ait  he  vowed  •  oonsUnt  flame, 
Aad  oanred  on  erenr  oak  mv  name  1 
BliMh,  Oolin,  that  the  wounded  tree 
I»  all  that  irill  remember  me. 


J.  WOLOOT. 


318.    THE  POPLAR 

Atx,  hate  etands  the  Poidar,  so  tall  and  m>  stately. 
On  whoH  tender  rind — 'twae  a  little  eoe  then— 

We  oanred  her  imttab  ;  tboc^  not  very  lately— 
We  thiafc  in  the  year  e^(fateen  hundred  and  ten. 

Yee,  here  ia  the  G  which  proclaimed  Georgiana ; 

Our  heart'i  Bm|w—  then  ;  aoe,  'tia  growa  all  askew ; 
And  it  '■  not  w^oot  grief  we  perforce  entertain  a 

CoBTiati<»,  it  now  looks  much  mere  like  a  Q. 

Tim  shesM  be  Hie  gmat  D  too,  that  onee  stood  for  Dobbin, 

H«r  k»«si  ftrOT.iiMWi     iih  !  ean  it  beao  ? 
Its  onee  Mr  muumiiii,  time,  too,  has  ioeen  loblmig ; 

A  D  t— we*i  ke  Z>eMlif  it  ka't  as  O  ! 

it  Teas, 
CknmmnhniM  frown, 
to  isiswii  aad  Xss, 
att  vqpMiadewB ! 


AkMl  how tiie seal 

That 
dhwrid 

turn 


B@TANY 


I  HABDLT  kaew  OM  flower  that  grows 

On  my  small  aasdm  plot ; 
Pnrhans  I  may  EsTr  seen  a  iZow, 

Ana  sakl,  Forgtt-me-not. 

\V.  S.  LAXDon. 


320.    TO  K  ARUNDELL 

Natckb  !  thou  mayest  funw  and  fret» 
^«re  'n  but  one  white  violet ; 
Scattw  o'er  the  vwnal  ground 
Faint  resemblances  around. 
Mature  !  I  will  tell  thee  yet 
n^re's  bat  one  white  violet 

W.  S.  Laxdob. 
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321.    THE  CnSTDS 

C18TD8  !  whow  fngUe  flower 
Waits  but  tl»  Teqwr  hoar 

To  droop  and  fall, 
&Bootiteii  thy  petals  now 
The  Floral  Fates  aUow . . . 
And  why  so  ruffled  in  fresh  youth  are  all  ? 

Thou  breatiiert  on  my  broast, 
'  We  are  but  like  the  lest 

Of  our  whole  family ; 

Raffled  we  are,  'tis  true. 

Through  life;  but  are  not  yon  ^ .. . 

Without  our  privilege  so  soon  to  die.* 


W.  S.  Lavdob. 


322.    GARDEN  FANCIES 
I.    Th>  FiAwn's  Namb 


Hns  's  the  garden  she  walked  across, 
Ann  in  my  arm,  such  a  short  while  since  : 

™f,  now  I  push  its  wicket,  the  moss 
Hinders  the  hinges  and  makes  them  wince  1 

She  must  hare  reached  this  shrub  ere  she  turned, 
As  back  witii  tiutt  orarmur  the  wicket  swung ; 

*^^  '^  T"  ^  P°**  ■»^»  ray  oh««»<»  'oot  spumed. 
To  feed  and  forget  it  the  leaves  among. 

Down  this  side  of  the  gravd-widk 
M»e  went  whik)  her  robe's  edge  brushed  the  box : 
^  ^^       phased  in  her  gradous  talk 
To  point  me  a  moth  on  tiie  milk-white  phlox. 

Roses,  ranged  in  vaHant  row, 
I  wUl  never  tiiink  tiiat  she  passed  you  by  f 

She  loves  you  noble  roses,  I  know ; 
But  yonder,  see,  where  the  raek-piants  lie  I 

This  floww  she  stofmed  at,  finger  on  Up, 

Stooped  over,  in  doubt,  as  settling  its  claim  j 
Till  she  gave  me,  with  mide  to  mafaB  no  slip, 

Its  soft  meandering  Spa^sh  name  : 
What  a  name  !  was  it  love  or  praise  T 

Speech  half-asleep,  <w  song  half-awabe  ? 
1  must  learn  SpaniMi.  one  of  these  days, 

Only  fur  that  sluw  sweet  name's  sake. 

Roses,  if  I  live  and  do  well, 

I  may  Ining  her,  one  of  these  days, 
To  fix  you  fsst  with  as  tine  a  »peH. 

Fit  you  each  with  his  Spanish  phrase  j 


THB  FLOWER'S  NAME 


Bat  do  not  detain  me  now ;  tot  she  lingers 

There,  like  sonehine  over  the  ground. 
And  ever  I  see  her  sirft  white  fii^^ers 

Sewdiii^  after  the  bod  she  found. 

Ftower,  yon  Spaniard,  look  that  tou  grow  not, 

Stay  as  ^ou  are  and  be  lorsd  for  ever  ! 
Bwi,  if  I  nsB  you  'tis  that  you  blow  not : 

Mind,  the  shut  pink  qiouth  opens  nevw  I 
Vat  while  thus  it  pouts^  het  fingws  wrestle. 

Twinkling  the  audacious  leaves  between. 
Till  round  they  turn  and  down  they  nestle — 

Is  not  the  dear  mark  still  to  be  seen  7 

Where  I  find  her  not,  beauties  vanish ; 

Whither  I  follow  her,  beauties  flte ; 
Is  there  no  method  to  tell  her  in  Spanish 

June 's  twice  June  since  she  breathed  it  with  me  7 
Come,  bud,  show  me  the  least  of  her  traces, 

Treiwure  my  lady's  lightest  footfall 
—Ah,  you  may  flout  aiM  turn  up  your  foces — 

Roses,  you  are  not  so  fair  after  all ! 

B.  BBOwmira. 


323.     GARDEN  FANCIES 

IL    SiBBAKDVS  SCHArNABUSaXirSIS 

PLAora  ti^  all  your  pedants,  say  I ! 

He  who  wrote  what  I  hold  in  my  hand, 
Genturies  back  was  so  good  as  to  die, 

Leaving  this  rubUrii  to  cumber  the  land ; 
This,  that  was  a  book  in  its  time. 

Printed  cm  paper  and  bound  in  leather. 
Last  mcmth  in  we  ndiite  of  a  matin-prime 

Just  when  the  birds  sang  all  together. 

Into  the  garden  I  broi^t  it  to  read. 

And  umler  the  arbute  and  laurustine 
Read  it,  so  help  me  grace  in  my  need. 

From  title-page  to  closing  line. 
Chapter  on  chapter  did  I  count, 

As  a  curious  traveller  counts  Stonehenge ; 
Added  up  the  mortal  amount ; 

And  then  proceeded  to  my  revenge. 

Yonder 's  a  plum-tree  with  a  crevice 
An  owl  would  build  in,  were  he  but  sage ; 

For  a  lap  of  moss,  like  a  fine  pont-levis 
In  a  castle  of  the  middle  age, 


SIBRANDUS  SCHAFNABURQEN8IS 

Joins  to  *  lip  <rf  gnm,  jmre  mmba  % 
When  he'd  be  privale,  tlieie  mic^t  lie  qpend 

Houn  alone  in  hm  lathr**  efaamber : 
Into  thia  orevioe  I  ciropped  oar  irieod. 

SpkuA,  mat  he,  m  under  he  docked, 

— I  knew  at  ihe  boUom  rain-drippingi  stagnate ; 
Next  a  handful  of  bUiMmne  I  plucked 

To  bury  him  with,  my  boouhelf  s  magnate ; 
Then  I  went  indoors,  brought  out  a  loaf. 

Half  a  cheesy  and  a  bottle  of  ChaUis ; 
Lay  on  the  grass  and  foraot  the  oaf 

Over  a  joUy  chapter  of  Rabelais. 

Now,  this  morning,  betwixt  the  moss 

And  gum  that  wcked  our  friend  in  limbo, 
A  Bjuder  had  spun  his  web  across, 

Aad  sat  in  the  midst  with  arms  akimbo : 
So,  I  took  pity,  for  learning's  sake. 

And,  de  pmfiindis,  accentibtu  laaia, 
CttiUate  !  quoth  I,  as  I  got  a  rake. 

And  up  I  fidied  his  delectable  treatise. 

Here  you  have  it,  dry  in  the  sun. 

With  all  the  binding  all  of  a  blister. 
And  great  blue  spots  idiere  the  ink  has  run. 

And  reddish  streaks  that  wink  and  glister 
O'er  the  naae  so  beautifullv  ji^Uow : 

Oh,  well  have  the  dropprngs  i^yed  their  tricks ! 
Did  he  guess  how  toadstools  grow,  this  fellow  ? 

Here  s  one  stuck  in  his  chapter  six  ! 

How  did  he  like  it  wIhhi  the  live  creatures 

Tickled  and  toused  and  browsed  him  all  over. 
And  worm,  slue,  eft,  with  serious  features. 

Came  in,  each  one,  for  his  right  of  trover  T 
— When  the  water-beetk  with  great  fa^ind  deaf  face 

Made  of  her  eggs  the  stately  deposit. 
And  the  newt  borrowed  just  so  much  of  the  preface 

As  tiled  in  the  top  of  his  black  wife's  closet  7 

All  that  life  and  fun  and  romping. 

All  that  frisking  and  twistina  and  coupling. 
While  slowly  our  poor  friend's  leaves  were  swamping 

And  clasps  were  cracking  and  covers  suppling  ! 
As  if  you  had  carried  sour  John  Knox 

To  the  play-house  at  Paris,  Vienna  or  Munich, 
Fastened  him  into  a  front-row  box. 

And  danced  off  the  ballet  with  tnmsers  and  timio. 


230 


UQ  SIBRANDUS  SCHAFNABUBGENSIS 

Come,  old  mutyr !    What,  tocflMBt  cnooi^  w  H  T 

B*ok  to  my  nxHn  riwll  yoa  teko  yow  nroefc  Mlf  I 
Good-lnre,  mother-lwetie ;  hubMid-eft,  «u0hU ! 

See  ue  utng  nkhe  I  have  made  on  my  shelf. 
A.*«  book  ■hau  prop  yoa  up,  B.'s  shall  cow  you, 

Hera 's  C.  to  oe  grave  with,  or  D.  to  be  gay. 
And  with  E.  on  each  side,  and  F.  right  over  yoa. 

Dry-rot  at  ease  till  the  Jodgement-day  I 

R.  Bbowxixg. 


324.    BUBNHAM  BEECHES 

A  Babd,  dear  Muse,  unapt  to  sin£^ 

Your  friendly  aid  beaeechM, 
Help  me  to  touch  the  lyric  string. 

In  {waise  of  Bomham  beeohok 

What  though  my  tributary  lines 
Be  less  like  Pope's  than  Creech's, 

The  theme,  if  not  the  poet,  shines. 
So  bright  are  Bomham  beeches. 

O'er  many  a  dell  and  ufdand  walk. 

Their  sylvan  beauty  reaches. 
Of  Bimam  wood  let  Scotland  talk. 

While  we've  our  Bumhun  beeches. 

Oft  do  I  linger,  oft  return 
(Say,  who  my  taste  impeaches), 

Whera  hoUy,  juniper,  and  fern. 
Spring  up  round  Bumham  beeches. 

Though  deep  embowered  their  shades  among. 

The  owl  at  midnight  screeches. 
Birds  of  far  merrier,  sweeter  song. 

Enliven  Bumham  beeches. 

If  '  sermons  be  in  stones  *,  I'll  bet 

Our  vicar  when  he  preaches. 
He'll  find  it  easier  far  to  get 

A  hint  from  Bumham  beeches. 

Their  glossy  rind  here  winter  stains, 

Hera  the  hot  solstice  bleaches. 
Bow,  stubborn  oaks  !  bow,  graceful  planes  ! 

Ye  match  not  Bumham  Iweohes. 


BUBNHAM  BEECHES 

Chidnic  m*^  boMt  a  tempting  ahow 
Of  neetuuM,  gnpM,  uid  peMhea 

But  dMatiett  trnfflw  lork  bdow 
The  baac^  of  BornhMn  beeches. 

Poets  and  punten,  hither  hie. 

Hare  ample  room  fat  each  is 
With  pencil  and  with  pen  to  try 

His  hand  at  Bomham  beeches. 

When  monks,  by  holy  Church  weU  schooled. 
Were  lawyers,  statesmen,  leechM, 

Cured  souls  and  bodies,  judged  or  ruled, 
■laen  flourished  Bumham  beeches. 

Skirting  the  convent's  walls  of  yore. 

As  yonder  ruin  teaches. 
But  shaven  crown  and  cowl  no  more 

Shall  darken  Bumham  beeches. 

Here  bards  have  mused,  here  lovers  true 

Have  dealt  in  softest  speeches. 
While  suns  declined,  and,  parting,  threw 

Their  gold  o'er  Bumham  beeches. 

O  ne'er  may  woodman's  axe  resound 

Nor  tempest,  making  breaches 
In  the  sweet  shade  that  cools  the  ground 

Beneath  our  Bumham  beeches. 

Hdd  !  though  I'd  fain  be  jingling  on, 

M^  power  no  further  reaches — 
Again  that  rhyme  ?  enou^— I've  done, 

Fuewell  to  Bumham  Meches. 
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H.  LTTtTBXIX. 


326.    THE  FLOWER 

Alokk,  across  a  foreign  plain. 
The  Exile  slowly  wan^rs. 

And  on  his  laie  beyond  the  main 
With  saddened  spirit  ponders. 

This  lovely  Isle  beyond  the  sea. 
With  ail  its  household  treasures  ; 

Its  cottage  homes,  its  merry  birds, 
And  all  its  rural  pleasures : 

Its  leafy  woods,  its  shady  vales. 
Its  moors,  and  purple  heather ; 

Its  verdant  fields  beetecked  with  stars 
His  childhood  loves  to  gather. 


THE  FLOWER  . 

When  k>  i  Iw  ttMrta,  with  fl^  ■orpriM^ 
Honi»*k>jt  oome  radting  o*w  him. 

For  'nuMMrt,  we,  uod  erimioB-tij^ed  *, 
H»  spiM  the  floirar  befon  him  I 

Witii  eag^r  haste  he  itoope  him  down. 
His  eyee  with  moietare  h»aj. 

And  M  he  pluoke  the  sinqde  iMMun, 
He  mnrmun,  '  Lewk-iMiaiey ! ' 


T.  Hood. 


320.    TO  MEADOWS 

Yb  have  been  freah  and  green. 
Ye  have  been  filled  wiUi  flowen : 

Andye tlw  walks havr  been 
Where  maids  have  spent  their  boon. 

Yon  have  beheld,  how  they 
With  wicker  arks  did  come 

To  kiss,  and  bear  away 
The  richer  cowslips  nome. 

Ye  have  heard  them  sweetlv  sing. 
And  seal  them  in  a  roond : 

Each  virgin,  like  a  S^ing, 
With  honeysuckles  crowned. 

But  now,  we  see  none  here 
Whose  silvery  feet  did  tread. 

And  with  dishevelled  hair 
Adorned  this  smoother  mead. 

Like  unthrifts,  having  spent 
Your  stock,  and  needy  grown. 

Ye  are  left  here  to  lament 
Your  poor  estates  alone. 


B.  HntucK. 


327.    HOW  SPBINGS  CAME  FIBST 

Thbsk  springs  were  maidens  once  that  loved. 
But,  lost  to  that  they  most  approved. 
My  story  tells,  by  Love  the^  were 
Turned  to  these  springs  which  we  see  here ; 
The  pretty  whimpering  that  they  make, 
When  of  the  banks  their  leave  they  take. 
Tells  ye  but  this,  they  are  the  same, 
In  nothing  changed  but  in  their  name. 

B.   HlBBICK. 
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328.    AN  ELEGY  ON  A  LAP-DOG 
Shoot's  fate  I  moani ;  poor  Shock  b  now  no  more : 
Ye  Mum.  mourn ;  ye  ofiwnbermaids,  deplore. 
Uahappy  Shock  !  yet  more  unhappy  fS 

?hS'!^S!?7*'^  ^^^  j°y  '^  ""^y  <*«»'! 

i  X  !^"r  °°*^"  °°*  "o  "oie  »h»'l  deck. 
And  tie  the  favourite  riband  round  his  neck ; 
No  more  thy  hand  shaU  tmooth  his  gloBsy  hiir. 
And  comb  ^waving,  of  his  pendant  ear. 
Yet  oeue  thv  flowing  grief,  foiBaken  maid ; 
All  mortal  nieaauree  in  a  moment  fade ; 
Our  sureet  hope  is  in  an  hour  destroyed. 
And  love,  best  gift  of  Heaven,  not  tobgenjoyed. 

Methinks  I  see  h«r  frantic  with  despur, 

h!!  STr?:*^"'  *™°8  '>«^'  "d  flowing  hair ; 

Her  Meohhn  irinnen.  rent,  the  floor  bestrow. 

And  hw  fawn  fan  gives  real  ngns  of  woe. 

JHence  Supostition,  that  tormentina  suest 

That  haunts  with  fancied  fears  thetowwd  breast : 

Nodread  events  upon  this  fate  attend, 

OHwn,  ey^.  no  more,  ik>  more  thy  tresses  rend. 

ThouBh  oertofai  omens  oft  forewarn  a  sUte, 

And  dying  lions  show  the  monareh's  fate : 

Why  shouM  such  fean  bid  Celia's  sorrow  rise  ? 

for,  when  a  hip^ilog  falls,  no  lovw  dies. 

Cease,  CSella,  cease ;  restrain  thy  flowing  tean. 

Some  wanner  passion  will  dispel  thy  cares, 
in  man  you  U  find  a  more  substantial  bliss. 
More  grateful  toying,  and  a  sweeter  kiss. 
«e  s  dead.    Oh  lay  him  gently  in  the  ground  ! 
And  may  hu  famib  be  by  this  verse  renowned : 
Mere  Shock,  the  pnde  of  all  his  kind,  is  laid. 
\\ho  fawned  bke  man,  but  ne'er  Uke  man  betrayed.' 

J.  Gat. 
329.    AN  EPITAPH 

HsBB  Ues  one,  who  never  drew 

Blood  himself,  yet  many  slew ; 

Gave  the  gun  its  aim,  and  figure 

Made  in  field,  yet  ne'er  pulled  trigger. 

AfmW  men  have  gladly  made 

Him  their  guide,  and  him  obeyed ; 

At  his  signified  desire, 

WouW  advance,  present,  and  fire- 
Stout  he  was,  and  large  of  limb. 

Scores  have  fled  at  sight  of  him ; 
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AN  SPFTAPH 

And  to  an  tiiis  Imm  he  rate 
Only  followbiA  bb  noM. 
Nq^iane  wm  M  OkUed,  not  he 
Wm>  oontrob  the  boiiterooe  wa, 
ftit  ol  homier  oommand, 
Neptune  of  th«  farrowed  lead ; 
And,  your  wonder  vein  to  shorten, 
PoinUr  to  Sir  John  Throckmorton. 


W.  COWFI 


330.  ODE  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAVOURITE  CAT  DROWNED 
IN  A  TUB  OF  GOLD  FISHES 

'TwAS  on  a  lofty  vase's  side 
Where  China's  ratyest  art  had  dyed 

The  azure  flowers,  that  blow ; 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind. 
The  pensive  Selima  reclined. 

Gazed  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  conscious  tail  her  joy  declared ; 
The  fa?r  round  face,  the  snowy  beard. 

The  velvet  of  her  paws, 
H»  coat,  that  with  the  ttwtoise  vies. 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyee 

She  saw ;  and  pvurred  applause. 

Still  had  she  gased ;  but  'midst  the  tide 
Two  angel  f  -ms  were  seen  to  glide. 

The  Genii  of  the  stream : 
Their  scaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Through  richest  purple  to  the  view 

Betrayed  a  golden  gleam. 

The  hapless  Nymph  with  wonder  saw : 
A  whisker  first  and  then  a  claw 

With  many  an  ardent  wish. 
She  stretched  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize. 
What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  T 

WIia.t  Cat 's  averse  to  fish  ? 

Presumptuous  Maid  !  with  looks  intent 
Again  she  stretched,  again  she  bent. 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  between. 
(Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  smiled) 
^e  sfippcwy  verga  her  feet  beguiled. 

She  tumbled  he  diong  in. 
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Eigjit  tiniM  emergbg  from  the  flood 
She  mew«d  to  every  w»try  God, 

Some  speedy  aid  to  aend. 
No  Dolphin  oune,  no  Nereid  stirred: 
Nor  OTud  Tom,  not  Sosui  hewd. 

A  Favourite  lias  lo  frinid ! 
From  hence,  ye  Beauties,  undeorived. 
Know,  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retrieved. 

And  be  with  oaution  bdd. 
Not  all  that  tempts  yoor  wandering  eyes 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  jnlie; 

Not  all,  that  glisten,  gold. 

T.  GXAT. 


381.    TO  A  KITTEN 

Wanton  droll,  whose  harmless  play 
Beguiles  the  ruatios'  closing  day. 
When,  drawn  the  evening  fire  about. 
Sit  aged  crone  and  thoughtless  lout. 
And  child  upon  his  three-foot  stool. 
Waiting  till  m«  supper  cool ; 
And  maid,  whose  cheek  outblooms  the  rose. 
As  Iwiffht  the  biasing  faggot  glows. 
Who,  bending  to  the  friendly  light. 
Hies  her  task  with  bu^  slei|^t ; 
C(Hne,  show  thy  tricks  and  sportive  graces. 
Thus  circled  round  with  many  faces. 

Backward  coiled  and  crouching  low. 
With  c^n^  eye  balls  watch  thy  foe,— 
The  housewife's  spindle  whiriing  round. 
Or  thread  or  straw,  that  on  the  ground 
Its  shadow  throws,  by  urchin  sly 
Held  out  to  lure  thy  roving  eye ; 
Then  (Miward  stealing,  fiercely  spring 
Upon  the  futile  faithless  thing. 
Now,  wheeling  round  with  bootless  skill. 
Thy  bo-peep  tail  provokes  thee  still. 
As  oft  beyond  thy  curving  side 
Its  jetty  tip  is  seen  to  glide  ; 
And  see  !— the  start,  the  jet.  the  bound. 
The  giddy  scamper  round  and  round 
With  leap  and  toss  and  high  curvet. 
And  many  a  whirling  somerset. 

The  featest  tumbler,  stage  bedight. 
To  thee  is  but  a  clumsy  wight. 
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TO  A  KITTEN 

Who  every  limb  and  ainew  struiM 

To  do  what  ooets  thee  little  pains ; 

For  which,  I  toow,  the  gaping  crowd 

Requite  him  oft  with  praises  loud. 

But,  stopped  awhile  thy  wanton  play. 

Applauses  too  thy  pains  repay. 

For  now,  beneath  some  urchin's  hand 

With  modest  pride  thou  tak'st  thy  stand. 

While  many  a  stroke  of  kindness  glides 

Along  thy  Daok  and  tabby  sides. 

IKlatod  swells  thy  glossy  fur 

Ami  loudly  sings  thy  busy  purr 

As,  timing  well  the  equal  sound. 

Thy  olutching  feet  bepat  the  oround. 

And  all  their  hwrmlesB  claws  cusolose, 

liko  prickles  of  an  early  rose ; 

While  softly  from  thy  whiskered  cheek 

Thy  half-closed  eyes  peer  mild  and  meek 

But  not  done  by  cottage  fii« 
Do  rustios  rude  thy  feats  admire. 
Even  he,  whose  mood  of  gloomy  bent. 
In  lonely  tower  or  prison  pent. 
Reviews  the  coil  of  fwrnnr  days. 
And  loathes  the  world  and  all  its  ways. 
What  time  the  lamp's  unsteady  gleam 
Hath  roused  him  m>m  his  moody  dream. 
Feels,  as  thou  ^pambol'st  round  ms  seat,, 
His  heart  of  pnde  less  fiercely  beat. 
And  smiles,  a  link  in  thee  to  find, 
That  Hns  it  still  to  living  kind. 

Whence  hast  thou,  then,  thou  witlen  puss  I 

The  oukgic  power  to  charm  us  thus  7 

Is  it  that  in  thy  glaring  eye 

And  rapid  movements,  we  descry — 

Whilst  we  at  ease,  secure  from  ill, 

Hie  chimney  corner  snugly  fill,— 

A  lion  darting  on  its  prey, 

A  tiger  at  his  ruthless  play  T 

Or  is  it  that  in  thee  we  trace 

With  all  thy  varied  wanton  grace. 

An  emblem,  view'd  with  kindred  eye, 

Ot  tricksy,  restkss  infancy  7 

Ah  !  many  a  lightly  sportive  child. 

Who  hath  like  Siee  our  wits  beguile^*. 

To  dull  and  sober  manhood  grown. 

With  strange  recoil  our  hearts  disown. 
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And  so,  poor  kit  I  must  thou  endure. 
When  tnou  beoom'st  a  oat  demure. 
Full  many  a  ou£f  and  angry  word. 
Chased  roughly  from  the  tempting  board. 
But  yet,  for  that  thou  hast,  I  ween. 
So  oft  our  favoured  playmate  been. 
Soft  be  the  change  which  thou  shalt  prove. 
When  time  hath  spoiled  thee  of  our  love. 
Still  be  thou  deemed  by  housewife  fat 
A  comely,  careful,  mousing  oat. 
Whose  dish  is,  for  the  public  good. 
Replenished  oft  with  savoury  food. 
Nor,  when  thy  span  of  life  is  past. 
Be  tiiott  to  pcMid  or  dunj^iill  oast. 
But  gently  borne  on  goodman's  spade, 
B«ieath  the  decent  sod  be  laid  ; 
And  children  show  with  glistening  eyes 
The  place  where  poor  old  poasy  lies. 

JoAimA  Bailub. 


332.    THE  KITTEN  AND  FALLING  LEAVES 

TvLkT  way  look,  my  Infant,  lo  1 
What  a  pretty  baby-show  I 
See  the  Kitten  on  the  wall. 
Sporting  with  the  leaves  that  fall. 
Withered  leaves— one— two— and  three— 
From  the  lofty  elder-tree  I 
Through  the  calm  and  frosty  air 
Of  this  morning  bright  and  fair, 
Eddving  round  and  round  they  sink 
Softly,  slowly ;  one  might  think. 
From  the  motions  that  are  made. 
Every  little  leaf  conveyed 
Sylph  or  Faery  hither  tending,— 
To  this  lower  wcwkl  descending. 
Each  invisible  and  mute. 
In  his  wavering  parachute. 
—But  the  Kitten,  how  she  starts, 
Ruches,  stretches,  paws,  and  darts ! 
First  at  one,  and  then  its  fellow, 
Just  as  light  and  just  as  yellow ; 
^ere  are  many  now — now  one — 
Now  they  stop  and  there  mm  noM  i 
What  intensenesB  of  desire 
In  her  upward  eye  of  fire  I 
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With  a  tiger-leap  lialf-way 

Now  she  meets  the  coming  prey. 

Lets  it  go  as  fast,  and  then 

Has  it  in  her  power  again : 

Now  she  works  with  three  or  four. 

Like  an  Indian  conjurer ; 

Quick  as  he  in  feats  of  art. 

Far  beyond  in  joy  of  heart. 

Were  her  antics  played  in  the  eye 

Of  a  thousand  standers-by. 

Clapping  hands  with  shout  and  stare. 

What  would  little  Tabby  care 

For  the  plaudits  of  the  crowd  t 

Over  happy  to  be  proud. 

Over  wealthy  in  the  treasure 

Of  her  own  exceeding  pleasure  I 

'Tis  a  pretty  baby-treat ; 
Nor,  I  deem,  for  me  unmeet ; 
Here,  for  neither  Babe  nor  me. 
Other  playmate  can  I  see. 
Of  the  countless  living  tUn^pB, 
That  with  stir  of  feet  and  wings 

gn  the  sun  or  under  shade, 
pon  bouch  or  grassy  blade) 
And  with  Dusy  revelungs. 
Chirp  and  song,  and  murmurings. 
Made  this  orchard's  narrow  space. 
And  this  vale,  so  blithe  a  place ; 
Multitudes  are  swept  away 
Never  more  to  breathe  the  day : 
Some  are  sleefMU^ ;  some  in  bands 
Travelled  into  distant  lands ; 
Others  slunk  to  moor  and  wood. 
Far  from  human  neighbourhood ; 
And  among  the  Kindi  that  keep 
With  us  closer  fellowship. 
With  us  openly  abide, 
All  have  laid  their  mirth  aside. 

Where  is  he  that  giddy  Sprite, 
Blue-cap,  with  his  colours  bright. 
Who  was  blest  as  bird  could  m. 
Feeding  in  the  apple-tree ; 
Made  such  wanton  spoil  and  rout. 
Turning  blossoms  inside  out ; 
Hung— head  pointing  towards  the  ground- 
Fluttered,  perched,  into  a  round 
Bound  himself,  and  then  unbound ; 


AND  FALLING  LEAVES 

Lithest,  gsadieBt  Harlequin ! 

Prettiest  Tumbler  ever  aeen  ! 

I4ght  of  heart  and  light  of  limb ; 

What  is  now  become  of  Him  ? 

Lambs,  that  through  the  mountains  wen*; 

Frisking,  bleating  merriment. 

When  the  year  was  ir.  its  prime. 

They  are  sobered  by  this  time. 

If  you  look  to  vale  or  hill. 

If  yon  listen,  all  is  still. 

Save  a  little  neighbouring  rill. 

That  from  out  the  rocky  ground 

Strikes  a  solitary  sound. 

Vainly  glitter  hill  and  plain. 

And  the  air  is  calm  in  vain  ; 

Vainly  Morning  spreads  the  lure 

Of  a  sky  serene  and  pure ; 

Creature  none  can  she  decoy 

Into  open  sign  of  joy  : 

Is  it  that  they  have  a  fear 

Of  the  dreary  season  near  I 

Or  that  other  pleasurei  be 

Sweeter  even  than  gaiety  T 


Yet,  whate'er  enjoyments  dwell 
In  the  impenetrable  cell 
Of  the  silent  heart  which  Nature 
Furnishes  to  every  crei:,ture ; 
Whatsoe'er  we  feel  and  know 
Too  sedate  for  outward  show. 
Such  a  li^ht  of  gladness  breaks. 
Pretty  Kitten  !  from  thy  freaks, — 
Spreads  with  such  a  living  grace 
O  er  my  little  Dora's  face ; 
Yes,  the  sight  so  stirs  and  charms 
Thee,  Baby,  laughing  in  my  arms, 
That  almost  I  could  repine 
That  your  transports  are  not  mine. 
That  I  do  not  wholly  fare 
£ven  as  ^e  do,  thoughtless  pair  ! 
And  I  will  have  mv  careless  season 
Spite  of  melanoholy  reason, 
Will  walk  through  life  in  such  a  way 
That,  when  time  brings  on  decay, 
Now  and  then  I  may  possess 
Hours  of  perfect  gladsomeness. 
—Pleased  bv  any  random  toy ; 
By  a  kitten  8  busy  joy. 
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Or  an  infant's  laughing  eye 

Sharine  in  the  eostaay ; 

I  would  fare  like  that  or  this. 

Find  my  wisdom  in  my  bliss ; 

Keep  the  sprightly  som  awake 

And  have  faculties  to  take. 

Even  from  things  by  sorrow  wrought. 

Matter  for  a  jocund  thought. 

Spite  of  care,  and  spite  of  ^ef. 

To  gambol  with  Lice's  falhng  Leaf. 

W.  WORDSWOBTE. 


333.    TO  A  CAT 


Statblt,  kindlv,  lordly  friend, 

Condescena 
Here  to  sit  by  me,  and  torn 
Glorious  eyes  that  smile  and  bum. 
Golden  eyes,  love's  lustrous  meed. 
On  the  golden  page  I  read. 

All  your  wondrous  wealth  of  hair. 

Dark  and  fair. 
Silken-shaggy,  soft  and  bright 
As  the  clouds  and  beams  of  night. 
Pays  m^  reverent  hand's  caress 
Back  with  friendlier  gentlenese. 

Dogs  may  fawn  on  all  and  some 

As  they  come ; 
You,  a  friend  of  loftier  mind. 
Answer  friends  alone  in  kind. 
Just  your  foot  upon  my  hand 
Softly  bids  it  unaerstand. 

Morning  round  this  silent  sweet 

Garden-seat 
Shtds  its  wealth  of  gathering  light. 
Thrills  the  gradual  clouds  with  might. 
Changes  wtradland,  orchard,  heath. 
Lawn,  and  garden  there  beneath. 

Fair  and  dim  they  gleamed  below : 

Now  they  glow 
Deep  as  even  your  sunbright  eyes. 


TO  A  CAT 

Fair  as  even  the  wakening  skiefl. 

Can  it  not  or  can  it  be 

Now  that  you  gi>e  thanks  to  see  ? 

May  cot  you  rejoice  as  I, 

Seeing  the  sky 
Change  to  heaven  revealed,  and  bid 
Earth  reveal  the  heaven  it  hid 
All  night  long  from  stars  and  moon. 
Now  the  sun  sets  all  in  tune  ? 

What  within  you  wakes  with  day 

Who  can  say  T 
All  too  little  may  we  tell. 
Friends  who  like  each  other  well. 
What  might  haply,  if  we  might. 
Bid  us  read  our  lives  aright. 
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Wild  on  woodland  ways  your  sites 

Flashed  Uke  fires ; 
Fair  as  flame  and  fierce  and  fleet 
As  with  wings  on  wingless  feet 
Shone  and  sprang  your  mother,  free. 
Bright  and  brave  as  wind  or  sea. 

Free  and  proud  and  glad  as  they. 

Here  to-day 
Rests  or  roams  their  radiant  child. 
Vanquished  not,  but  reconciled. 
Free  from  curb  of  aught  above 
Save  the  lovely  curb  of  love. 

Love  through  dreams  of  souls  divine 

Fain  would  shine 
Round  a  dawn  whose  light  and  song 

Then  should  right  our  mutual  wrong 

Speak,  and  seal  the  love-lit  law 
Sweet  Assisi's  seer  foreuw. 

• 

Dreams  were  theirs  ;  yet  haply  may 

Dawn  a  day 
When  such  friends  and  fellows  born. 
Seeing  our  earth  as  fair  at  morn. 
May  for  wiser  love's  sake  see 
More  of  heaven's  deep  heart  than  we. 

A.   C.   SWIMBCBXK. 
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334.    FABLE 

The  monntain  and  the  squirrel 

Had  a  quarrel ; 

And  the  former  called  the  latter 

*  Little  Prig '. 
Ban  replied, 

*  You  are  doubtless  very  big ; 
But  all  sorts  of  things  and  weather 
Must  be  taken  in  tc^ther. 
To  make  up  a  year 
And  a  sphere. 
And  I  think  it  no  disgrace 
To  occupy  my  place. 

'  If  I'm  not  so  large  as  you. 

You  are  not  so  small  as  I, 

And  not  half  so  spry. 

I'll  not  deny  you  make 

A  very  pretty  squirrel  track  ; 

Talents  differ :  all  is  well  and  wisely  put ; 

If  I  cannot  carry  forests  on  my  back. 

Neither  can  you  crack  a  nut.' 

R.  W.  Emkbson. 


335.    EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE 

HssE  lies,  whom  bound  did  ne'er  pursue, 
Nor  swifter  greyhound  follow. 

Whose  foot  n3'er  tainted  morning  dew. 
Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  hallo'. 

Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  kind. 
Who,  nursed  with  tender  care. 

And  to  domestic  bounds  confined, 
Was  still  a  «rild  Jack-hare. 

Though  duly  fiom  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  every  night. 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look. 

And,  when  he  could,  would  bite. 

His  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 
And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw. 

Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead. 
With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twigs  of  hawthorn  he  regaled. 

On  pippins'  russet  peel ; 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  failed. 

Sliced  carrot  pleased  him  welL 
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A  Turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn. 
Whereon  he  loved  to  bound. 

To  skip  and  gambol  like  a  fawn. 
And  swing  his  rump  around. 

His  frisking  was  at  evening  hours. 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear ; 
But  most  before  approaching  showers. 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 

Ei^t  years  and  five  round-rolling  moons 

He  uius  saw  steal  away. 
Dozing  out  all  his  idle  noons. 

And  every  night  at  play. 

I  kept  him  for  his  humour'  sake. 

For  he  would  oft  beguile 
My  heart  of  thoughts  that  made  it  aohe. 

And  force  me  to  a  smile. 

But  now,  beneath  this  walnut-shade 

He  finds  his  long,  last  home, 
And  waits  in  snug  concealment  laid. 

Till  gentler  Puss  shall  come. 

He,  still  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks 
From  which  no  care  can  save. 

And,  partner  once  of  Tiney's  box. 
Must  soon  partake  his  grave. 
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336.    THE  MESSAGE 

little  birds  that  sit  and  sing 

amidst  the  shady  valleys. 
And  see  how  PhylUs  sweetly  walks 

Within  her  garden-alleys ; 
Go,  pretty  birds,  about  her  bower  ; 
Sing,  pretty  birds,  she  may  not  lower ; 
Ah  me  !  methinks  I  see  her  frown  ! 

Ye  pretty  wantons,  warble. 

Go  tell  her  through  your  chirping  bills. 

As  you  by  me  are  bidden. 
To  her  is  only  known  my  love. 

Which  from  the  world  is  hidden. 
Go,  pretty  birds,  and  tell  her  so ; 
See  that  your  notes  strain  not  too  low. 
For  still  methinks  I  see  her  &own ; 

Ye  pretty  wantons,  warble. 
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Go  tune  your  toiom'  harmony 

And  sing,  I  am  her  lover ; 
Strain  loud  and  aweet,  that  every  nota 

With  sweet  content  may  move  her : 
And  she  that  hath  the  sweetest  voice. 
Tell  her  I  will  not  change  m>-  choice : 
— Yet  still  methinks  I  see  her  frown  ! 

Ye  pretty  wantons,  warble. 

O  fly  !  make  haftte  !  sec,  see,  she  falls 

Into  a  pretty  slumber  ! 
Sing  round  about  her  rosy  bed 

That  waking  she  may  wonder. 
Say  to  her,  'tis  her  lover  true 
That  sendeth  love  to  you,  to  you  ; 
And  when  you  hear  her  kind  reply 

Return  with  pleasant  warblings. 


T.  Hbtwood. 


337.    SWEET  SUFFOLK  OWL 

SwBBT  Suffolk  owl,  so  trimly  dight 
With  feathers,  like  a  lady  bright ; 
^ou  sing'st  alone,  sitting  by  night, 
'  Te  whit !    Te  whoo  ! ' 

Thy  note  that  forth  so  freely  rolls 
With  shrill  command  the  mouse  controls ; 
And  sings  a  dirge  for  dying  souls. 
'  Te  whit !    Te  whoo  ! ' 


Unknown. 


338.    THE  JACKDAW 

Thebk  is  a  bird,  who  by  his  coat. 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  his  note 

Might  be  nupposed  a  crow  ; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church. 
Where,  bishop-like,  he  finds  a  perch. 

And  dormitory  too. 

Above  the  steeple  shines  a  plate. 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weather. 
Look  up — your  brains  begin  to  swim, 
'Tis  in  the  clouds — that  pleases  him. 

He  chooses  it  the  rather. 

Fond  of  the  speculative  height. 
Thither  he  wings  bis  airy  flight. 
And  thence  securely  sees 


THE  JACKDAW 

^e  bustle  and  the  raree-show 
That  occupy  mankind  below. 
Secure  and  at  his  ease. 

You  think,  no  doubt,  he  sits  and  muses 
On  future  broken  bones  and  bruises. 

If  he  should  chancr  to  fall. 
No ;  not  a  si^le  tho  gl  t  like  that 
J!.mpIoy8  his  philosophio  pate. 

Or  troubles  it  at  all. 

He  sees,  that  this  great  roundabout 

The  world,  with  all  its  motley  rout. 

Church,  army,  physio,  law, 

Its  customs,  and  its  businesses, 

Is  no  concern  at  all  of  his. 

And  says— what  says  he  T— Caw. 

Thrice  happy  bird  !  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men  ; 
-_,-A°^»  «ok  of  having  seen  'em, 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  ^  pair  of  wings  as  thine. 
And  such  a  head  between  'em. 
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W.  Ck>wm. 


339. 


ON  THE  DEATJ  OP  MRS.  THROCKMORTON'S 
BULLFINCH 
Yb  nymphs  !  if  e'er  your  eyes  were  red 
With  tears  v '  -  hapless  favourites  shed, 

O  shf        Aria's  grief  ! 
Her  favouTifco,  even  in  his  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 
Assassined  by  a  thief. 

Where  Rhenus  strays  his  vines  among. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung. 

And  though  by  nature  mute. 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest. 
Well-taught,  he  all  the  sounds  expressed 

Of  flageolet  or  flute. 

The  honours  of  hw-    bon  poll 

Were  brighter  thsn  the  sleekest  mole ; 

His  bosom  of  the  hue 
With  which  Aurora  decks  t.-e  skies, 
VVhen  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise 

To  sweep  up  all  the  dew. 
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Above,  below,  in  all  the  houae. 
Dire  foe,  alike  to  bird  and  mouse. 

No  oat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  Bully's  cage  supported  stood. 
On  props  of  smoothest-shaven  wood. 

Large-built  and  latticed  welL 

Well-lattio3d— but  the  grate,  alas  ! 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  steel  or  brass. 

For  BuUjr's  plumage  sake. 
But  smooth  with  wands  from  Ouse's  side. 
With  whioh,  when  neatly  peeled  and  dried. 

The  swains  their  baskets  make. 


Night  veiled  the  pole — all  seemed  secure — 
When  led  by  instinct  sharp  and  sure. 

Subsistence  to  provide, 
A  beast  forth-sallied  on  the  scout. 
Long-backed,  long-tailed,  with  whiskered  snout. 

And  badger-coloQred  hide. 

He,  entering  at  .he  study-door, 
Its  ample  area  'gan  explore ; 

And  something  in  the  wind 
C!onjectured,  sniffing  round  and  round. 
Better  than  all  the  oooks  he  found. 

Food,  chiefly,  for  the  mind. 

Just  then,  by  adverse  fate  impressed 
A  dream  disturbed  poor  Bully's  rest; 

In  sleep  he  seemed  to  view 
A  rat,  fast-clinging  to  the  cage. 
And,  screaming  at  the  sad  presage. 

Awoke  and  found  it  true. 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent. 
Bight  to  his  mark  the  monster  went — 

Ah,  Muse  !  forbear  to  speak 
Minute  the  horrors   hat  ensued ; 
His  teeth  were  f'       ^,  the  cage  was  wood — 

He  left  poor  iiully's  beak. 

He  left  it— but  he  should  have  ta'en 
That  beak,  whence  issued  many  a  strain 

Of  such  melnJuous  tone. 
Might  have  repaid  him  well,  I  wote^ 
For  silencing  so  sweet  a  throat. 

Fast  set  within  his  own. 
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S'^w^iw— The  Mum  mourn— 
«>»  «f°«n  by  B*ooh»iiiJiaiii  torn, 

On  Thraoian  Uebrua' aide 
The  tree^enohanter  Orpheua  feU : 
uia  toad  alone  remained  to  teJl 

The  cruel  death  he  died. 
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iV.  Ck>W?EB. 


B.  L.  ▼. 


340.    THE  ROBIN'S  GRAVE 
guuD  UghUy  here,  for  here.  'ti.  aaid. 
When  Dipug  winda  are  hushed  around. 
A  em»n  note  wakes  from  underground. 
Where  now  his  tby  :>  «  are  I^.       ' 
No  more  m  lone  and  ieafless  groves. 

vi   J^!^  **?«  "«*  ***«*  breast, 
Uw  friendless,  homeless  spirit  roves : 

-Gone  to  the  world  where  birds  are  blessed  I 
Where  never  cat  glides  o'er  the  greSi. 
Or  schoolboy's  dant  form  is  ^iT 
But  Love,  and  Joy.  and  smiling  Snrimr 
Inspire  their  little  souls  tosin^   ^^ 

S.  RoaxB& 


341.    THE  GOOSE 

I  miBw  an  old  wife  lean  and  poor. 
Her  rags  scarce  held  together ; 

mere  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door 
And  it  was/vindy  weather. 

He  held  a  goose  upon  bis  arm, 
^  He  uttered  rhyme  and  reason. 
Here,  take  the  goose,  and  keep  you  warm. 
It  IS  a  stormy  ssason,'  »»«w"i. 

She  caught  the  white  goose  by  the  leg. 

rhe  goose  let  fall  a  golden  egg 
With  cackle  and  with  clatter. 

She  dropped  the  goose,  and  caught  the  pelf. 

And  blessed  herself,  and  cursed  hereelf. 
And  rested  from  her  labours. 


:l? 
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THE  GOOSE 

And  feeding  higfn.  Mid  living  soft, 

Oiew  ^ump  uid  able-bodied ; 
Until  the  gnve  duuohwardNi  doffed, 

Hie  parwm  smirked  and  nodded. 

So  sitting,  served  by  man  and  maid. 

She  fen  her  heart  grow  prouder : 
Bat  ah  !  the  more  the  wbite  goose  laid 

It  clacked  and  cackled  loader. 

It  cluttered  here,  it  chaokled  there  ; 

It  stirred  the  old  wife's  mettle : 
She  shifted  in  her  elbow-chMr, 

And  hurled  the  pan  and  kettle. 

'  A  quinsy  choke  thy  cursdd  note  ! ' 
Then  waxed  he^  anger  stronger. 

*  Go,  i»kf'  the  goose,  uul  wring  her  throat, 

I  will  not  bewr  it  longer.' 

Then  yelped  the  cur,  and  yawled  the  cat ; 

Ran  Gafibr,  stnmUed  Gwmmer. 
The  goose  flew  tiiis  way  and  flew  that, 

AikI  filled  the  honae  with  clamour. 

As  head  and  heels  upon  the  floor 

They  floundered  all  together, 
There  strode  a  stranger  to  the  door, 

And  it  was  windy  weather : 

He  took  the  goose  upon  his  arm. 
He  uttered  words  of  scorning ; 

*  So  keep  you  cold,  or  keep  you  warm. 

It  is  a  stormy  morning. 

The  wild  wind  rang  from  park  and  plain. 

And  round  the  attics  rumbled. 
Till  all  the  tables  danced  again, 

And  half  the  chimneys  tumbled. 

The  glass  blew  in,  the  fire  blew  out. 

The  blast  was  hard  and  harder. 
Her  cap  blew  off,  her  gown  blew  up. 

And  a  whirlwind  cleared  tiie  laider ; 

And  while  on  all  sides  breaking  k>oee 

Her  household  fled  the  danser, 
Quoth  she,  *  The  Devil  take  the  goose,     . 

Aad  Qod  f o^t  tiie  stnu^r  \ ' 

Ai^BBD.  LoftD  Tnrmraoy. 
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342.    THE  BLACKBIRD 

^  WW^'i'?k'  "^^  «>mething  weU : 
Whde  aU  the  neighbouiB  .hoot  thee  round. 
I  Itoep  smooth  pl»to  of  fruitfui  groundT^ 

Where  thou  mayeet  wwble,  eat  a^  dwS. 

The  eepalierB  and  the  atandarda  all 
Are  tUne ;  the  range  of  lawn  and  park : 
The  unnetted  black-heart.  ripen  dS, 

All  thine,  against  the  garden  waU. 

Yet,  though  Ispared  thee  all  the  spring. 
Sirwl\*^**>«tting.tUl/     *' 

•p«;i!? *u   ^^ ^*9fs^ o' **»y  bai 

lo  fret  the  summw  jenneting. 

A  ffolden  bUl  I  the  sUrer  tongue. 

Cold  February  loved,  is  dry : 

Plenty  corrupts  the  melody 
That  made  thee  famous  once,  when  young : 

And  in  the  sultry  garden-squares, 
Now  thy  flute-notes  are  changed  to  coarae. 
I  hear  thee  not  at  all,  or  hou^  ' 

As  when  a  hawker  hawks  his  wares. 

^*muJr*""°8 '  ^«  *•»•*  '"'I  not  "iiw 
S  „   7°n /«n  prospers  in  the  blue, 

iAugbt  in  the  froien  palms  of  Spring. 

Altrko,  Lord  TiNmraov. 

343.    BUSY,  CURIOUS,  THIRSTY  PLY 
Busy,  curious,  thirsty  fly. 
Drink  with  me,  and  drink  as  I ; 
Freelv  welcome  to  my  cup, 
Couldst  thou  sip  and  sip  it  up. 
Make  the  most  of  life  you  may. 
Life  is  short  and  wears  away. 

Both  aUke  are  mine  and  thine 
Hsstening  quick  to  their  deoUne ; 
Thine  s  a  summer,  mine 's  no  more, 
^ough  repeated  to  threescore ; 
gree«»re  snmmen.  when  they're  gon^ 
Will  appear  as  short  as  ooa.  * 

W.  Ou>T«. 
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344.    THE  DRAGON-FLY 

LiTB  (priest  and  poet  say)  u  but  a  dream ; 

I  wish  DO  hanpier  one  than  to  be  laid 

Beneath  a  cobi  syringa's  scented  shude. 
Or  wavy  willow,  bv  the  running  stream. 

Brimful  of  moral,  where  the  Dragon-fly 

Wanders  as  careless  and  content  as  I. 

Thanks  for  this  fancy,  insect  king. 
Of  purple  crest  and  film^  wing. 
Who  with  indifference  givest  up 
Tbo  watw-lil^'s  goklen  cup ; 
To  come  again  and  ovorlook 
What  I  am  writing  in  my  book. 
Believe  me,  most  who  read  the  line 
Will  read  with  homier  eyes  than  thine ; 
And  jret  their  souls  shw  live  for  ever. 
And  thine  drop  dead  into  the  river  ! 
God  pardon  them,  O  insect  king. 
Who  fancy  so  unjust  a  thing  I 

W.  S.  Lahdob. 


345.    TO  AN  INSECT 

I  tAVB  to  hear  thine  earnest  rdob. 

Wherever  thou  art  bid. 
Thou  testy  little  dogmatist. 

Thou  pretty  Katydid ! 
Thou  mindest  me  of  gentlefolks, — 

Old  gentlefolks  are  they,— 
Thou  say'st  an  undisputed  thing 

In  such  a  solemn  way. 

Thou  art  a  female.  Katydid  t 

I  know  it  by  the  trill 
That  quivers  through  thy  piercing  notes, 

So  petulant  and  shrill ; 
I  think  there  is  a  knot  of  you 

Beneath  the  hollow  tree, — 
A  knot  of  spinater  Katydids,— 

Do  Katydids  drink  tea  7 

O  tell  me  where  did  Katy  live. 

And  what  did  Katy  do  ? 
And  was  she  very  fair  and  young. 

And  yet  so  wtoked,  too  T 


KATYDID 

^•^  Katy  love  a  naughty  man, 
Or  kias  more  cheeks  than  one  ? 

^*"*'''  *^'y  ^^  ^  »"»• 

Than  many  a  Kate  has  done. 

Dear  me!  I'll  tell  you  aU  about 

My  fuss  with  Uttle  Jane, 
And  Ann,  with  whom  I  used  to  walk 

So  often  down  the  lane. 
And  all  that  tore  their  locks  of  black 

Or  wet  their  eyes  of  blue- 
Pray  tell  me,  sweetest  Katydid. 

What  did  poor  Katy  do  T 

Ahno!  the  Uving  oak  shall  crash. 

That  stood  for  ues  still. 
The  rock  shall  rend  its  mossy  base 

And  thunder  down  the  hiU. 
Before  the  little  Katydid 

Shall  add  one  word,  to  tell 
Tlie  mystic  story  of  the  maid 

Whose  name  she  knows  so  well 

Peace  ia  the  ever-murmuring  race 

And  when  the  latest  one 
Shall  foW  in  death  her  feeble  wings 

Heneath  the  autumn  sun. 
Then  shall  she  raise  her  fainting  voice. 
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And  lift  her  droopins  lid, 

child  of  uiture  yean 


And  then  the  child  «  ^„vu« 
Shall  bear  what  Katy  did 


O.  W.  Holmes. 


346.    THE  BAIT 
Comb  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 
And  we  will  some  new  pleasures  prove 
Of  golden  sands,  and  crystal  brooks. 
With  silken  hnes  and  silver  hooks. 

tel^i**lt'^''®'  whispering  run 
Y*P^  *'y  *hy  eyes,  more  than  the  sun ; 
And  there  the  enamoured  fish  will  stay. 
Begging  themselves  they  may  betray. 

When  thou  wilt  swim  in  that  live  bath, 
i*ch  fish,  which  vvery  channel  hath. 
Will  amorously  to  thee  swim. 
Gladder  to  oatoh  thee,  than  thou  him. 
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THE  BAIT 

If  thou,  to  be  W)  worn,  beest  kwtb. 
By  sun  or  moon,  thou  darkenwt  both. 
And  if  myadf  have  le«Te  to  see, 
I  need  not  tiieir  light,  having  thee. 

Let  othmi  freese  with  anf^ing  reeds. 
And  out  thdr  legs  with  shells  and  weeds, 
Or  treacheroosly  poor  fish  beset. 
With  strangling  snare,  or  windowy  net. 

Let  coarse  bold  hands  from  slimy  nest 
The  bedded  fish  in  banks  oat-wrest ; 
Or  carious  traitors,  sleevenrilk  flies. 
Bewitch  pom  fishes'  wandering  eyes. 

Vat  thee,  thoa  need'st  no  saoh  deceit. 
For  thou  thyself  art  thine  own  bait : 
That  fish,  that  is  not  catohed  thereby, 
Alas  I  is  wiser  far  than  L 


J.  Domra. 


347.    OH,  THE  BRAVE  FISHER'S  UFE 

Oh,  the  brave  fisher's  life. 

It  is  the  beet  of  any, 

lis  full  of  pleasure,  void  of  strife. 

And  'tis  beloved  of  many : 

Other  joys 

Are  but  toys. 

Only  this 

Lawful  is, 

For  our  stall 

Breeds  no  ill. 
But  content  and  pleasure. 

In  a  morning  ap  we  rise 
Ere  Aurora's  peeping. 
Drink  a  cup  to  wash  our  eytt. 
Leave  the  sluggard  sleeping ; 

Then  we  go 

To  and  fro. 

With  our  knacks 

At  our  backs. 

To  such  streams 

As  the  Thames, 
If  we  have  the  leisure. 
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THE  BRAVE  FISHER'S  LIFE 

When  we  pleaae  to  walk  abroad 
For  our  retnreatton, 
In  the  fields  m  our  abode. 
Full  of  delectation : 

Where  in  a  brook 

With  a  hook. 

Or  a  lake 

Fish  we  take. 

There  we  sit 

For  a  bit. 
Till  we  fish  entangle. 

We  have  gentJee  in  a  horn. 
We  have  paste  and  worms  too. 
We  can  watch  both  ni^t  and  mom, 
SafiFer  rain  and  storms  too : 

None  do  hwe 

Use  to  swear, 
.    Oaths  do  fray 

Fish  away. 

We  sit  still. 

Watch  our  qoill. 
Fishers  must  not  wrangle. 

If  the  son's  ezoessive  heat 
Makes  oar  bodice  swelter. 
To  an  osier  hedge  we  get 
For  a  friendly  shelter. 

Where  in  a  dike 

Perch  or  (Mke, 

Roach  or  dace 

We  do  chase. 

Bleak  or  gtodoeon 

Without  grains, 
We  are  still  oontentea 

Or  we  sometimes  pass  an  hour 
Under  a  green  willow, 
That  defends  us  from  a  shower. 
Making  earth  our  pillow ; 

There  we  may 

Think  and  may 

Before  deatn 

Stops  our  breath : 

Other  joys 

Are  but  tojm 
And  to  be  lamented. 


J.  Chauchill. 
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348.    TO  A  EISH  OF  THE  BROOKE 

Wht  flyest  tboa  away  with  fear  ? 
Trust  me  there 's  naiuht  of  dai^^  near, 

I  have  no  wicked  hooke 
Ail  covered  with  a  inaring  bait, 
Alaa,  to  tempt  thee  to  thy  fi^. 

And  drt^B^  thee  firom  the  brooke. 

0  harmless  tenant  of  the  flood, 

1  do  not  wish  to  sinll  thy  blood. 

For  Nature  unto  thee 
Perchance  hath  given  a  tender  wife. 
And  children  dear,  to  ohann  thy  life. 

As  she  hath  done  for  me. 

Enjoy  thy  stream,  O  harmless  fish ; 
And  when  an  angler  for  his  dish. 

Through  (^uttony's  vile  sin. 
Attempts,  a  wretch,  to  poll  thee  out, 
Qod  save  thee  strength,  O  gentle  trout. 

To  pull  tiw  raskall  »i»  I 


J.  Woux>T. 


249.    TO  THE  IMMORTAL  MEMORY  OF  THE  HALIBUT 
ON  WHICH  I  DINED  THIS  DAY 

Whib>  hast  thou  floated,  in  what  seas  pursued 

Thy  pastime  T  when  wast  thou  an  egg  new-spawned. 

Lost  in  th'  immensity  of  ocean's  waste  T 

Boar  as  they  might,  the  overbearing  winds 

That  rocked  the  deep,  thy  cradle,  thou  wast  safe — 

And  in  thy  minikin  and  embryo  state, 

Attached  to  the  firm  leaf  of  some  salt  weed. 

Didst  outlive  temp^ts,  such  as  wrung  and  racked 

The  jointo  of  many  a  6'  ->ut  and  gallant  bark. 

And  whelmed  them  in  the  unexplored  abyss. 

Indebted  to  no  magnet  and  no  chart. 

Nor  under  guidance  of  the  polar  fire. 

Thou  wast  a  voyager  on  many  coasts, 

Gradng  at  large  in  meadows  submarine. 

Where  flat  Batavia  just  emerging  peeps 

Above  the  brine, — where  Calraonia's  rocks 

Beat  back  the  surge. — and  where  Hibemia  shoots 

Her  wondrous  causewav  fw  into  the  main. 

—Wherever  thou  hast  fed,  thou  little  thought'st. 

And  I  not  more,  that  I  sbonkl  feed  on  thee. 


ON  A  HALIBUT 
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F«we  therefore,  and  good  beiJth,  and  much  good  fish. 
To  him  who  sent  thee !  and  snooess,  as  oft   *^  ™°' 
As  It  desoends  into  the  billowy  gulf. 
To  the  same  draff  that  caught  Oiee  !— Fare  thee  well  1 
2»y  lot  thy  bretJiren  of  thi  slimy  fin  *    ' 

Would  envy,  ooold  they  know  that  thou  wast  doomed 
To  feed  a  bard,  and  to  be  praised  in  verse. 

W.  Cowpx& 
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TO  MISTRESS  MARGARET  HVSSEY 

Mbbbt  Margaret, 

As  midsummer  flower, 

CSentle  as  falcon. 

Or  hawk  of  the  tower ; 

With  solace  and  gladness. 

Much  mirth  and  no  madness^ 

All  good  and  no  badness ; 

So  joyouslv. 

So  maidenly. 

So  womanly 

Her  demeaning 

In  every  thing. 

Far,  far  passing 

That  I  can  imUte, 

Or  suflSoe  to  write 

Of  Merry  Mu-garet 

As  midsummer  flower. 

Gentle  as  falcon. 
Or  hawk  of  the  tower. 
As  patient  and  as  still 
And  as  full  of  good  will 
As  fair  Isaphill, 
Coliander, 
Sweet  pomander. 
Good  Cassander ; 
Steadfast  of  thought. 
Well  made,  well  wrought. 
Far  may  be  sought. 
Ere  that  ye  can  find 
So  courteous,  so  kind. 
As  merrv  Margaret, 
This  midsummer  flower. 
Gentle  as  falcon. 
Or  hawk  of  the  tower. 


k3 


J.  Skklton 
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351.    HIS  PRAYER  TO  BEN  JONSON 

Whkk  I  a  verse  Hhall  make. 
Know  I  have  prayed  thee. 
For  old  religion's  sake. 
Saint  Ben,  to  aid  me. 

Make  the  way  smooth  for  me. 
When  I,  thy  Herrick, 
Honouring  thee,  on  my  knee 
Offer  my  lyric 

Candles  I'll  give  to  thee. 
And  a  new  altar ; 
And  thou.  Saint  Ben,  shalt  be 
Writ  in  my  psalter. 


R.  HiBBICK. 


352.    TO  CYBIACK  SKINNER 

Cyriack,  whose  grandsire  on  the  royal  bench 
Of  British  Themis,  with  no  mean  applause 
Pronounced  and  in  his  volumes  taught  our  laws. 
Which  others  at  their  bar  so  often  wrench : 

To^ay  deep  thoughts  resolve  with  me  to  drench 
In  mirth,  that  after  no  repenting  draws ; 
Let  Euclid  rest  and  Archimedes  pause. 
And  what  the  Swede  intend,  and  what  the  French. 

To  measure  life,  learn  thou  betimes,  and  know 
Toward  solid  good  what  leads  the  nearest  way ; 
For  other  things  mild  Heaven  a  time  ordains. 

And  disapproves  that  care,  though  wise  in  show. 
That  with  superfluous  burden  Toads  the  dajr. 
And  when  God  sends  a  cheerful  hour,  refrains. 

J.  MiLTOK. 


353.    STANZAS  TO  AUGUSTA 

THOtTOH  the  day  of  my  destiny 's  over. 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined. 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  find  ; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquainted. 

It  shrunk  not  to  shue  it  with  me, 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 

It  nevw  hath  found  but  in  thee. 


TO  AUGUSTA 

Then  when  nature  «roand  me  is  smiling 
The  last  smile  which  answers  to  m^. 

I  do  not  beUeve  it  beguiling. 
Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 

And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean. 

^  A»  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 

If  theii'  billows  excite  an  <)motion. 
It  is  that  they  bear  me  from  thee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  pfalvered. 

And  Its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  is  delivered 

To  p^n— it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  orusTi  but  they  shall  not  contemn ; 

^  ™»y  tortore  but  shall  not  subdue  me ; 

Tis  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  pot  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slandered,  thou  never  oouldst  shake : 
Though  teusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchful,  'twas  not  to  defame  me, 

Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 

Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one : 
"my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun : 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perished. 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall, 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  cherished 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all : 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing, 

In  the  wide  waste  thrao  still  is  a  tree. 
And  a  bud  in  the  solitude  singing. 

Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  ifAee. 

Q.  QoaooN,  Lord  BrBos. 
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354.    TO  THOMAS  MOORE 

My  boat  is  on  ibe  shore. 

And  my  bark  '^»  on  the  sea  ; 
But,  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 

Here's  a  doable  health  to  thee  ! 

• 

Here's  a  sigh  to  those  that  love  me. 

And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate ; 
And,  whatever  sky 's  above  me. 

Here 's  a  heart  for  every  fate. 

Though  the  ocean  roar  around  me. 

Yet  it  sUU  shall  bear  me  on ; 
Though  a  desert  should  surround  me. 

It  hath  springs  that  may  be  won. 

Were 't  the  last  drop  in  the  well. 

As  I  gasped  upon  the  brink. 
Ere  my  funting  spirit  fell, 

'Tis  to  thee  tnat  I  would  drink. 

With  that  water,  as  this  wine. 

The  libation  I  would  pour 
Should  be— peace  with  thine  and  mine. 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

G.  GoBDON,  Lord  Byboh. 


355.    TO  C.  S.  C. 

Oh,  when  the  grey  courts  of  Christ's  College  glowed 

With  all  the  rapture  of  thy  frequent  lay. 

When  printers'  devils  chuckled  as  they  strode. 

And  blithe  compositors  grew  loudly  gay  : 

Did  Granta  realize  that  here  abode. 

Here  in  the  home  of  Milton,  Wordsworth,  Gray, 

A  poet  not  unfit  to  cope  with  any 

That  ever  wore  the  bays  or  turned  a  penny  ? 

The  wit  of  smooth  delicious  Matthew  Prior, 

The  rhythmic  grace  which  Hookham  Frere  displayed. 

The  summer  lightning  wreathing  Byron's  lyre. 

The  neat  inevitable  turns  of  Praed, 

Rhymes  to  which  Hudibraa  could  scarce  aspire. 

Such  metric  pranks  as  Gilbert  oft  has  played. 

All  these  good  gifts  and  others  far  sublimer 

Are  found  in  thee,  belov^  Cambridge  rhymer. 


TO  C.  fc>.  C. 

And  aoholuahip  M  sound  m  hia  whose  name 

^hed  thine  (be  lires  to  moura,  oIm,  thy  death. 

And  now  enjoys  the  plenitude  of  fam& 

And  oft  to  crowded  audience  ieoturath. 

Or  writes  to  iwove  religion  is  the  same 

As  science,  unbelief  a  form  of  faith)  :— 

Ripe  scholar !    Vinril's  self  wonld  not  be  chary 

Of  praises  for  thy  &m«»  5e     ^re.  ^ 

WTiene'er  I  take  my  *  pint  of  beer  *  a  day. 

I    gaze  into  my  glass  '  and  think  of  thee : 

When  smohns,  after  '  lunch  is  cleared  away  \ 

mr  face  amid  the  cloud  I  seem  to  see ; 

When    that  sweet  mito  with  whom  I  used  to  play '. 

Or    Aramiata ',  or  ♦  the  fair  Miss  P.'  ^^ 

^•"f  *?.??*'  '  *'*"*^  "Po°  *hy  verses. 

Which  stiU  my  beating  heart  and  quench  my  curses. 

Ah,  Calverley  !  if  in  these  lays  of  mine 
fme  sparkle  of  thy  radiani,  genius  burntd. 
Or  were  m  any  poem— stanza— line 
Some  faint  reflection  of  thy  muse  discerned : 
Ifany  critic  would  remark  in  fine 

T   u     .f  •  ^'  *'™  8®°*'®  *^  •>«  learned ' ; 
1  sbould  not  then  expect  mj'  book  to  fail, 
Not  have  my  doubts  about  a  decent  sale. 

J.  K.  Stiphes. 
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356.    TO  ANDREW  LANG 

Dbab  Andrew,  with  the  brindled  hair. 
Who  glory  to  have  thrown  in  air, 
High  over  arm,  the  trembling  reed. 
By  Ale  and  Kail,  by  Till  and  Tweed : 
An  equal  craft  of  hand  you  show 
The  pen  to  guide,  the  fly  to  throw : 
I  count  you  happy  starred  ;  for  God, 
When  he  with  mkpot  and  with  rod 
Endowed  you,  bade  your  fortune  lead 
Forever  by  the  crooks  of  Tweed, 
Forever  by  the  woods  of  song 
And  lands  that  to  the  Muse  belong ; 
Or  if  in  peopled  streets,  or  in 
The  abhorred  pedantic  sanhedrim. 
It  should  be  yours  to  wander,  still 
Airs  of  the  mom,  airs  of  the  hill, 
^e  plovery  Forest  and  the  seas 
That  break  about  the  Hebrides, 
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TO  ANDREW  LANG 

Should  follow  over  field  Mid  plain 

And  find  you  at  the  window  pane ; 

And  yon  aoJn  we  hill  and  peel. 

And  the  b^ht  springs  gush  at  your  heeU 

80  went  the  fiat  forth,  ud  so 

Garrulous  like  a  brook  you  go. 

With  sound  of  happy  mirth  and  sheen 

Of  daylight — whether  by  the  green 

You  noe  that  moment,  or  the  grey ; 

Whether  you  dwell  in  March  or  May ; 

Or  whether  treat  of  reels  and  lods 

Or  of  the  old  unhappy  gods : 

Still  like  a  brook  your  nago  has  ohone. 

And  your  ink  sings  of  Helicon. 

B.  L.  Stivxnson. 


357.    MRS.  FRANCES  H^kRRIB'S  PETITION 
Wbittsh  in  thb  tkab  1701 

To  THBIB  EZCSLUKCIBS  THI  LOBD  JUSTICKS  OF  iBEIiAm) 

Ths  Humblb  Petition  of  Frances  Harris,  who  mcst 
Starve,  and  die  a  Maid,  if  it  Miscarries 

Humbly  showetb. 

That  I  went  to  warm  myself  in  Lady  Betty's  chamber,  because  I  wai 

cold. 
And  I  had  in  a  purse  seven  pounds,  four  shillingB,  and  sixpence,  besides 

farthinw,  in  money  and  gcM. : 
So,  because  I  nad  been  buying  things  for  m^  lady  last  night, 
I  was  resolved  to  tell  my  money,  and  see  if  it  was  right. 
Now  you  must  know,  because  my  tounk  has  a  very  bad  lock. 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  have,  which  God  knows,  is  a  very  small  stock, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  tied  about  my  middle,  next  my  smock. 
So,  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purse,  as  luck  would  have  it,  my  smock 

was  uiiripp<^d. 
And  instead  of  putting  it  into  mv  pocket,  down  it  slipped : 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my  lady  to  bed : 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  was  as  safe  as  lay  stupid  head  I 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  found  my  pocket  f  wl  .  3ry  light : 
But  when  I  searched,  and  missed  my  purse,  law !  I  thought  I  should 

have  sunk  outright. 
'  Lawk,  madam,'  says  Mary,  '  how  d'ye  do  ? '     '  Indeed,'  says  I,  *  never 

worse: 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I've  done  with  my  purse  T ' 
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Uwk,  help  me!'  mkI  Mmj,  'I  never  etirred  out  of  thk  pbtoe: ' 
N»v,  ••itf  I,  •  I  h«I  it  in  Udj  Betty*,  chunber,  that '.  a^n  oaae.' 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed,  and  ooTeied  me  up  warn : 

So7  WhU?  !S!**J^  V  fK^"'  **"*  ^  •^8'**  *>  »^«  ««>  harm. 
S,f  K^i       •«*  *«*^  alf  night,  aa  you  may  very  welf  think. 
But  haidly  ever  set  my  eyes  tMether.  or  slept  a  wmk. 
So  I  waa  a-dreamed,  methought,  that  I  went  and  searohed  the  folks 
round, 

^™*  "foIiS™"^  °'  ^^  ^^"'^  ■  box,  tied  in  a  rag  the  money  was 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle,  and  he  fell  a-swearine : 

heSin   •     "  Wadger  came:    and  she,  you    know,  is   thick   of 

'  ^^*"  hlkTv  ^' "  '°"**  "  ^  ~**'  •*•*''  *  <*o  yo"  •»<>»  what  a  loss  I  have 

w!?^1'?"-?^Sl1?Z.^"*  Colway's  folks  are  aU  very  sad ; 
•S^^^. ^o^lljo^nedwy  «>«nes  a  Tuesday  without  fiJl.' 
Pugh  !    said  I,  •  but  that 's  not  the  business  that  I  aU.' 
bays  Gary,  says  he, '  I've  been  a  servant  this  five-and-twenty  years  come 

And  in  aU  the  places  I  Uved  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing.' 

hS^'B     '**'*^'  '  ^  «»n««nbef.  w*»en  I  was  at  my  Lady  Shrews- 

S^'r'.i^^'ff!  ^^^i^PP"***.  J>t  about  the  time  of  gooseberries.' 
So  I  went  to  the  party  suspected,  and  I  found  her  Tall  of  grief 
glow  you  must  know,  of  all  thinp  in  the  world  I  hate  a  tSef ). 
?Mr"Kf;i,  ^"  ^fP'T?*  *°.''™8  the  disooune  slily  about : 

•rn^Tl^;  t""1  ^'  .>"  "  *"  ?8'y  »«^d«n*  has  Lappeoed  out : 
Tis  not  ttoat  I  value  the  money  three  skips  of  a  mouwT 
But  the  tlang  I  ^tand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the  house 
ns  true,  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  sixpence,  makes  a  a.    ;  hole 
m  my  wages : 

S^**^'  ■*  **^®y  «*y'  service  is  no  inheritance  in  these  ages. 
T^'^'*^      ?".^;  y°?  ^""^^  ">«*  everybody  understands, 
'  Th«  S.^f  f  u"  ^"^  to  judge,  yet  money  can't  go  without  hands.' 
The  devil  tRke  me.'  said  she  (blessing  herself),  'tt  ever  I  saw  't ! ' 
s^  !J.!.T^  ^^  ?  ^1?"'  "  **»°°8b  I  had  called  her  all  to  naught, 
fo  ,yo"  know,  what  could  I  say  to  her  any  more  ?  ** 

1  e  en  lef t  her^  and  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was  before. 
WeU :   but  then  thev  would  have  had  me  gone  to  the  cunning  man. 
Ao^     I*  •  ^  tie  same  thing,  the  chaplain  will  be  here  anon.' 
^the  chaplam  came  m.    Now  tlie  servants  say  he  is  my  sweetheart, 

•Pk^nn  .  '^?T»i';°'''*»  ha^«  »t.  before  I  was  aware,  out  I  blundered, 
l\^^T'  K  ''*°  ?°".  ***'  *  nativity  when  a  body  'a  plundered  ?  ' 

'  TnTlv  ^l^'^f  ^?r'  h ^*^  *°.  ^  **"«d  P«^««'  «•»  the  devil.) 
If  JS'Z^L^  ^'  ^^\'^  '"^^  become  you  to  be  more  civil ; 
it  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  divine  says,  d'ye  see. 
You  are  no  text  for  my  handling ;  so  take  that  from  me : 
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I  WW  nener  taken  for  e,  oonjurer  Mora,  I'd  have  you  to  know.' 

*  Law ! '  said  I,  *  don't  be  angry,  I  am  rare  I  never  tiiooght  you  so ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  doth ;  I  dengn  to  be  a  parson's  wife, 

I  never  took  one  in  your  coat  for  a  oonjurer  in  ul  my  life.' 

With  that,  he  twisted  hki  girdle  at  me  ukw  a  rope,  as  who  should  say, 

*  Now  you  may  hMig  vourself  f w  me  1 '  and  so  went  away. 

Wdl :  I  thought  I  should  have  swooned,  '  Law ! '  said  I,  *  w     ^  shall 

I  do? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true  love  too ! ' 
Then  my  lord  called  me :  *  Harry,'  sud  my  lord, '  don't  cry, 
I'll  give  you  something  towards  your  loss ' ;    and,  says  my  lady. 


walL' 


so 


*  O,  but,'  said  I,  *  what  if,  after  all,  the  ohaidain  won't  oome  to  T ' 
Fnr  that,  he  said  (an 't  please  your  Excellenoies),  I  must  petition  you. 
The  pramises  toiderly  conudered,  I  desira  your  Exodleneus'  protection. 
And  that  I  may  have  a  shwe  in  next  Sunday's  oollection ; 
And,  over  and  above,  tiiat  I  may  have  your  EzceUoMies'  letter, 
Witii  an  ordw  for  the  chaplain  afmesaid,  or,  instead  of  him,  a  better : 
And  then  your  poor  petitioner  both  niriit  and  day. 
Or  tiie  ohapUun  (for  tis  his  trade),  as  ui  duty  bound,  shaU  ever  pray. 

J.  Swirr. 


358.    MART  THE  OOOK-MAID'S  LETTER 
TO  DOCTOR  SHERIDAN 

Writtbn  in  th>  rab  1723 

Will  !  if  evw  I  saw  such  another  man,  since  my  >  lother  bound  my 

head ! 
You  a  gentleman !  Marry  oome  up !  I  wonder  where  you  were  bred  7 
I  am  sura  such  words  do  not  become  a  man  of  your  cloth  ! 
I  would  not  give  such  language  to  a  dog  I  faith  and  troth  ! 
Yes,  you  called  my  master  a  knave  I    Fie  I  Mr.  Sheridan  !  'tis  a  shame 
For  a  parson,  who  should  know  better  things,  to  come  out  with  such 

a  name. 
Knave  in  vour  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan  !    'Tis  both  a  shame  and  a  sin  ; 
And  the  dean,  my  master,  is  an  honester  man  than  you  and  all  your 

kin: 
He  has  mora  goodness  in  his  little  finger,  than  you  have  in  your  whole 

body! 
My  mastw  is  a  parsonable  man,  and  not  a  spindle-shanked   hoddy- 

doddy  1 
And  now  whereby  I  find  you  would  fain  make  an  excuse. 
Bewuse  my  master,  one  day,  in  anger,  called  you  goose ! 
Which,  and  I  am  sure  I  have  been  his  servant  four  years  since  October, 
And  he  never  called  me  worse  tiian  sweetheart  drunk  or  sober. 
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^***  *'?JdJe^''  *^*  ^  Reverence  was  ever  concerned,  to  my  know- 
Thongb you  and yoor  comerogaes keep  him  oat  so  late,  in  your  Colleim. 
Whereby  you  now  con£e«  yourselfto  be  a  gooee.  or  an  a^. 

traeit^r^      "  "  P'*""*^  *"**  ^  *^°°'*  •^»«^«  t^'at'-  • 

^^  '^o^ri  *°'**  ^°" '°'  "^  ^°''  """^  «°  **"  "y  """**"• '  What 

And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it,  'tia  bjl  one  to  Mary  ! 
Everybody  knows  that  I  love  to  tell  truth,  and  shjjine  the  Devil  • 
I  am  but  a  poor  servant ;  but  I  think  Gentlefolks  should  be  civil' ! 

I  iS^te^?  ^°'*°^  ''""  ;!^*''i*"  ^**«'*'  °°«  ^y  *»«*  yo"  were  here: 
I  ramember  it  was  upon  a  Tuesday,  of  all  days  in  the  year  ! 

•  l3kJ?^"^Ml'  *  °?°*  ■*y^yo«  •»  •'«*y»«  J«»«ng  and  mocking. 
.  iffiS'i.-!^  i  °7  ^X!  ■•  '.  '"■  n»endinff  my  master's  stookin?, 
jTI  ^*"  ••  ■**  '°"*  °'  *•"*  minister,  that  iee^a  the  school !      ^ 

WSJ"^.'°"*?7?'»'^™"'5  but  that  man  makes  him  a  fool!  • 
Saunders,' says  I,' I  would  rather  than  a  quart  of  ale. 
He  wouJd  come  into  our  kitchen ;  and  I  wouM  pin  a  dish-clout  to  his 

V^^T  'uT*'  ^A  ""^  «•*  Saunders  to  direct  this  letter, 

^I  f  T^?T        t  "^  "o™''!;  >*  mv  sister  Marget.  she  writes  better. 

ilir'"*  ™°'  •"*  """^  "**  ^'  ^^"^  ^y  ">••*«  eomes  from 
prayers. 

And  10  I  remain,  in  a  civil  way,  your  servant  to  command,— Mary. 

J.  Swift. 


359.    TO  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE 

Griat  Sir,  as  on  each  lev^  day 
I  still  attend  you— still  you  say— 
I'm  busy  now,  to-morrow  come ; 
To-morrow,  sir,  you're  not  at  home ; 
So  says  your  porter,  and  dare  I 
Give  such  a  man  as  him  the  lie  ? 

In  imitation,  sir,  of  you, 

I  keep  a  mighty  lev^  too : 

Where  my  attendants,  t«)  their  sorrow, 

Are  bid  to  come  again  to-morrow. 

To-morrow  they  return,  no  doubt, 

But  then,  like  you,  sir,  I'm  gone  out. 
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So  says  my  maid ;  bat  they  lea*  oivil 

Give  maid  and  master  to  the  devil ; 

And  then  with  menaces  depart. 

Which  could  you  hear  would  pierce  your  heart. 

Good  sir,  do  make  my  lev6e  fly  me. 

Or  lend  your  porter  to  deny  me. 

H.  FiBLDnra. 


SeO.     AN  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE 

Whilb  at  the  helm  of  State  you  ride. 
Our  nation's  envy,  and  its  pnde ; 
While  foreim  CSourts  with  wonder  gaze. 
And  curse  wose  counsels  that  they  praise ; 
Would  jrou  not  wonder,  sir.  to  view 
Your  bard  a  greater  ir  m  than  you  ? 
Which  that  he  is,  you  cannot  doubt. 
When  you  have  read  the  sequel  out. 

You  know,  great  sir,  that  ancient  fellows, 
PhikMo^ers,  and  such  folks,  tell  us. 
No  great  laaiogy  between 
Greatness  and  happiness  is  seen. 
If  then,  as  it  might  follow  straight* 
Wretched  to  be,  is  to  be  great ; 
Forbid  it,  gods,  that  you  should  try 
What  'tis  to  be  so  great  as  1 1 

The  family  that  dines  the  latest 
Is  in  our  stref^t  esteemed  the  ereatest ; 
But  latest  huurs  must  surely  fall 
'Fore  him  who  never  dines  at  all. 
Your  taste  in  architect,  you  know. 
Hath  been  admired  by  friend  and  foe ; 
But  can  your  earthly  domes  compare 
With  all  my  castles — in  the  air  ? 
We're  often  taught,  it  doth  behove  us 
To  think  those  greater  who're  above  us ; 
Another  instance  of  my  glory. 
Who  live  above  jrou,  twice  two  story ; 
And  from  my  garret  can  look  down 
On  the  whole  street  of  Arlington. 

Greatness  by  poets  still  is  painted 
With  many  followers  acquainted ; 
This,  too,  deth  in  my  favour  speak ; 
Your  ievoe  is  but  twice  a  week  ; 
From  mine  I  can  exclude  but  one  day. 
My  door  is  quiet  on  a  Sunday. 
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Nor  in  the  matter  of  attendance 

Doth  yoar  gteat  bard  cUum  less  ascendance. 

iramiiiar  you  to  admiration 

S5K  H  »Ppro«5l»ed  by  aU  the  nation ; 

While  I,  Uke  the  Mogul  in  Indo, 

Am  never  seen  but  at  tl  3  window. 

M  wi«i  my  greatness  you're  offended. 

ilie  foult  is  easily  amer  ied ; 

For  I'll  come  down,  with  wondrous  ease. 

Into  whatever  jlace  you  plmtse. 

Im  not  ambitious ;  little  matters 

Will  serve  us  great,  but  humble  creatures. 
Suppose  a  secretary  o'  this  isle. 
Just  to  be  doing  wiUi  a  while ; 
Admiral,  seneral,  ju<k»,  or  bishop  t 
^  I  can  foreign  teeaOes  dish  up. 
If  tt»e  good  genius  of  the  nation 
nbould  call  me  to  negotiation, 
T»»oan  and  French  are  in  my  head, 
Utm  I  write,  and  Greek— I  read. 
U  you  should  ask,  what  pleases  best  ! 
^get  the  most,  and  do  the  least ; 

5r"i?**f^  *~  '— y<"»  '"ow,  I'm  sure, 
Tm  fittest  for— a  sioeouie. 

H.   FiXLDIKO. 


301.    ON  SEEING  A  PORTRAIT  OF  SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE 
SuOT  were  the  lively  eyes  and  rosy  hue 
"*  "own  s  face,  when  Robin  first  I  knew. 
The  my  companion  and  the  favourite  guest, 
l^ved  without  awe,  and  without  views  carecsed. 
Hu  cheerful  smile  and  open  honest  look 
Added  new  graces  to  the  truth  he  spoke. 
Then  ev«ry  man  found  something  to  commend. 
The  pleasant  neighbour,  and  the  worthy  friend : 
The  generous  master  of  a  private  house. 
The  tendw  father,  and  indulgent  spouse. 
The  hardest  censors  at  the  worst  believed. 
His  temper  was  too  easily  deceived 
(A  oiHisMuential  ill  goodnature  draws, 
A  bad  effect,  but  from  a  noble  cause). 
Whence  then  these  clamours  of  a  judging  crowd. 
Suspicious,  griping,  insolent,  and  proud— 
Kapaoioua,  cruel,  violent,  and  unjust ; 
False  to  his  friend,  and  traitor  to  his  trust.' 

Lady  M.  WosTLsr  Montaov. 
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362.    TO  MARIA  GISBORNE 

Ydc  are  now 
In  London,  that  great  sea,  whose  ebb  and  flow 
At  once  is  deaf  and  loud,  and  on  the  shore 
Vomits  its  wrecks,  and  still  howls  on  for  more. 
Yet  in  its  depth  what  treasures  !    You  will  see 
That  which  was  Godwin, — greater  none  than  he 
Though  fallen— and  fallen  on  evil  times— to  stand 
Among  the  spirits  of  our  ago  and  land. 
Before  the  dread  tribunal  of  to  come 
The  foremost, — while  Rebuke  cowers  pale  and  dumb. 
You  will  see  C!olwidge — he  who  sits  omoure 
In  the  exceeding  lustre  and  the  pure 
Intense  irradiation  of  a  mind. 
Which,  with  its  own  internal  lightnine  blind. 
Flam  wearUy  through  darkness  and  despair— 
A  cloud-encircled  meteor  of  the  air, 
A  hooded  eagle  among  blinking  owls. — 
You  will  see  Hunt — one  o'  those  happy  souls 
Which  are  the  salt  of  the  earth,  and  without  whom 
This  world  would  smell  like  what  it  is— a  tomb ; 
Who  is,  what  others  seem  ;  his  room  no  doubt 
Is  still  adorned  with  many  a  cast  from  Shout, 
With  graceful  flowers  taste ''xlly  placed  about ; 
And  coronals  of  '   y  from  riboons  hung. 
And  brighte'-     .eat!js  in  neat  disordor  flung ; 
The  gifts    .  »ae  most  learned  among  some  dozens 
Of  female  friends,  sisters-in-law,  aim  cousins. 
And  there  is  he  with  his  eternal  puns. 
Which  beat  the  dullest  brain  for  smiies,  like  duna 
Thundering  for  money  at  a  poet's  door  ; 
Alas  !  it  is  no  use  to  say,  '  I  m  poor  I ' 
Or  of t  in  graver  mood,  when  he  will  look 
Things  wiser  than  were  ever  read  in  book. 
Except  in  Shakespeare's  wisest  tenderneso. — 
You  will  see  Hogg,— and  I  cannot  express 
His  virtues, — though  I  know  that  they  are  great. 
Because  he  locks,  then  barricades  the  gate 
Within  which  they  inhabit ; — of  his  wit 
And  wisdom,  you  11  cry  out  when  you  are  bit. 
He  is  a  pearl  within  an  oyster  shell, 
One  of  the  richest  of  the  deep ; — and  there 
Is  English  Peacock,  with  his  mountain  Fair, 
Turned  into  a  Flamingo  :— that  shy  bird 
That  gleams  i'  the  Indian  air — have  you  not  heard 
When  a  man  marries,  dies,  or  turns  Hindoo, 
His  best  friends  hear  no  more  of  him  ?— but  you 
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TO  MARIA  GISBORNE 

^lU  see  him,  and  will  Uke  him  too,  I  hope. 
With  the  milk-white  Snowdonian  Antelope 
Matched  with  this  cameleopwd— his  fine  wit 
Makes  such  a  wound,  the  knife  is  lost  in  it ; 
A  strau  too  learnM  for  a  shallow  age, 
^  wise  for  selfish  bigots  ;  let  his  page. 
Which  charms  the  chosen  spirits  of  the  time. 
Fold  Itself  up  for  the  serener  clime 
Of  yean  to  come,  and  find  its  recompense 
^  that  just  expectation.— Wit  and  sense. 
Virtue  and  human  knowledge ;  all  that  might 
Make  this  dull  world  a  business  of  delight. 
Are  all  combined  in  Horace  Smith.— And  these. 
With  some  exceptions,  which  I  need  not  tease 
Your  patience  by  descanting  on,-are  all 
You  and  I  know  in  London/ 
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363.    EPISTLE  TO  JOHN  HAMILTON  REYNOLDS 
Dbab  Reynolds  !  as  last  night  I  lay  in  bed, 
rhere  came  before  my  eyes  that  wonted  thread 
ut  shapes,  and  shadows,  and  remembrances, 
IJat  every  other  minute  vex  and  please : 
P'°C,H^,4"io"*«d  come  from  north  and  south,— 
Two  Witch  s  eyes  above  a  Cherub's  mouth, 
Voltajre  with  casque  and  shield  and  habergeon. 
And  Alexander  with  his  nightcap  on ; 
Old  Socrates  a-tyinj  his  cravat. 
And  Hazlitt  playing  with  Miss  Edgeworth's  cat : 
And  Junius  P-atus,  pretty  well  so  so, 
Makmg  the  best  of  's  way  towarfs  Soho. 

Few  are  there  who  escape  these  visitings,- 
Fertiaps  one  or  two  whose  lives  have  patent  wings. 
And  through  whose  curtains  pecpc  no  hellish  nose, 
^o  wild-boar  tushes,  and  no  Mermaid's  to-s ; 
But  flowers  bursting  out  with  lusty  pride. 
And  young  Aeolian  harps  personified  ; 
Some  Titian  colours  touched  into  real  life,— 
The  sacrifice  goes  on  ;  the  pontiff  knife 
Gleams  m  the  Sun,  the  milk-white  heifer  lows, 
i  he  pipos  ^o  shriHy,  the  "  bation  flows  : 
A  white  sail  shows  above  the  green-head  cliff, 
Moves  round  the  point,  and  throws  her  anchor  stiff  s 
The  m— ners  join  hymn  with  those  on  land 
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You  know  the  Enchanted  Castle,— it  doth  stand 
Upon  a  rock,  on  the  border  of  a  Lake, 
Nested  in  trees,  which  all  do  seem  to  shake 
From  some  old  magic-like  Urganda's  Sword. 
O  ^oebus !  that  I  had  thy  sacred  word 
To  show  this  Castle,  in  fair  dreaming  wise. 
Unto  my  friend,  while  sick  and  ill  he  lies  ! 

Ton  know  it  well  enough,  where  it  doth  seem 
A  mossy  place,  a  Merlin's  Hall,  a  dream ; 
You  know  the  clear  Lake,  and  the  little  Isles, 
The  mountains  blue,  and  cokL  near  neighbour  rills, 
All  which  elsewhere  are  but  half  animate ; 
There  do  Uiey  look  alive  to  love  and  hate, 
To  smiles  and  frowns ;  they  seem  a  lifted  mound 
Above  some  giant,  pulsing  underground. 

Part  of  the  Buil(Ung  was  a  chosen  See, 
Built  by  a  banished  Santon  of  Chaldee ; 
The  other  part,  two  thousand  years  from  him. 
Was  built  by  Cuthbert  de  Saint  Aldebrim ; 
Then  there 's  a  little  wing,  far  from  the  Sun, 
Built  by  a  Lapland  Witch  turned  maudlin  Nun ; 
And  many  other  juts  of  agM  stone 
Founded  with  many  a  mason-devil's  groan. 

The  doors  all  look  as  if  they  oped  themselves. 
The  windows  as  if  latched  by  Fays  and  Elves, 
And  from  them  comes  a  silver  flash  of  light. 
As  from  the  westward  of  a  Summer's  night ; 
Or  like  a  beauteous  woman's  large  blue  eyes 
Gone  mad  through  olden  songs  and  poesies. 

See  !  wha^  is  coming  from  the  distance  dim  ! 
A  Golden  Galley  all  in  silken  trim  ! 
Three  rows  of  oars  are  lightening,  moment  whiles, 
Into  the  verdurous  bosoms  of  those  isles ; 
Towards  the  thade,  under  the  C^tle  wall. 
It  comes  in  silence, — now  'tis  hidden  all. 
lie  Clarion  soumls  and  from  a  Po^tem-gate 
An  echo  of  sweet  music  doth  create 
A  fear  in  the  poor  Herdsman,  who  doth  bring- 
His  beasts  to  trouble  the  enchanted  spring, — 
He  tells  of  the  sweet  music,  and  the  spot. 
To  all  his  friends,  and  they  believe  him  not. 

O,  that  our  dreamings  all,  of  sleep  or  wake. 
Would  all  their  colours  from  the  sunset  take : 
From  something  of  material  sublime, 
Bather  than  shadow  our  own  soul's  day-time 
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Li  the  dark  void  of  night.    For  in  the  world 
We  jostle,— but  my  flag  is  not  unfurled 
On  the  Admiral-stoff,— and  so  j^ilosophtze 
I  dare  not  yet !    Oh,  never  will  the  prize. 
High  reason,  and  the  love  of  good  and  ill. 
Be  my  award !    Things  cannot  to  the  will 
Be  settled,  but  they  tease  us  out  of  thought ; 
Or  is  it  that  imagination  brought 
Beyond  its  proper  bound,  yet  stiU  confined. 
Lost  in  a  sort  of  Purgatory  blind. 
Cannot  refer  to  any  standard  law 
Of  either  earth  or  heaven  T    It  is  a  flaw 
In  happiness,  to  see  beyond  our  bourn,— 
It  forces  us  in  summer  skies  to  mourn. 
It  spoils  the  singing  of  the  Xightingale. 

Dear  Reynolds  !  I  have  a  mysterious  tale. 
And  cannot  speak  it :  the  first  page  I  read 
Upon  a  Lampit  rock  of  green  sea-weed 
Among  the  breakers ;  'twas  a  quiet  eve. 
The  rooks  were  silent,  the  wide  sea  did  weave 
An  untumultuous  fringe  of  silver  foam 
Along  the  flat  brown  sand ;  I  was  at  home 
And  should  have  been  most  happy,— but  I  saw 
Too  far  into  the  sea,  where  every  maw 
The  greater  on  the  less  feeds  evermore.— 
But  I  saw  too  distinct  into  the  core 
Of  an  eternal  fierce  destruction. 
And  so  from  hapi>ine8s  I  far  was  gone. 
Still  am  I  sick  of  it,  and  though,  to-day, 
*  ve  gatherwi  young  spring-leaves,  and  flowers  gay 
Of  penwmkle  and  wild  strawberry, 
Still  do  I  that  most  fierce  destruction  see,- 
^e  Shark  at  savage  prey,— the  Hawk  at  pounce.— 
The  gentle  Robin,  like  a  Pard  or  Ounce, 
Ravening  a  worm,— Away,  ye  horrid  moods  ! 
Mood"  of  one's  mind  !     You  know  I  hate  them  well. 
You  know  I'd  sooner  be  a  clapping  Bell 
To  some  Kamschatkan  Missionary  Churoh, 
Than  with  these  horrid  moods  be  left  i'  the  lureh 
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364.    A  LETTER  OF  ADVICE 

{From  Miu  Medora  TrevUian,  at  Padua,  to  Miu  Araminta 
Vavaaour,  in  London) 

You  tell  me  you're  prooiiaed  a  lover. 

My  own  Anuninta,  next  week ; 
Why  cannot  my  fancy  diaoover 

The  hue  of  hk  coat  and  his  cheek  T 
Alas  !  if  he  look  like  another, 

A  victur,  a  banker,  a  beau. 
Be  deaf  to  your  father  and  mother. 

My  own  Araminta,  say  ^  No  ! ' 

Miss  Lane,  at  her  Temple  of  Fashion, 

Taught  us  both  how  to  sing  and  to  speak. 
And  we  loved  one  another  with  passion. 

Before  we  had  been  there  a  week : 
You  gave  me  a  ring  for  a  token ; 

I  wear  it  wherever  I  ^ ; 
I  gave  you  a  chain — is  it  broken  ? 

My  own  Araminta,  say  *  No  1 ' 

O  think  of  our  favourite  cottage. 

And  think  of  our  dear  Lalla  Rookh  ! 
How  we  shared  with  the  milkmaids  their  pottage. 

And  drank  of  the  stream  from  the  brook ; 
How  fondly  our  loving  lips  faltered, 

'  What  further  can  grandeur  bestow  ? ' 
My  heart  is  the  same  ;— is  yours  altered  ? 

My  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  ! ' 

Remember  the  thrilling  romances 

We  read  on  the  bank  in  the  glen  ; 
Remember  the  suitors  our  fancies 

Would  picture  for  both  of  us  then. 
They  wore  the  red  cross  on  their  shoulder. 

They  had  vanquished  and  pardoned  their  foe — 
Sitreet  friend,  are  you  wiser  or  colder  ? 

My  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  I ' 

You  know,  when  Lord  Rigmarole's  carriage 

Drove  off  with  your  cousin  Justine, 
You  'vept,  dearest  girl,  at  the  marriage. 

And  whispered,  '  How  base  she  has  been  ! ' 
You  said  you  were  sure  it  would  kill  you, 

If  ever  your  husband  looked  so  ; 
And  you  will  not  apostatize, — will  you  t 

My  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  I ' 
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I  thought  I  was  going  to  die ; 
We  waliced  arm-in-arm  to  the  road,  love, 

we  looked  arm-in-arm  to  the  sky : 
And  I  aaid,  'When  a  foreign  postilion 

Has  homed  me  off  to  the  Po, 
JTorget  not  Medora  Trevilian : 

My  own  Araminta,  say  "  No  !  "' 

^D^**^  '  ^"*  sympathy's  fetters 
Reach  far  over  valley  and  hUl ; 

*?"!?  °  *•■  yo"""  exquisite  letten. 

And  fed  that  your  heart  is  mine  stUI : 
And  he  who  wouW  share  it  with  me.  love    - 

The  nohest  of  treasures  below.— 
If  he  s  not  what  OrUuido  should  be,  love. 

Jtty  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  !  * 

If  he  wears  a  top-boot  in  his  wooing. 

If  he  talks  of  his  taking  or  brewing. 
„  ?  ^®  P°^  ?P  ^  feet  on  the  hob. 
If  he  ever  dnnks  port  after  dinner, 
T«  r        °'°^  °'  ^  breeding  is  low 
If  he  calk  mmseif  ' Thompson »  or  'Skinner '. 
My  own  Araminta.  say^o  ! ' 

If  he  studies  the  news  in  the  papers 
T*  k   *  ^.y°"*  T  preparing  the  tea. 

mS.""  °'  ^f\^^f^  o*  the  va^urs 

While  moonhght  lies  soft  on  the%ea. 
If  he  s  sleepy  while  you  are  capricious 

t  "®  "*»  '»ot  a  musical  '  Oh  » ' 
If  he  does  not  call  Werther  delioious,- 

J«y  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  ! ' 

If  he  ever  sets  foot  in  the  City 
Among  the  stockbrokers  and  Jews. 
tA     ,  °°*  *  ^®*rt  full  of  pity. 
If  he  don't  stand  six  feet  in  his  shoes. 

If  his  hps  are  not  redder  than  roses, 

IttLu  ^*°^  ^'e  not  whiter  than  snow. 
If  he  has  not  the  model  of  noees,- 
Jtty  own  Araminta.  say  '  No  ! ' 

If  he  sp^ks  of  a  tax  or  a  duty. 

K  he's%lSS  T  'r''^»-»°d  on  his  knees, 
wni        n  *°  *  landscape  of  beauty. 
Hills,  valleys,  rocks,  waters,  and  tiSs, 
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if  he  dotes  not  on  deeolate  towen. 
If  he  likea  not  to  hew  the  blast  blow. 

If  he  knows  not  the  language  of  flowers,— 
My  own  Araminta,  say  'No  ! ' 

He  most  walk— like  a  god  of  old  story 

Come  down  from  the  home  of  his  rest  i 
He  must  smile— Hke  the  sun  in  his  glory 

On  the  bud  he  loves  ever  the  best ; 
And  oh  !  from  its  ivory  portal 

Kke  music  his  soft  speech  must  flow ! 
If  he  speak,  smile,  or  walk  like  a  mortal. 

My  own  Araminta,  say  '  No ! ' 

Don't  listen  to  tales  of  his  bounty. 

Don't  hear  what  the,*'  say  of  his  birth. 
Don't  look  at  his  seat  in  the  county. 

Don't  calculate  what  he  is  worth ; 
But  give  him  a  theme  to  write  verse  on, 

And  see  if  he  turns  out  his  toe ; 
If  he's  only  an  excellent  person, — 

My  own  Araminta,  say  '  No  I  * 
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365.    THE  TALENTED  MAN 
A  Lettkb  from  a  Lady  in  London  to  a  Ladt  at  Lausannb 

Deab  Alice  !  you'll  laugh  when  you  know  it, — 

Ldtst  week,  at  the  Duchess's  ImiII, 
I  danced  with  the  clever  new  poet, — 

You've  heard  of  him,— TuUy  St.  Paul. 
Miss  Jonquil  was  perfectly  frantic ; 

I  wish  you  bad  seen  Lady  Anne ! 
It  really  was  very  romantic. 

He  is  such  a  talented  man  ! 

He  came  up  from  Brazen  nose  College, 

Just  caught,  as  they  call  it,  this  spring ; 
And  his  head,  love,  is  stuffed  full  of  knowledge 

Of  every  conceivable  thing. 
Of  science  and  logic  he  chatters. 

As  fine  and  as  fast  as  he  can  ; 
Though  I  am  no  judge  of  such  matteis, 

I'm  sure  he 's  a  talented  man. 

His  stories  and  jests  are  delightful ; — 

Not  stories  or  jests,  dear,  for  you ; 
The  jests  are  exceedingly  spiteful. 

The  stories  not  always  quite  true. 
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Perhapa  to  be  .ind  and  veracious 

May  do  pretty  well  at  Latuanne ; 
But  it  <iever  wooid  answer, — good  gracious  I 

Chez  notM— in  a  talented  man. 

He  snews,— how  my  Alice  woald  eoold  him  !— 

At  the  blin  of  a  sigh  <»  a  tear ; 
He  laughed— only  think  !— when  I  told  him 

How  we  cried  o'er  Trevelyan  last  year ; 
I  TOW  I  was  quite  in  a  passion  ; 

I  broke  all  the  sticks  of  my  fan  ; 
But  sentiment 's  quite  out  of  fashion. 

It  seems,  in  a  talented  man. 

Lady  Bab,  who  is  tt>rribly  moral. 

Has  told  me  that  Tuiiy  is  vain. 
And  apt — which  is  silly — to  quarrel. 

And  fond — which  is  sad — of  champagne. 
I  listened  and  doubted,  dear  Alice, 

For  I  saw,  when  my  Lady  b^n. 
It  was  only  the  Dowager's  malice  ;— 

She  does  hate  a  talented  man  ! 

He's  hideous,  I  own  it.     But  fame,  love. 

Is  all  that  these  eyes  can  adore ; 
He 's  lame, — but  Lord  Byron  was  lame,  love. 

And  dumny,— but  so  is  Tom  Moore. 
Then  his  vo-oe, — auch  a  voice  !  my  sweet  crea turp. 

It 's  like  vour  Aunt  Lucy's  toucan : 
But  oh  !  what 's  a  tone  or  a  feature. 

When  once  one 's  a  talented  man  ? 

My  mother,  vou  know,  all  the  season. 

Has  talked  of  Sir  Geoffrey's  estate ; 
And  truly,  to  do  the  fool  reason. 

He  haa  been  less  horrid  of  late. 
But  to-day,  when  we  drive  in  the  carriage, 

I'll  teil  her  to  lay  down  her  plan ; — 
If  ever  I  venture  on  marriage. 

It  must  be  a  talented  man  ! 

JP.S. — I  have  found,  on  reflection. 

One  fault  in  my  friend, — entre  nous  ; 
Without  it,  he'd  just  be  perfection  ;— 

Poor  fellow,  he  has  not  a  sou  ! 
And  so,  when  he  comes  in  September 

To  shoot  with  my  uncle.  Sir  Dan, 
I've  promised  mamma  to  remember 

He 's  only  a  talented  men  1 

W.  M.  Prabo. 


A  NICE  CORRESPONDENT 
*Th>  glow  and  the  glorr  are  plighted 

To  darknew,  tot  evening  is  oome ; 
The  lamp  in  Glebe  Cottage  k  l^hted. 

The  bfrds  and  the  aheep-belb  are  dumb ; 
I'm  alone  at  my  casement,  for  Pappy 

Is  summoned  to  dinner  at  Kew ; 
I'm  aiooe,  my  dear  Fred,  but  I'm  happy,~ 
I'm  thinldng  of  you. 

*  I  wish  you  were  here ;  were  I  duller 
Than  dull,  you'd  be  dearer  than  dear,— 

I  am  dressed  in  your  favourite  colour, — 
Dear  Fnd,  how  I  wish  you  were  here  i 

I  am  wearing  my  lazuli  necklace, 
The  necklace  you  fastened  askew ! 

Was  there  ever  so  rude  or  so  reckless 
A  darling  as  you  ? 

'  I  want  you  to  come  and  pass  sentence 
On  two  or  three  books  with  a  plot : 

Of  course  you  know  "  Janet's  Repentance  "  : 
I'm  reading  Sir  Waverley  Scott, 

The  story  of  Edgar  and  Lucy,— 
How  thrilling,  romantic,  anid  true ! 

The  Master, — his  bride  was  a  goosey, — 
Reminds  me  of  you. 

'To-day,  in  my  ride,  I've  been  crowning 
The  Beacon  whose  magic  still  lures, 

For  up  there  you  discoursed  about  Browning,- 
That  stupid  old  Browning  of  yours : 

His  verve  and  his  vogue  are  alarming, 
I'm  anxious  to  give  him  his  due ; 

But,  Fred,  he 's  not  nearly  so  charming 
A  poet  aa  you. 

*  I  have  heard  how  you  shot  at  the  Beeches, 

I  saw  how  you  rode  Chanticleer, 
I  have  read  the  reports  of  your  speeches. 

And  echoed  the  echoing  cheer : 
There  's  a  whisper  of  hearts  you  are  breaking,- 

I  envy  their  owners.     I  do  ! — 
Small  marve'  that  fashion  is  making 
Her  idol  of  you. 

*  Alas  for  the  world,  and  its  dearly 

Bought  triumph,  and  fugitive  bliss ; 
Sometunos  I  half  wish  I  was  merely 
A  plain  or  a  penniless  Miss : 
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Bat,  perb»pi,  one  ia  best  with  a  meatiare 

Of  pelf ;  snd  I'm  not  »ony,  too. 
That  I  m  pretty,  because  >i  *■  a  pleasure. 

My  dearest,  to  you. 
•  Your  whim  is  for  frolic  and  fashion, 
^  Your  taste  is  for  letters  and  art  ;— 
'       rhyme  is  the  oommon-plaoe  passion 

That  glows  in  a  fond  woman's  heart : 
Put  it  by  in  a  dainty  deposit 

For  relics,— we  lUl  have  a  few  ! 
Some  day,  love,  they'll  print  it,  because  it 
Was  written  to  you.' 

F.  Loacn-LAMPsox. 


367.    MY  LETTERS 
'  Litera  soripta  manet  '—Old  Saw. 
Anotbbb  mizzling,  drizzling  day ! 

o  9f,f ■*»™»«  «P  *•»«»  '■  no  appearance ; 
So  I'll  sit  down  without  delay, 

And  here,  at  least,  I'll  make  a  clearance. 
Oh,  ne'er  *  on  such  a  day  as  this ', 

Would  Dido  with  her  woes  oppressM 
Have  wooed  Aeneas  back  to  b&s. 

Or  Troilus  gone  to  hunt  for  Ciessid ! 
No,  they'd  have  stayed  at  home,  like  me, 
-  And  popped  their  toes  up  on  the  fender. 
And  drunk  a  quiet  cup  of  tea  :— 

On  days  like  this  one  can't  be  tender. 
So,  Molly,  draw  that  basket  ni^er. 

And  put  my  desk  upon  the  table- 
Bring  that  Portfolio— stir  the  fire- 
Now  oflf  as  fast  as  you  are  able  ! 
First,  here 's  a  card  from  Mrs.  Grimes, 

A  ball !  '—she  knows  that  I'm  no  dancer— 
Ihat  woman 's  asked  me  fifty  times. 
And  yet  I  never  send  an  answer. 

'  ^^A:J**''^'~J"8t  lend  me  twenty  pounds 
Till  Monday  next,  when  I'll  return  it. 

Yours  truly,  Hbnbt  GiBBs.'     Why,  Z— ds  ! 
i  ve  seen  the  man  but  twice— here,  bum  it. 

One  from  my  Cousin  Sophy  Daw— 

.  J["'l.°'  f "°'  Mai«ery^s  distresses ; 
Ihe  Cat  has  kittened  in  "  the  draw". 
And  ruined  two  bran-new  silk  dresses.' 
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From  Sam,  '  The  Chancellor's  motto/— nay. 
Confound  his  puna,  he  knows  I  hate  'em  ; 

•  Pro  RMje,  Lege,  Grege,'— Aye, 

'  For  King  read  Mob  ! '     Brougham's  old  erratum. 

From  Seraphina  Price — '  At  two  ' — 

'  "nil  then  I  can't,  my  dearest  John,  stir ' ; 

Two  more  because  I  did  not  go. 
Beginning  *  Wretch  '  and  '  Faithless  Monster  I ' 

•  Dkab  Sib,— This  morning  Mrs.  P , 

Who 's  doing  quite  as  well  as  may  be. 
Presented  me  at  half -past  three. 
Precisely,  with  another  t>aby. 

*  We'll  name  it  John,  and  know  with  pleasure 

You'll  stand ' — Kve  guineas  more,  confound  it  !— 
I  wish  they'd  called  it  Nebuchadnezzar, 
Or  thrown  it  in  the  Thames  and  drowned  it. 

What  have  we  next  T    A  civil  Dun  : 

'  John  Brown  would  take  it  as  a  favour ' — 

Another,  and  a  surlier  one, 
'  I  can't  put  up  with  aich  behaviour.' 

*  Bill  so  long  standing,'-'  quite  tired  out,'— 

'  Must  sit  down  to  insist  on  payment,' 

•  Called  ten  times,'— Here  's  a  niss  about 

A  few  coats,  waistcoats,  and  small  raiment ! 

For  once  I'll  send  an  answer,  and  in- 
form Mr.  Snip  he  needn't  '  call '  so ; 

But  when  his  bill 's  as  '  tired  of  standing  * 
As  he  is,  beg  'twill  '  sit  down  also  '. 

This  from  my  rich  old  Uncle  Ned, 
Thanking  me  fur  my  annual  present ; 

And  saying  he  last  Tuesday  wed 
His  cook-ma!d,  Molly — vastly  pleasant ! 

An  ill-spelt  note  from  Tom  at  school, 
Besging  I'll  let  him  learn  the  fiddle ; 

Another  from  that  precious  fool. 
Miss  Pyefinch,  with  this  stupid  riddle. 

*  D'ye  give  it  up  T'     Indeed  I  do! 

Confound  these  antiquated  minxes ; 
I  won't  play  '  Billy  Black  'tea'  BIm  * 
Or  Oedipus  to  such  oW  sphinxes. 

A  not«  sent  up  from  Kent  to  show  me, 
Lsft  with  my  bailiff,  Fftter  King ; 
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*  rJl  bum  them  precious  stacks  down,  blow  me  I 
Yours  most  sincerely.  Captain  Swing." 

Four  begging  letters  with  petitions. 

One  from  my  sist";  J^n<v  to  pray 
I'll  '  execute  a  fe      lommiuAions  ' 

In  Bond  Street   '  when  I  go  tb- .,  way.' 

'And  buy  at  Pea  ^^<ll  s  in  the  cil/ 
Twelve  skeins  oi  cii^  far  -ettrng  purses : 

Ciolour  no  matter,  so  it 's  pretty  ;— 
Two  hundred  pens  '—two  hundred  curses  ! 

Prom  Mistress  Jones :  '  My  little  Billy 
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Goes  up  his  schooling  to  begin, 
>u  just  step  to  Piccadilly. 


Will  you , „^, 

And  meet  him  when  the  coach  comes  in  T 


And  then,  perhaps,  you  will  as  well  see 
The  poor  dear  fellow  safe  to  school 
At  Dr.  Smith's  in  Little  Chelsea ! ' 
Heaven  send  he  flog  the  little  fool ! 

From  Udy  Snooks :  '  Dear  Sir,  you  know 

You  promised  me  last  week  a  Rebus  ; 
A  something  smart  and  apropos. 

For  my  new  Album  ?  '—Aid  me,  Phoebus  I 
'  My  first  is  followed  by  my  second ; 

Yet  shouki  my  first  my  second  see, 
A  dire  mishap  it  would  be  reckoned. 

And  sadly  shocked  my  first  would  be. 

•  Were  I  but  what  my  whole  implies, 

And  passed  by  chance  across  your  portal. 
You'd  cry,  "  Can  I  believe  my  ejes  T 
I  never  saw  so  queer  a  mortal !  " 

*  ^'  ****"*  "7  ^®*^  ''°"''*  °ot  "»  on. 

My  arms  their  shoulders  must  abandon  ; 
My  very  body  would  be  gone, 
I  should  not  have  a  leg  to  stand  on.' 

CoiM,  that 's  dispatched— what  follows  ?— Stay. 

Reform  demanded  by  the  nation— 
Vote  for  Tagrae  and  Bobtoil  I '    Aye, 

By  Jove,  a  blessed  Reformation  I 
Jack,  clap  the  saddle  upon  Rose— 

Or,  no  !-the  filly-«fce  'e  the  fleeter ; 
The  deWI  take  the  rain— here  goes. 

I  m  oir— •  plumper  for  St.  Ptoter 


I 


R>  H.  Babham. 
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368.    TO  THE  REV.  F.  D.  MAURICE 

Comb,  when  no  graver  cares  employ. 
Godfather,  come  and  see  your  boy : 

Your  presence  will  be  sun  in  winter. 
Making  the  little  one  leap  for  joy. 

For,  being  of  that  honest  few. 
Who  give  the  Fiend  himself  his  due. 

Should  eighty  thousand  college-councils 
Thunder  '  Anathema ',  friend,  at  you ; 

Should  aU  our  churchmen  foam  in  spite 
At  you,  so  careful  of  the  risht. 

Yet  one  lay-hearth  would  give  you  welcome 
(Take  it  and  come)  to  the  Isle  of  Wight ; 

Where,  far  from  ndse  and  smoke  of  town, 
I  watch  the  twilight  falling  brown 

All  round  a  oardess-ordeced  puden 
Close  to  the  ridge  of  a  noble  down. 

You'll  have  po  scandiJ  while  you  dine. 
But  honest  talk  i»M  wholesome  wine. 

And  only  hear  tiie  magpie  gossip 
Garrulous  under  a  roof  of  pine : 

For  groves  of  {nne  oi .  either  hand. 
To  break  the  blast  of  winter,  stand ; 
And  further  on,  the  hoary  Channd 
Tumbles  a  breaker  on  chalk  and  sand ; 

Where,  if  below  the  milky  steep 
Some  ship  of  battle  slowly  creep. 

And  on  through  zones  of  light  and  shadow 
Glimmor  away  to  the  lonely  deep, 

We  might  discuss  the  Northern  sin 
Whioi:  -aade  a  selfish  war  begin  ; 

Dis      e  the  claims,  arrange  the  chances ; 
Empe       Ottoman,  which  shall  win  : 

Or  whether  war's  avenging  rod 
Shall  lash  all  Europe  into  blood 

Till  you  should  turn  to  dearer  matters. 
Dear  to  the  man  that  is  dear  to  God ; 

How  beet  to  help  the  slender  store. 
How  mend  the  dweiiinuii,  of  the  poor ; 

How  gain  in  life,  as  lif^  advanoas, 
Vabur  and  charity  more  and  more 
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Come,  Maurice,  oome :  the  lawn  as  yet 
Is  hoar  with  rime,  or  apongy-wet ; 

CrSl.t'l^"  *'"'  ^^}^  oTllarch  has  blossomed, 
Crocus,  anemone,  violet. 

Or  later,  pay  one  visit  here. 

For  those  are  few  we  hold  as  dear ; 

«or  pav  but  one,  but  oome  for  many. 
Many  and  many  a  happy  year. 

January,  1864.  ^^'"'  ^^"  Tbnxyson. 


a.  L.  V. 


369.    THE  INVITATION 

To  Tom  Huohis 

Com  away  with  me,  Tom, 
Term  and  talk  are  done ; 
My  poor  lads  are  reaping. 
Busy  every  one. 
Curates  mind  the  parish. 
Sweepers  mind  the  court ; 
We'll  away  to  Snowdon 
For  our  ten  days'  sport : 
Fish  the  Au|(ust  evening 
Till  the  eve  is  past. 
Whoop  •••     boys,  at  pounden 
Fairly  and  grassed. 

When  I  »  to  dimple, 

lainge,  a   _  swerve,  and  leap. 
Then  up  over  Siabod, 
Choose  our  nest,  and  sleep. 
Up  a  thousand  feet,  Tom, 
Round  the  lion's  head. 
Find  soft  stones  to  leeward 
And  make  up  our  bed. 
Eat  cur  bread  and  bacon. 
Smoke  the  pipe  of  peace. 
And,  ere  w    ^  drowsy. 
Give  our  I  _.«  a  grease. 
Homer's  heroes  did  so. 
Why  not  such  as  we  T 
What  are  sheets  and  servants  ? 
Superfluity  i 

Pray  for  wives  and  children 
safe  in  slumber  curled. 
Then  to  chat  till  midniffht 
Oer  this  babbUng  Wwrld- 
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TO  TOM  HUGHES 


Of  the  workmeo's  college. 
Of  the  price  of  grain. 
Of  the  tree  of  knowledge. 
Of  the  chance  of  rain ; 
If  Sir' A.  goes  Romeward, 
If  Miss  B.  aingi  true. 
If  the  fleet  comes  homeward. 
If  the  mare  will  <to,— 
An3^hing  and  eyer3rthing — 
Up  there  in  the  sny 
Angels  understand  us. 
And  no  '  saints '  are  by. 
Down,  and  bathe  at  day-dawn. 
Tramp  from  Uke  to  lal». 
Washing  brain  and  heart  cLan 
Every  step  we  take. 
Leave  to  Robert  Browning 
Beggars,  fleas,  and  vines ; 
Leave  to  mournful  Ruskin 
Popish  Apennines, 
Dirty  Stones  of  Venice 
And  his  Gas-lamps  Seven — 
We've  the  stones  of  Snowdon 
And  the  lamps  of  heaven. 
Where 's  the  mighty  credit 
In  admiring  Alps  T 
Any  goose  sees  *  glory ' 
In  their  *  snowy  walps '. 
Leave  such  signs  and  wonders 
For  the  dullard  brain. 
As  aesthetic  brandy, 
Opum  and  cayenne. 
Give  me  Bramshill  common 
(St  John's  liof  riers  by). 
Or  the  vale  of  Windsor, 
England's  golden  eye. 
Show  me  life  and  progress. 
Beauty,  health,  and  man ; 
Houses  fair,  trim  gardens. 
Turn  where'er  I  can. 
Or,  if  bored  with  '  High  Art  * 
And  such  popish  stuff. 
One's  poor  ears  need  airing, 
Snowdon's  high  enough. 
WhUe  we  find  God's  signet 
Fresh  on  English  ground, 
Why  go  gaUivantiog 
Witn  the  nations  round  f 
Though  we  try  no  ventotM 
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Desperate  or  strange ; 

Feed  on  commonplaces 

In  a  narrow  range ; 

Never  sought  for  Franklin 

Round  the  frozen  C^pes ; 

Even,  with  Macdougall, 

Bagged  our  biace  of  apes ; 

Never  had  our  chance,  Tom, 

In  that  black  Redan  ; 

Can't  avenge  poor  Brereton 

Out  in  Sakarran ; 

Though  we  earn  our  bread,  Tom, 

By  the  dirty  pen. 

What  we  can  we  will  be. 

Honest  Englishmen. 

Do  the  work  that 's  nearest. 

Though  it's  dull  at  whiles. 

Helping,  when  we  meet  them. 

Lame  dogs  over  stiles ; 

See  in  every  hedgerow 

Marks  of  ansels'  feet. 

Epics  in  each  pebble 

Underneath  our  feet ; 

Once  a  year,  like  schoolboys, 

RoUn-Hooding  so, 

leaving  fops  and  fogies 

A  thousand  feet  below. 
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370.    TO  ALFRED  TENNYSON 

I  BNTREAT  vou,  Alfred  Tennyson, 

Come  and  share  my  haunch  of  venuon. 

I  have  too  a  bin  of  claret. 

Good,  but  better  when  you  share  it. 

Though  'tis  only  a  small  bin. 

There 's  a  stock  of  it  within. 

And  as  sure  as  I'm  a  rhymer 

Half  a  butt  of  Rudeshetmer. 

(l)me :  among  the  sons  of  mea  is  one 

Welcomer  than  Alfred  Tennyson  T 

W.  S.  Lanoob. 
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371.    INVITING  A  FRIEND  TO  SUPPER 

To-NioHT,  grave  sir,  both  my  poor  bouse  and  I 

Do  equally  desire  your  company : 

Not  that  we  think  us  worthy  such  a  guest. 

But  that  your  worth  will  dignify  our  feast. 

With  those  that  come ;  whose  grace  may  make  that  seem 

Something,  which  else,  could  hope  for  no  esteem. 

It  is  the  uir  acceptance,  sir,  creates 

The  entertainment  perfect,  not  the  catr". 

Yet  shall  you  have,  to  rectify  your  palate. 

An  olive,  capers,  or  some  bettw  salad 

Ushering  the  mutton,  with  a  short-legged  ben 

If  we  can  get  her,  full  of  eggs,  and  then 

Lemons,  and  wine  for  sauce ;  to  these,  a  coney 

Is  not  to  be  despaired  of  for  our  money ; 

And  though  fowl  now  be  scarce,  yet  there  are  clerks. 

The  sky  not  falling,  think  we  may  have  larks. 

I'll  tell  you  of  more,  and  lie,  so  vou  will  come : 

Of  partridge,  pheasant,  woodcock,  of  which  some 

May  yet  be  there ;  and  godwit  if  we  can, 

Knat,  rail  and  ruff  too.    Howsoe'er,  my  man 

Shall  read  a  piece  of  Virgil,  Tacitus, 

Livy,  or  of  some  better  book  to  us. 

Of  which  we'll  speak  our  minds,  amidst  our  meat 

And  I'll  profess  no  verses  to  repeat : 

To  this  if  aught  appear,  which  I  not  know  of. 

That  will  the  pastry,  not  the  paper,  show  of. 

Digestive  cheese  and  fruit  there  sure  will  be, 

But  that  which  most  deth  take  my  Muse  and  me. 

Is  a  pure  cup  of  rich  Canary  wine. 

Which  is  the  Mermaid's  now,  but  shall  be  mine : 

Of  which  had  Horace  or  Anacreon  tasted. 

Their  lives,  as  do  their  lines,  till  now  had  lasted. 

Tobacco,  nectar,  or  the  Thespian  spring. 

Are  all  but  Luther's  beer,  to  this  I  sing. 

Of  this  we  will  sup  free,  but  moderately. 

And  we  will  have  no  Pooly  or  Parrot  by  ; 

Nor  shall  our  cups  make  any  guilty  men 

But,  at  our  parting,  we  will  be  as  when 

We  innocently  met.    No  simple  word. 

That  shall  be  uttered  at  our  mirthful  board. 

Shall  make  us  sad  next  morning  ;  or  affright 

The  liberty  that  we'll  enjoy  to-night. 

Bus.  JONSOK. 
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372.    AN  ODE  FOR  BEN  JONSON 

Ah  Ben  ! 
Say  how,  or  when 
Shall  we,  thy  guests. 
Meet  at  those  lyric  feasts. 

Made  at  the  Sun, 
The  Dog,  the  Triple  Tun ; 
Where  we  such  clusters  had. 
As  made  us  noblv  wild,  not  mad  T 

And  yet  each  verse  of  thine 
Out-did  the  meat,  out-did  the  frolic  wine. 

My  Ben ! 
Or  come  agen. 
Or  send  to  us 
Thy  wit's  great  over-plus  ; 

But  teach  us  yet 
Wisely  to  husband  it. 
Lest  we  that  talent  spend  ; 
And  having  once  brought  to  an  end 
That  precious  stock,  the  store 
Of  such  a  wit  the  world  should  have  no  more. 

R.  Hbbrick, 


373.    TO  HIS  PECULIAR  FRIEND,  MR.  JOHN  WICKS 

SiNCB  shed  or  cottage  I  have  none, 

I  sing  the  more  that  thou  hast  one. 

To  whose  glad  threshold  and  free  door 

I  may  a  poet  come,  though  pour. 

And  eat  with  thee  a  savoury  bit. 

Paying  but  common  thanks  for  it. 

Yet  should  I  chance,  my  Wicks,  to  see 

An  over-leaven  look  in  thee. 

To  sour  the  bread,  and  turn  the  beer 

To  an  exalted  vinegar  ; 

Or  shouldst  thou  prize  me  as  a  dish 

Of  thrice  boiled  worts,  or  third  day's  fish, 

I'd  rather  hungry  go  and  come 

Than  to  thy  house  be  burdensome : 

Yet  in  my  depth  of  grief  I'd  be 

One  that  should  drop  his  beads  fur  thee. 

R.   HCRRTCK. 
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374.    THE  HAUNCH  OF  VENISON 

A  PosncAL  Epistls  to  Lord  Clare 

Thanks,  my  Lord,  for  your  venison,  for  finer  or  fatter 

Never  ranged  in  a  forest,  or  smoked  in  a  platter ; 

The  bauncn  was  a  picture  for  painters  to  study, 

Tiie  fat  was  so  white,  and  the  lean  was  so  ruddy. 

Though  my  stomach  was  sharp,  I  could  scarce  help  regretting 

To  spoil  such  a  delicate  picture  by  eating ; 

I  had  thoughts,  in  my  chambers,  to  place  it  in  view. 

To  be  shown  to  my  friends  as  a  piece  of  virtu ; 

As  in  some  Irish  houses,  where  tilings  are  so  so. 

One  gammon  of  bacon  hangs  up  for  a  show : 

But  for  eating  a  rasher  of  what  they  take  pride  in. 

They'd  as  soon  think  of  eating  the  pan  it  is  fried  in. 

But  hold— let  me  pause — Don't  I  hear  you  pronounce 

This  tale  of  the  ba!con  a  damnable  bounce  ? 

Well,  suppose  it  a  bounce — sure  a  poet  may  try. 

By  a  bounce  now  and  then,  to  get  courage  to  fly. 

But,  my  Lord,  it 's  no  bounce :  I  protest  in  my  turn. 
It 's  a  truth— and  your  Lordship  may  ask  Mr.  Byrne. 
To  go  on  with  my  tale— as  I  gazed  on  the  haunch, 
I  thought  of  a  friend  that  was  trusty  and  staunch ; 
So  I  cut  it,  and  sent  it  to  Reynolds  undressed. 
To  paint  it,  or  eat  it,  just  as  he  liked  best. 
Of  the  neck  and  the  breast  I  had  next  to  dispose  ; 
'Twas  a  neck  and  a  breast— that  might  rival  M— r— 's  : 
But  in  parting  with  these  I  was  puzzled  again. 
With  the  how,  and  the  who,  and  the  where,  and  the  when. 
There 's  H— d,  and  C— y,  and  H— rth,  and  H— fif, 
I  think  they  love  venison— I  know  they  love  beef ; 
There  's  my  countryman  H— gg— ns— Oh  !  let  him  alone. 
For  making  a  blunder,  or  picking  a  bone. 
But  hang  it — to  poets  who  seldom  can  eat, 
Your  very  good  mutfx}n  's  a  very  good  treat ; 
Such  dainties  to  them,  their  health  it  might  hurt. 
It 's  like  sending  them  ruffles,  when  wanting  a  shirt 
While  thus  I  debated,  in  reverie  centred, 
An  acquaintance,  a  friend  as  he  called  himself,  entered  ; 
An  under-bred,  fine-spoken  fellow  was  he. 
And  he  smiled  as  he  looked  at  the  venison  and  me. 
'What  have  we  got  here  T— Why,  this  is  good  eating  ! 
Your  own,  I  suppose— or  is  it  in  waiting  T  ' 
'  Why,  wliose  should  it  be  ?  '  cried  I  with  a  flounce, 
'  I  get  these  things  often  ; ' — but  that  was  a  bounce : 
*  Some  lords,  my  acquaintance,  that  settle  the  nation. 
Are  pleased  to  be  kind— but  I  hate  ostentation.' 


THE  HAUNCH  OF  VENISON 

•  Tt*  ^  'i**  J*,**  '***  *"®'  ***®°''  '*•«*'  •**»  ^«'y  8»y» 

I  m  glad  I  have  taken  this  house  in  my  way. 
To-morrow  you  take  a  poor  dinner  with  me ; 
No  words— I  insist  on 't— precisely  at  three: 
We  U  have  Johnson,  and  Burke ;  all  the  wits  will  be  there : 
My  aoqoaintanoe  is  slight,  or  I'd  ask  my  Lord  Clare. 
And  now  that  I  think  on't,  as  I  am  a  sinner  ! 
1^  wanted  this  venison  to  make  out  the  dinner. 
Wtot  wy  you— a  nasty  t  it  shall,  and  it  must. 
And  my  wife,  litt     Kitty,  is  famous  for  crust. 
Here,  porter !-  -ti     venison  with  me  to  Alile-end ; 
No  stirring— I  be^     my  dear  friend— my  dear  friend  ! ' 
Thus  snatching  his  hat,  he  brushed  ofiF  Uke  the  wind. 
And  the  porter  and  eatables  followed  behind. 

I*ft  alone  to  reflect,  having  emptied  my  shelf. 

And  nobody  with  me  at  sea  but  myself ' ; 

"louffh  I  could  not  help  thinking  my  gentleman  hasty, 
jfet  Johnson,  and  Burke,  and  a  good  venison  pasty. 
Were  things  that  I  never  disliked  in  my  life. 
Though  clogged  with  a  coxcomb,  and  Kitty  his  wife. 
So  next  day,  in  due  splendour  to  make  my  approach, 
1  drove  to  his  door  in  my  own  hackney  coach. 

When  come  to  the  place  where  we  all  were  to  dine, 
(A  chair-lumbered  closet  just  twelve  feet  by  nine :) 
My  friend  bade  me  welcome,  but  struck  me  quite  dumb. 
With  tidmgs  that  Johnson  and  Burke  would  not  come : 

For  I  knew  it,'  he  cried,  *  both  eternally  fail. 
The  one  with  his  speeches,  and  t'other  with  Thrale ; 
But  n«  matter,  I'll  warrant  we'll  make  up  the  party 
With  two  full  as  clever,  and  ten  times  as  hearty. 
The  one  is  a  Scotdiman,  the  other  a  Jew, 
They're  both  of  them  merry  and  authors  like  you ; 
The  one  writes  the  Snarler,  the  other  the  Scourge ; 
Some  think  he  writes  Cinna—he  owns  to  Panurge ' 
While  thus  he  described  them  by  trade,  and  by  name, 
They  entered,  and  dinner  was  served  as  they  came. 

At  the  top  a  fried  liver  and  bacon  were  seen. 
At  the  bottom  was  tripe  in  a  swinging  tureen  ; 
At  the  sides  there  was  spinach  and  pudding  made  hot ; 
In  the  middle  a  place  where  the  pasty— was  not. 
Now,  my  Lord,  as  for  tripe,  it 's  my  utter  aversion. 
And  your  bacon  I  hate  like  a  Turk  or  a  Persian ; 
»>  there  I  sat  stuck,  like  a  horse  in  a  pound. 
While  the  bacon  and  liver  went  merrily  round. 
But  what  vexed  me  most  was  that  d— 'd  Scottish  rogue. 
With  his  long-winded  speeches,  his  smiles  and  his  brogue. 
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And,  *  Madam,'  quoth  he,  *  may  this  bit  be  my  poison, 
A  prettier  dinner  I  never  set  eyes  on ; 
Pray  a  slice  of  your  iiver,  though  may  I  be  cursed. 
But  I've  eat  of  your  tripe  till  I  m  ready  to  burst.' 

*  The  teipe,'  quoth  the  Jew,  with  his  chocolate  cheek, 
'  I  could  dine  on  this  tripe  seven  days  in  the  week : 

I  like  these  here  dinners  so  pretty  and  small ; 

But  your  friend  there,  the  Doctor,  eate  nothing  at  all.' 

*  O — Oh  ! '  quoth  my  friend,  '  he'll  come  on  in  a  trice, 
He  *s  keeping  a  corner  for  something  that  'a  nice : 
There 's  a  pasty ' — *  A  pasty  ! '  repeated  the  Jew, 

'  I  don't  care  if  I  keep  a  corner  for 't  too.' 

*  What  the  de'il,  mon,  a  pasty  ! '  re-echoed  the  Scot, 
'  Though  splitting,  I'll  still  keep  a  comer  for  thot.' 

'  We'll  alli  keep  a  corner,'  the  lady  cried  out ; 

'  We'll  all  keep  a  comer,'  was  echoed  about. 

While  thus  we  resolved,  and  the  pasty  delayed. 

With  looks  that  quite  petrified,  entered  the  maid ; 

A  visage  so  sad,  and  so  pale  with  afihright. 

Waked  Priam  in  drawing  his  curtains  by  night. 

But  we  quickly  found  out,  for  who  could  mistake  her  ? 

That  she  came  with  some  terrible  news  from  the  baker : 

And  so  U  fell  out,  for  that  negligent  sloven 

Had  sb>:'  -  ut  the  pasty  on  shutting  his  oven. 

Sad  i:^hJ  ruel  thus — but  let  similes  drop — 

And  now  that  I  think  on  't,  the  story  may  stop. 

To  be  pla^n,  my  good  Lord,  it 's  but  labour  misplaced 

To  send  such  good  verses  to  one  of  your  taste ; 

You've  got  an  odd  something — a  kind  of  discerning — 

A  relish — a  taste — sickened  over  by  learning ; 

At  least,  it 's  your  temper,  as  very  well  known. 

That  you  think  very  slightly  of  all  that 's  your  own  : 

So,  perhaps,  in  your  habits  of  thinking  amiss. 

You  may  make  a  mistake,  and  think  slightly  of  this. 

O.  Goldsmith. 
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Of  old,  when  Scarron  his  companions  invited. 

Each  guest  brought  his  dish,  and  the  feast  was  united  ; 

If  our  landlord  supplies  us  with  beef,  and  with  fish. 

Let  each  guest  bring  himself,  and  he  brings  the  best  dish  : 

Our  Dean  shall  be  venison,  just  fresh  from  the  plains ; 

Our  Burke  shall  be  tongue,  with  a  garnish  of  brains ; 

Our  Will  shall  be  wild-fowl,  of  excellent  flavour. 

And  Dick  with  his  pepper  shall  heighten  their  savour : 

Our  Cumberland's  sweet-bread  its  place  shall  obtain. 

And  Douglas  is  pudding,  substn  ntial  and  plain  : 


RETAUATICW 

Our  Garriok '«  a  salad  ;  for  in  bim  we  see 
Oil,  Vinegar,  sugar,  and  saltness  agree : 
To  make  out  the  dinner,  full  certain  I  am, 

?k  *  S-P  *■.  »'»«'«>^y.  •«><*  Reynolds  is  Iamb ; 
That  Mickey  »  a  wpon,  and  by  the  same  rule, 

Magnanimous  Goldsmith  a  gooseberry  fool. 
At  a  dinner  so  various,  at  such  a  repast. 
Who  d  not  be  a  gluttx,n,  and  stick  to  the  last  ? 
Jttere,  waiter  !  more  wine,  let  me  sit  while  I'm  able. 
TUl  all  my  companions  sink  under  the  table : 
Ihen,  with  chaos  and  blunders  encircling  my  head. 
Let  me  ponder,  and  tell  what  I  think  of  theiiead. 

Here  lies  the  good  Dean,  re-united  to  earth, 

rliZ  rj     T°?.  *i**'  ploMaro.  "d  wisdom  with  mirth : 
If  he  had  any  faults,  he  has  left  us  in  doubt. 
At  least,  in  six  weeks,  I  could  not  find  'em  out  ; 
Yet  some  have  declared,  and  it  can't  be  denied  'em, 
Ihat  sly-boots  was  cursedly. cunning  to  hide  'em. 

Here  lies  our  good  Edmund,  whose  genius  was  such. 
We  scarcely  can  praise  it,  or  blame  it  too  much ; 
Who,  born  for  the  Universe,  narrowed  his  mind. 
And  to  party  Rave  up  what  was  meant  for  mankind. 

Ti°^rJ„SS*  ^^^^^  '^"u'^"?'  y«*  "^"^"^S  his  throat 
To  persuade  Tommy  Townshend  to  lend  bim  a  vote ; 

AA\i°°  "l?P/°'  h"  hfMretB.  still  went  on  refining. 
And  thought  of  convincing,  while  they  thought  of  dinina  • 
Though  equal  to  all  things,  for  all  things  unit.  * ' 

Too  mce  for  a  statesman,  too  proud  for  a  wit : 
*or  a  patriot,  too  cool ;  for  a  drudge,  disobedient ; 
And  too  fond  of  the  right  to  pursue  the  expedient. 
T?.lo2   •   J*"  hw  fate,  unemployed,  or  in  place.  Sir, 
To  eat  mutton  cold,  and  cut  blocks  with  a  razor. 

Here  lies  honest  William,  whose  heart  was  a  mint, 
WhJe  the  owner  ne'er  knew  half  the  good  that  waa  in 't : 
The  pupil  of  impulse,  it  forced  him  along. 
His  conduct  still  right,  with  his  argument  wrong ; 
btUl  aiming  at  honour,  yet  fearing  to  roam, 
The  coachman  was  tipsy,  the  chariot  drove  home ; 
Would  you  ask  for  his  merita  ?  alas  !  he  had  none ; 
What  was  good  was  spontaneous,  his  faults  were  his  own. 

Here  lies  honojt  Richard,  whose  fate  I  must  sigh  at : 
Alas,  that  such  frolic  should  now  be  so  quiet ! 
What  spints  were  his  !  what  wit  and  what  whim  ' 
^ow  breaking  a  jest,  and  now  breaking  a  limb : 
«ow  wrangling  and  grumbling  to  keep  up  the  baU. 
Wow  teasing  and  vexing,  yet  laughing  at  all ! 

l3 
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In  short,  ao  provoking  a  devU  wm  Diok, 

That  we  wiabed  him  foil  t«n  tfanes  a  day  at  Old  Niok ; 

But,  miasing  hia  mirth  and  agreeable  vdn. 

As  often  we  wished  to  have  Diok  back  again. 

Here  Cumberland  Ues,  having  acted  bis  parts. 
The  Terence  of  England,  the  mender  of  hearts ; 
A  flattering  painter,  who  made  it  his  care 
To  draw  men  as  they  ought  to  be,  not  as  they  are. 
His  gallants  are  all  nultless,  his  women  divine. 
And  comedy  wonders  at  being  so  fine ; 
like  A  tragedy  queen  be  has  dizened  her  out. 
Or  rather  like  tragedy  nving  a  rout. 
His  fools  have  their  follies  so  lost  in  a  crowd 
Of  virtues  and  feelings,  that  folly  grows  proud ; 
And  coxcombs,  alike  in  their  failings  alone. 
Adopting  his  portraits,  are  pleased  with  their  own. 
Say,  where  has  our  poet  this  malady  caught  ? 
Or,  wherefore  his  characters  thus  without  fault  ? 
Say,  was  it  that  vainly  directing  his  view 
To  find  out  men's  virtues,  and  finding  them  few. 
Quite  sick  of  pursuing  each  troublesome  elf. 
He  grew  lazy  at  last,  and  drew  from  himself  ? 

Here  Douglas  retires,  from  his  toils  to  relax. 
The  8Cour(«9  of  impostors,  the  terror  of  quacks : 
Ck>me,  all  ye  quack  bards,  and  ye  quacking  divines. 
Coma,  and  dance  on  the  spot  where  your  tyrant  reclines : 
When  Satire  and  Censure  encircled  his  throne, 
I  feared  for  your  safety,  I  feared  for  my  own ; 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  we  want  a  detector. 
Our  Dodds  shall  be  pious,  our  Kenricks  shall  lecture ; 
Macpherson  write  bombast,  and  call  it  a  atyie. 
Our  Townshend  make  speeches,  and  I  shall  compile  ; 
New  Lauders  and  Bowers  the  Tweed  shall  cross  over. 
No  countryman  living  their  tricks  to  discover ; 
Detection  her  taper  shall  quench  to  a  spark, 
And  Scotchman  meet  Scotchman,  and  cheat  in  the  dark. 

Here  lies  David  Garrick,  describe  me,  who  can. 
An  abridgement  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in  man  ; 
As  an  actor,  confessed  without  rival  to  shine : 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line : 
Yet,  with  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent  heart. 
The  man  had  his  failings,  a  dupe  to  his  art. 
Like  an  ill-judging  beauty,  his  colours  he  spread. 
And  beplastered  with  rouge  his  own  natural  red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affecting  ; 
'Twas  only  that  when  he  was  off  he  was  acting. 
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With  no  reaaon  on  earth  to  so  out  of  his  wav 
Though  secure  of  our  heart.,  yet  oonfoundAy  sick 

St  r*i,°*  ^  l'^'^'  "  a  huntsman  h^  p^k 

^P^JeTn^^Zu^*  P'T^  ''•„~"^*»  whKle'them  back. 

AnI  thf  ™.?T  glutton,  he  swallowed  what  came. 

And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fame 

^1  his  rehsh  grown  callous,  almost  to  dis««^   ' 

But  I«^PP!!r  *'!!..^'8hest  was  suresVtoXSe 

But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  iSnd 

If  dunces  applauded,  he  paiTthem  in  Wnd 

Ye  Kemcks.  ye  Kellys.  ^  Wo^Sls  Jfirave 

S^'cu/STrJ^rre^S  t^  1^°"  «f  ""'^^  «-«  ' 

om  peace  to  his  spmt,  wherever  it  flies. 
Th^  "  ?°  *??"''  ""d  °^'  with  the  skies  : 

Perhaps  you  may  ask  if  the  man  was  a  miser  ' 
I  answer,  no,  no.  for  he  always  was  wke?^  ' 
To«  courteous  perhaps,  or  offigi^Iy  E'? 

?eXK'SifiSLf^°'*  »«»««  hS  of  that  : 
remaps  he  confided  m  men  as  thev  ao 
And  so  was  too  foolishly  honest  ?    Ah'no  ' 

Hjs  pencU  was  striking,  resistless,  and  grand  ■ 

Sni  "^""r  .^«™  8«°*'«'  complying,  and  bland  • 
Still  born  to  improve  us  in  every  pirt.  * 

His  pencil  our  faces,  his  mannere  our  heart  • 

0.  Goldsmith. 
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CSKBisnus  k  here ; 
Winds  whiatle  thrill, 
loyMMlohill, 
LittieoMe  we: 
little  we  feM 
Weather  without. 
Sheltered  about 
The  Mahogany  IVee. 

Commoner  greene. 
Ivy  and  oau, 
Poeta,  in  jokes, 
EUi^,  do  ye  see  7 
Qood  frilows'  shins 
Here,  boys,  are  fotu;  I, 
Twisting  around 
The  Mahogany  Ihee. 

Onoe  on  the  boughs. 
Birds  of  rare  plume 
Sang,  in  its  bloom ; 
Nigbt-Urds  are  we : 
Hare  we  carouse, 
Knging,  like  them. 
Perched  round  the  stem 
Of  the  jolly  old  tree. 

Here  let  us  sport. 
Boys,  as  we  kit ; 
Laughter  and  wit 
Flashing  so  free. 
Life  is  but  short— 
When  we  arc  gone. 
Let  them  sing  on. 
Round  the  old  tree. 

.  Evenings  we  knew, 
Happy  as  this ; 
Faces  we  miss. 
Pleasant  to  see. 
Kind  hearts  and  true. 
Gentle  and  just, 
Peaee  to  your  dust  I 
We  sing  round  the  tree. 
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Care,  like  •  dno. 
Larks  »t  the  gate : 
Let  the  dog  wait ; 
Happy  we'll  be  I 
Drins  every  one ; 
Fife  up  the  coals. 
Fill  the  red  bowls. 
Round   he  oki  tree  I 

Drain  we  the  cap. — 
Friend,  art  afraid  ? 
Spirits  are  laki 
In  tile  Red  Sea. 
Hantle  it  op ; 
Empty  it  yet ; 
Let  OS  forget. 
Round  the  old  tree. 

Sorrows,  begone  I 
Life  and  its  UIs, 
Duns  and  their  bills, 
BM  we  to  flee. 
Cume  with  the  dawn, 
Blne^Til  sprite. 
Leave  us  to  nkht. 
Round  the  old  trae. 
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377.    AD  MINISTRAM 
DiUE  Lucy,  you  know  what  my  wish  is,-- 

I  bate  all  your  Frenchified  fuss : 
Your  silly  entr^  and  made  dishes 

Were  never  intended  for  us. 
No  footman  in  lace  and  in  rulSes 

Need  dangle  behind  my  armchair : 
And  never  mind  seeking  for  truffles. 

Although  they  be  ever  so  rare. 

But  a  plain  leg  of  mutton,  my  Lucy, 

I  prithee  get  ready  at  thrae  : 
Have  it  nuoking,  and  tender  and  juicy. 

And  what  better  meat  can  there  be  ? 
And  when  it  has  feasted  the  master. 

Twill  am^y  suffice  far  the  maid  j 
Meanwhile  t  wUI  smoke  my  oanaster. 

And  Upple  my  ale  in  the  shade. 

W.  if.  Thacbsbat 
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378.    OLD  STYLE 

A1TBBUU8,  Sire  of  Hat^Denes  ! 
Thee  thy  old  friend  Catollua  bleases. 
And  aenda  thee  six  fine  wsterctenes. 
There  are  who  woukl  not  thinic  me  quite 
(Unless  we  were  old  friends)  polite 
To  mention  whom  you  should  invite. 
Look  at  them  well ;  and  turn  it  o'er 
In  your  own  mind  ...  I'd  have  but  four 
Lucullus,  Caesar,  and  two  more. 


W.  S.  Laivsob. 


379.    HANS  BREITMANN'S  BARTY 

Hans  Bbkitmank  gif  a  barty  ; 

Dey  hat  biano-buyin', 
I  felled  in  luf  mit  a  'Merican  frao. 

Her  name  vas  Madilda  Yane. 
She  hat  haar  ash  prown  ash  a  pretxel. 

Her  eyes  vas  himmel-plue, 
Und  Ten  dey  looket  indo  mine, 

Dey  shfriit  mine  heart  in  doo. 

Hans  Brettmann  gif  a  barty, 

I  vent  dere,  ]rou*ll  be  pound ; 
I  valtz't  mit  Madilda  Yane, 

Und  vent  shpinnen'  ronndt  und  roundt. 
Der  pootiest  Iraulein  in  der  hause, 

She  vayed  'pout  doo  hoondred  poundt, 
Und  efery  dime  she  df  a  shoomp 

She  make  der  vinctors  sound. 

Hans  Breitmann  gif  a  barty, 

I  delb  you,  it  oosht  him  dear ; 
Dvy  rolled  in  more  ash  sefen  kecks 

Of  foost-rate  lager-peor. 
Und  venefer  dey  Imooks  der  sphioket  in 

Der  Deutflohen  gife  a  cheer. 
I  dinks  dat  so  vine  a  barty 

Nefer  000m  to  a  het  dis  year. 

Hans  Breitmann  gif  a  barty  ; 

Dere  all  vash  Souse  undt  Brouse, 
Yen  der  sooper  oomed  in,  de  gompany 

Did  make  demwlb  to  house ; 
Dey  ate  das  Arot  und  Gensy-broost, 

Der  Bralwurst  urd  Braten  vine, 
Undt  vash  der  Abendessen  down 

Mit  vour  parreb  ov  Neokarwein. 


HANS  BREITBIANN'S  BARTY 

Hans  Breitmann  gif  a  barty ; 

Ve  all  cot  trooDK  ash  big^ 
I  poot  mine  moot' to  a  parrel  of  peer 

Undt  emptied  it  oop  mit  a  achwigs ; 
Und  den  I  giased  Madilda  Yane 

Und  she  schlog  me  on  der  kop, 
Und  der  gompany  Tishted  mit  daple-lecks 

Dill  der  coonshtable  mate  oos  sntop. 

Hans  Breitmann  gif  a  barty — 

Vhere  ish  dat  barty  now  ? 
Vhere  ish  der  lofly  oolden  gloud 

Dat  float  on  doc  moundain'a  prow  ? 
Vbere  ish  de  himmdstrahlende  stern — 

De  shtar  of  de  sbpirit's  light  ? 
All  Koned  afay  mit  der  lagw>peer— 

Any  in  de  ewigkeit ! 
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380.    STELLA'S  BIRTHDAY.  1718 

Stslla  this  day  is  thirty-fonr, 

iWe  shan't  dispate  a  year  or  more :) 
iowever,  Stdb,  be  not  teoubled ; 
Although  thy  mm  and  years  are  doubled 
Since  first  I  saw  thee  at  sixteen. 
The  brightest  virgin  on  the  green ; 
So  little  is  thy  form  declined ; 
Made  up  so  largely  in  thy  mind. 

O,  woukl  it  please  the  gods  to  split 
Thy  beauty,  sue,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
Mo  age  could  f  uraish  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  so  graceful,  wise,  and  fair  ; 
With  half  the  lustre  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  size. 
And  tlwn,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  should  I  beg  ofgentle  fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  swain) 
Td  split  my  worsCup  too  in  twain. 


J.  Swirr. 


ao4 


381.    STELLA'S  BIRTHDAY,  1720 

All  tnTellras  at  first  incline 

Where'er  they  see  the  fairest  sign ; 

And,  if  they  find  the  chMmber  ne»t» 

And  like  tlw  liquor  and  the  me%t. 

Will  oall  anin,  and  reoommend 

The  Angel  Inn  to  evwy  friend. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decayed. 

The  House  will  never  lose  its  trade : 

Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster,  Thonuu, 

Hangi  a  new  angel  two  doors  from  as. 

As  fine  as  daubers  hands  can  make  it. 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it, 

We  tlunk  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel  Inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  case  in  fact; 
An  angel's  face,  a  littto  cracked ; 
(Could  poets,  or  ooati  paintws  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-six :) 
This  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  an  angel's  mind ; 
And  eveqr  virtue  now  supplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  lev^  crowding  swains. 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense, 
And  puts  them  but  to  small  expense ; 
Their  mind  so  plentifully  fills. 
And  makes  such  reasonable  bills. 
So  littk  gets  for  what  she  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  she  Uves  ! 
And  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 
She  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place. 
When  Doll  hanm  out  a  newer  face ; 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Chkw's  Head, 
With  scraps  and  leaving!  to  be  fed  7 

Then,  Chloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-six,  and  thirty-mght ; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandal-picking. 
Your  hinU,  that  Stella  is  no  chicken ; 
Your  innuendoes,  when  you  tell  us 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows : 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  sonl  should  grieve ; 


S1«ELLA'S  BIRTHDAY 

That  should  yott  live  to  Me  the  day 
When  Stella's  looks  must  all  be  grey. 
When  age  must  print  a  'urrowedtraoe 
On  every  feature  of  her  faoe ; 
That  you,  and  all  your  sensekes  tribe. 
Could  wt,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe 
To  make  yon  look  Uke  beauty's  queen. 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 
Mo  bloom  of  youth  ean  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind ; 
All  men  of  sense  will  pass  your  door. 
And  crowd  to  Stdla's  at  four  score. 
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J.  SWIR. 


882.    STELLA'S  BIRTHDAY,  1724 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nym^  decays. 
We  say,  die 's  past  her  dancing  days ; 
So  jwets  lose  their  feet  by  time. 
And  can  no  Imiger  duice  in  rhyme. 
Your  aunual  bud  tad  ratiwr  chose 
To  celebrate  vour  birth  in  prose  : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country  dance. 
Call  the  okl  housekeeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hook^ 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books. 
Hist  Stella  may  avoid  diaarace. 
Once  more  the  Dean  supplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  sad  a  truth  ! 
Have  always  been  confined  to  youth ; 
The  god  of  wit,  and  beauty's  queen, 
He  twenty-one,  and  she  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  sweetly  suns, 
Unless  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  young ; 
Nor  ever  nymj^  inspired  to  rhyme. 
Unless,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-six,  if  this  be  true. 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  jrou  T 
Or,  at  ihe  age  of  forty-three. 
Are  you  a  subject  fit  for  me  ? 
Adipu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes. 
You  must  be  |[rave,  and  I  be  wise. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  wouM  oppose  t 
But  I'll  be  still  your  friend  in  prose ; 
Esteem  and  friendship  to  ezpnss, 
Will  not  require  poetic  dress ; 


aioe  STELLA'S  BIRTHDAY 

And,  if  the  Mnae  d«oy  her  aid 

To  have  tiiem  sang,  they  may  be  aaid. 

Bat,  Stella,  say,  what  evil  t<Migtie 
Reports  yoa  are  no  kwger  yoang ; 
That  Time  sits,  with  his  seythe  to  mow 
Where  errt  sat  Capid  with  his  bow ; 
That  half  your  loen  are  turned  to  grey  T 
I'll  ne'er  belieTe  a  word  they  say. 
*T!s  tme,  but  let  it  not  be  Iniown, 
My  eyes  are  somewhat  dimmuh  grown : 
Fot  Nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  Tour  decay  m&pU  my  si^t ; 
And  wrinkles  undktinguiahM  pass. 
For  I'm  adiamed  to  use  a  glsas ; 
And  till  I  see  them  witli  these  eyes, 
WhoevMr  says  ycm  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  iuid  virtue,  sense  and  wit ; 
Thus  yon  may  stiU  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  hear  thaa  see. 
O  ne'er  may  Fortune  show  her  spite. 
To  make  me  deaf  and  mend  my  sight. 


J.  Swift. 


S83.    STELLA'S  BIRTHDAY,  1726 

This  day,  whate'w  the  Fates  decree. 
Shall  stul  be  kept  with  joy  by  me : 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told 
That  vou  are  sick,  and  I  grown  old ; 
Nor  think  on  our  approaching  ills, 
And  talk  of  sjpeotacies  and  pins : 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  such  mortifying  stufif. 
Yet,  since  from  reason  may  be  brought 
A  better  and  more  pleasing  thought. 
Which  can  in  spite  of  all  (ucays 
Support  a  few  remaining  days. 
From  not  the  gravest  of  divines 
Accept  for  once  some  serious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Ix>ng  schemes  of  life,  as  heretofore ; 
Vet  you.  while  time  is  running  fast. 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  past. 

Were  future  happiness  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain. 
As  atheists  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  proselytes  for  vice 
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(The  only  comfort  they  propose. 
To  have  companioiis  in  their  woes). 
Grant  this  the  case ;  yet  sure  'tis  hard 
That  virtue,  styled  ite  own  reward 
And  by  all  sages  understood 
To  be  the  chtet  of  human  good. 
Should  acting  die,  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lasting  pleasure  in  the  mind. 
Which,  by  remembrance,  will  assuage 
Grief,  sickness,  poverty,  and  age ; 
And  strongly  shoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  shine  t£rou|^  life's  declining  part. 

Say,  Stella,  feel  you  no  content. 
Reflecting  on  a  life  well  spent  T 
Your  skilful  hand  emp^yed  to  save 
Despairing  wretdies.  htm  tin  grave ; 
And  then  supporting,  with  vour  store 
Those  whom  you  dragged  from  death  before ; 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits. 
Preserving  what  it  first  creates : 
Your  generous  boklness  to  def«id 
An  innocmit  and  absent  friend ; 
That  cf^urage  which  can  make  you  just 
To  merit  humbled  in  the  dust ; 
The  detestaticm  you  express 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  dress ; 
That  patience  under  torturing  pain. 
Where  stubborn  stoics  woukl  complain : 
Must  these  like  empty  shadows  pass, 
Or  forms  reflected  nrom  a  glass  ? 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind. 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  marics  behind  ? 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  T 
And,  had  it  not  been  still  supplied. 
It  must  a  thousand  timrs  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reason  ct  i  maintain 
That  no  effects  of  food  remain  f 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 
The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind ; 
Uphekl  by  each  good  action  past, 
And  still  continued  by  the  last  ? 
Then  who  with  reasoa  can  pretend 
That  all  effects  of  virtue  end  7 
Believe  me,  Stella,  when  you  show 
That  true  contempt  for  ttkings  below. 
Nor  prize  your  life  for  other  ends 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friendM  ; 
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Yoar  former  aotknui  claim  their  part. 
And  join  to  fortify  yoar  heart. 
For  virtue  in  her  dail?  race, 
Lilra  Jantw,  beam  a  douUe  face ; 
Loolu  bacic  with  joy  ndiere  she  haa  gone. 
And  therefore  goes  with  ooorage  on. 
She  at  yoar  sickly  coach  will  wait. 
And  giude  yoa  to  a  better  state. 

O  wen,  whatever  Heaven  intends. 
Take  pity  on  ^oor  pitying  friends ! 
Not  let  yoar  lib  affect  yoar  mind. 
To  fancy  they  can  be  ankind. 
Me,  sarelv  me,  yoa  oaght  to  spare. 
Who  glacUy  woald  yoar  suffering  share. 
Or  sive  my^  scrap  of  life  to  yoa. 
And  Uiink  it  far  beneath  yoar  dae ; 
Toa,  to  whose  care  so  oft  I  owe 
That  I'm  alive  to  tell  yoa  so. 


J.  Swift. 


384.    TO  MRS.  MARTHA  BLOUNT 

Sent  on  bsb  Bibthdat 

0  BB  thou  blest  with  all  that  Heaven  can  send. 

Long  health,  long  youth,  long  pleasure  and  a  friend  t 

Not  with  those  toys  the  female  race  admire. 

Riches  that  vex,  and  vanities  that  tire. 

Not  as  the  world  its  pettv  slaves  rewards, 

A  youth  of  frolics,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 

Fair  to  no  purpocjie,  artful  to  no  end ; 

Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend  ; 

A  fop  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 

Alive,  ridiculous, — and  dead,  roigot ! 

Let  joy  or  ease,  let  affluence  or  content. 
And  the  gay  conscience  of  a  life  well  spent. 
Calm  every  thought,  inspirit  every  grace. 
Glow  in  thy  heart  and  smile  upon  thy  face ; 
Let  day  improve  on  day,  and  year  on  year. 
Without  a  pain,  a  trouble,  or  a  fear ; 
1^1  death  unfelt  that  tender  frame  destroy. 
In  some  soft  dream,  or  ecstasy  of  joy ; 
Peaceful  sleep  out  the  Sabbath  of  the  tomb. 
And  wake  to  raptures  in  a  life  to  come. 


A.  Fopa 
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885.    TO  MR.  THOMAS  SOUTHERNE 

Oh  HI8  BtBTHDAY,  1742 

Rbsionsd  to  live,  prepared  to  die. 

With  not  one  sin, — bat  poetry. 

This  day  Tom's  fair  aoooont  has  run 

(Without  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 

Kind  Boyle,  before  Us  poet,  lays 

A  table,  with  a  oloth  of  bays ; 

And  Ireland,  mother  of  sweet  singers, 

Fresents  her  harp  still  to  his  fingers. 

The  feast  his  towering  genius  marks 

In  yonder  wild  goose  and  the  larks  ! 

The  mushrooms  show  his  wit  was  sudden  1 

And  for  his  judgement,  lo,  a  pudden ! 

Roast  beef,  though  old,  proclaims  him  stout. 

And  grace,  althoush  a  bard,  devout. 

May  Tom,  whom  Heaven  sent  down  to  raise 

The  price  of  prologues  and  of  plays. 

Be  every  birthday  more  a  winner. 

Digest  bis  thirty-thousandth  dinner; 

Walk  to  his  grave  without  reproach. 

And  scorn  a  rascal  and  a  coach. 


A.  Pope. 


e.    TO  MRS.  THRALE  ON  HER  COMPLETING  HER 
THIRTY-FIFTH  YEAR 

OiT  in  danger,  yet  alive. 
We  are  come  to  thirty-fivo  ; 
Long  may  better  years  arrive. 
Better  years  than  thirty-five  ! 
Could  philosophers  contrive 
Life  to  stop  at  thirty-five, 
Time  his  hours  should  never  drive 
O'er  the  bounds  of  thirty-five. 
High  to  soar  and  deep  to  dive. 
Nature  gives  at  thirty-five. 
Ladies,  stock  and  tend  your  hive. 
Trifle  not  at  thirty-five*; 
For,  howe'er  we  boast  and  strive, 
life  declines  from  thirty-five. 
He  that  ever  hopes  to  thrive 
Must  begin  by  tbirty-five  ; 
And  all  who  wisely  wish  to  wive 
Must  look  on  Tbralo  at  thirty-five. 

S.  JoHirsoir. 


310 


387.    ROSFS  BIRTHDAY 

Tbll  me,  pervme  young  ye«r  I 
Why  k  the  morn  so  drear  ? 

Is  there  no  flower  to  twine  ? 
Aw»y,  thou  ohurl,  away ! 
'Tia  RoM'a  natal  day. 

Reserve  thy  frowns  for  mine. 


388.     A  BIRTHDAY 


W.  S.  Lanoob. 


My  heart  is  like  a  singing  bird 

Whose  nest  is  in  a  watered  shoot ; 
Myheart  in  like  an  apple-tree 

Whose  boiuths  are  bent  with  thickset  fruit ; 
My  heart  is  like  a  rainbow  shdl 

That  paddles  in  a  halcyon  sea ; 
My  heart  is  gladdw  than  all  these. 

Because  my  love  is  come  to  me. 

Raise  me  a  dais  of  silk  and  down ; 

Hang  it  with  vair  and  purple  dyes ; 
Carve  it  in  doves,  and  pomegranates. 

And  peacocks  with  a  hundred  eyes ; 
Work  it  in  gold  and  silver  grapes. 

In  leaves,  and  silver  fleurs-de-lys ; 
Because  the  birthday  of  my  life 

Is  come,  my  love  is  come  to  me. 


C.    G.   ROSSETTI. 


389.    IMPROVEMENT  IN  THE  FORTIES 
I  lATSLT  thought  no  man  alive 
Could  e'er  improve  past  forty-five. 

And  ventured  to  assert  it 
The  observation  was  not  new. 
But  seemed  to  me  so  just  and  true 
That  none  could  controvert  it. 

'  No,  sir,'  said  Johnson, '  'tis  not  so  ; 
'Tis  your  mistaite,  and  I  can  show 

An  instance,  if  you  doubt  it. 
Yc>     who  perhaps  are  forty-eight, 
Ma^  dtill  improve,  'tis  not  too  late ; 

I  wish  you'd  set  about  it.' 

Encouraoed  thus  to  mend  mv  faults, 
I  turned  nis  counsel  in  my  thoughts 
Which  way  I  could  apply  it ; 


IMi'ROVEMENT  IN  THE  FORTIES 

Genitu  I  knew  wm  put  my  reaoh. 
For  who  can  learn  what  none  can  teach  * 
And  wit — I  could  not  buy  it. 

^en  come,  my  friends,  and  try  your  akill ; 
You  may  improve  me  if  you  will, 

(My  bookB  are  at  a  distance)  i 
With  you  I'll  Uve  and  learn,  and  then 
Instead  of  books  I  shall  read  men. 

So  lend  me  your  assistance. 

Dear  Knight  of  Plympton,  teach  me  how 
To  suffer  with  undouded  brow. 

And  smile  soene  as  thine, 
lite  jest  uncouth  and  truth  severe ; 
Like  thee  to  turn  my  deafest  ear. 

And  calmly  drink  my  wine. 

lliou  sa^'st  not  only  skill  is  gained. 
But  gemus,  too,  may  be  attained. 

By  studious  imitation ; 
Hy  tempor  mild,  thy  genius  fine, 
I'll  study  till  I  make  them  mine 

By  constant  meditation. 

The  art  of  pleasing  teach  me,  Garrick, 
Thou  who  reversest  odes  Pinduio 

A  second  time  read  o'er ; 
O  could  we  read  thee  backwards  too. 
Last  thirty  years  thou  shouklst  review, 

And  charm  us  thirty  more. 

If  I  have  thoughts  and  can't  express  'em. 
Gibbon  shall  teach  me  how  to  dress  'em 

In  terms  select  and  terse ; 
Jones,  teach  me  modesty  and  Greek ; 
Smith,  how  to  think ;   Burke,  how  to  speak ; 

And  Beauclerk,  to  converse. 

Let  Johnson  teach  me  how  to  place 
In  fairest  light  each  borrowed  grace. 

From  him  I'll  learn  to  write : 
Copy  his  free  and  easy  style. 
And  from  the  roughness  of  his  file 

Grow,  like  himself,  polite. 
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m\    OH  SAT  MOT,  MT  LOVE 

(Hi  My  ti'ii,  "ny  lore,  with  that  mortified  air. 
That  your  snrin|[-time  of  irieMore  ii  flown. 

Nor  bid  nw  *  iiaids  that  ace  jroooger  repair 
For  til'  ^ib  rip  aree  that  itill  are  tnine  own. 

;1i    tuni  hih  tmnidee  may  wreathe  with  the  vine, 


Hi 

ti 

Whc 


v,Q:;-i' 
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atMOBj  oorled. 


.  iio.ir  (  {  Aogost  maturee  v»  the  wine, 
tin-l  !o(  J  eniive'us  the  world. 


1%oii{rl\ '  .  V  ,.  "v  ,  tliat  "'"'  ^  shioned  as  light  as  a  fay's, 

Han  f-   meu  ;.  pit  .>,r^,      (aon  round. 
And  thy  "'.%n'3e,    u^k     *  bright  as  a  fakon'g  at  gas3. 

Looks   iiber.,:   .-V  .)L' the  ground ; 

Enough,  after  ai-^e       to  meet  me  again. 

Thy  6    ps  stj'j  witi.  t  .^taay  move  ; 
Enough,  that  those  dcir  solier  glances  retain 

For  me  tlie  kind  iMiguage  of  fore. 

Sib  W.  Scott. 
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391.    THE  AGE  OF  WISDOM 

Ho,  pretty  page,  with  the  dimpled  chin, 

That  never  nas  known  the  barber's  shear. 
All  your  wish  is  woman  to  win. 
This  is  the  way  that  bojrs  begin, — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Curly  gold  looks  cover  foolish  brains, 

Buling  and  cooing  is  all  your  cheer  ; 
Sighing  and  singing  of  midnight  strains, 
Under  Bonnyt>mr8  window  panes, — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Forty  times  over  let  Michaelmas  pass. 
Grizzling  hair  the  brain  doth  clear — 
Th«i  you  know  a  boy  is  an  ass, 
Th«i  you  know  the  worth  of  a  lass. 
Once  you  have  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Pledge  me  round,  I  l»d  ye  declare, 

AltsDod  felkiws  who««  beards  are  grey. 

Did  noib  the  fairest  of  the  fair 

Common  grow  and  wearisome  ere 
Ever  a  month  wai  pawed  away  ? 
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The  nddMt  Upi  that  ever  have  Uiwd, 

Tb*  brif^tert  «¥«■  that  «v«r  have  thone. 
May  pray  and  whkper,  and  we  not  Urt, 
Or  look  away,  and  never  be  miMed, 

En  yet  ever  a  month  fe  gone. 

Gillian  '•  dead,  God  net  her  bier, 

.. ^5**  J  '**'**  •^  twenty  yewe  ayne ! 
Manan  '■  married,  bat  I  ait  here 
Alone  and  merry  at  Forty  Year, 
Dipping  my  noae  in  the  Gaecos  wine. 

W.  M.  Thackskat. 


392.    REASONS  FOR  DRINKIj:^ 
Ir  all  be  true  that  I  do  think. 
There  are  five  reasons  we  should  drink ; 

Good  wine — a  friend — or  being  dry 

Or  lest  we  should  be  bv  and  by— 
Or  any  other  reason  why. 


H.  Aldbics. 


393.    DRINKING 

Thb  thirsty  earth  soaks  up  the  rain. 
And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  drink  again. 
The  plants  suck  in  the  earth,  and  are 
With  constant  drinking  fresh  and  fair ; 
The  sea  itaelf— which  one  would  think 
Should  have  but  little  need  of  drink- 
Drinks  ten  thousand  rivers  up. 
So  filled  that  they  o'erflow  the  cup. 
The  busy  sun — and  one  would  guess 
By 's  drunken  fiery  face  no  less- 
Drinks  up  the  sea,  and  when  he  's  done. 
The  moon  and  stars  drink  up  the  sun 
They  drink  and  dance  by  their  own  li^t 
Thev  drink  and  revel  all  the  night. 
Nothing  in  nature 's  sober  found. 
But  an  eternal  health  goes  round. 
FUl  up  the  bowl  then,  fill  it  high. 
Fill  up  the  glasses  there ;  for  why 
Should  every  creature  drink  but  I ; 
Why,  man  of  morals,  tell  me  why  ? 


A.  CowLKr. 
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304.    A  TOAST 

Sn  '8  pratty  to  walk  with. 
And  wftty  to  tidk  witii. 

And  plwitnt  too  to  think  on: 
Bat  the  best  ow  of  all 
la,  her  health  is  a  atoie. 

And  helps  to  make  ns  drink  on. 


385.    TO  CELIA 


Sib  J.  Svomvo. 


Dbzhk  to  me  onlv  with  thine  ejee. 

And  I  will  ^edge  with  mine ; 
Or  leave  a  kiM  bat  in  the  cap. 

And  ni  not  look  for  wow. 
The  thirrt  that  from  the  eoul  deth  riw. 

Doth  aek  a  drink  divine : 
Bat  might  I  of  Jove's  neotar  sap, 

I  woaki  not  change  for  thine. 

I  smt  thee  late  a  ro^  wreath. 

Not  so  mach  honoarlng  thee. 
As  giving  it  a  hope  that  Uiere 

It  cmud  not  withned  be. 
Bat  thoa  thneon  didst  only  breathe. 

And  sent'st  it  back  to  me : 
Since  when  it  grows,  and  smells,  I  swear. 

Not  of  itself,  bat  thee. 

Bnr.  Jomosr 

308.    nLL  THB  GOBLET  AGAIN 

Fill  the  gol^  agiin  I  for  I  never  before 

lUt  the  slow  which  now  riaddens  my  heart  to  its  core ; 

Let  us  drink !— who  would  not  T— since,  through  life's  varied  round. 

In  the  goblet  alone  no  deception  is  found. 

I  have  tried  in.  its  turn  all  that  life  cwa  supply ; 

I  have  basked  in  the  beam  of  a  dark  rdlins  eye ; 

I  have  loved  i— who  has  not  ?— but  what  Mart  can  declare 

That  pleasure  existed  while  passion  was  there  T 

In  the  days  of  my  youth,  when  the  heart 's  in  its  spring. 
And  dreanu  that  affection  can  never  take  wing, 
I  had  friends  !— who  has  not  T— but  what  tongue  will  avow. 
That  friendi,  rosy  wine !  are  so  faithful  as  thoa  t 

The  hei^  of  a  mistresi  some  boy  may  estrange, 
friendship  shifts  with  the  sonbeam-4lMra  never  oanst  change : 
Thoa  growest  dd— who  does  not  T— bat  on  earth  what  aimeacs, 
WhoN  vktoes,  like  Uiine.  sUH  increase  with  it*  years  T 


FILL  THE  GOBLET  AGAIN 

Yet  if  blert  to  the  ntmost  that  love  md  bcatow. 
Should  •  ny»l  how  down  to  our  idol  below! 

{£  Tfl^^'^J"''''?  '•  *»*  ^-^bou  haet  no  such  allov  • 
For  the  more  th»t  enjoy  thee,  the  more  we  enj!^"       ' ' 

Then  the  seMon  of  yonth  and  ita  vanitiee  peat. 
Jbr  refuge  ^  fly  to  the  goblet  at  l«t ;      *^^ 

SS"tr«f  °i~i°  ^  "^^  H"  **»  ^^  of  the  soul, 
mat  truth,  u  of  yore,  u  confined  to  the  bowL 

And  Mnery  s  triumph  commenced  over  Mirth. 
And  caie  not  for  Hope,  who  an  certain  of  bliai. 
i5«og  life  to  the  grape  f  for  when  rammer  is  flown 

we  must  die— who  shall  not  ?— May  our  siu  be  foniTMi 
And  Hebe  shaU  never  be  idle  in  heaVenT  '«8i^«>» 

O.  GoRDOK.  Lord  Btboh. 

397.    IN  HIS  LAST  BINX  SIR  PETER  LIES 
I»  hb  last  binn  Sir  Ptoter  lies, 

n^k  ♦^T.""'  *?.•'     was  to  frown : 

A^S  !°°u,  •»i«n.n»Uow,  by  surpriae. 

And  in  bia  cellar  atopped  him  down. 
^"»«>"8j»  •"  our  land  we  could  not  boaat 

To  riM  and  fill  a  bumper  toaat. 

And  paaa  it  round  with  three  Umes  three. 
None  better  knew  the  feaat  to  sway. 

Or  keep  mirth's  boat  in  better  trim ; 
For  Nature  had  but  little  clay 

Like  that  of  which  she  mouMed  him. 
The  meanest  guest  that  graced  hU  board 

Was  there  the  freest  of  the  free. 
Mis  bumper  toast  when  PWer  poured. 

And  passed  it  round  with  three  times  three. 
He  kept  at  true  good  humour's  mark 

The  social  flow  of  plaasaie's  tide : 
He  never  made  a  brow  kmk  dark. 

Nor  caused  a  tear,  but  when  he  died. 
Mo  sorrow  round  his  tomb  should  dwell : 

Move  pleaasd  his  cav  okl  shost  would  bf> 
For  funeral  aong.  aSpasai^Wl,  ' 

To  bear  no  sound  bat  three  times  three. 

T.   L   PlACOCK. 
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398.    THE  CUP 

A  Pakafhbasb  or  AHAcaaoK 

Maks  me  a  bowl,  a  mighty  bowl. 
Large  m  my  oapadoos  sou. 
Vast  as  my  thirst  k.    Let  it  have 
Depth  enough  to  be  my  grave. 
I  mean  the  grave  of  an  my  oare. 
For  I  intend  to  bnnr  't  there. 
Let  it  of  silver  fsshioned  be, 
WcMrthy  of  wine  !  worthy  of  me  ! 
Wortiiy  to  adorn  the  spheres 
As  that  bright  Cap  among  the  stars  ! 

Yet  draw  no  shapes  of  armour  there. 
No  casque  nor  shield  nor  sword  nor  spear. 
Nor  wars  of  Thebes  nor  wan  of  Troy, 
Nor  any  other  martial  toy. 
For  what  do  I  vain  armour  prize. 
Who  mind  not  such  rough  ezerdse  ? 
Bat  gentie  sieges,  softer  wan, 
FIdits  that  cause  no  wuonds  or  scars, 
ru  have  ih>  battles  on  my  plate, 
Lert  sight  of  ihmn.  should  brawls  create. 
Lest  tlwt  provoke  to  quarrds  too. 
Which  wine  itself  enou^  can  do. 


J.  Olsrax. 


390.    UPON  HIS  DRINKING  IN  A  BOWL 

YxjucAS,  contoive  me  such  a  cup 

As  NestM  used  of  old  ; 
Show  all  thv  skill  to  bim  it  op. 

Damask  it  round  with  gold. 

Make  it  so  large  that,  filled  with  sack 

Up  to  the  swelling  brim. 
Vast  toasts  on  the  cMicioas  lake 

like  ships  at  sea  may  swim. 

Enflorave  not  battle  on  his  cheek : 
With  war  I've  naoght  to  do. 

I'm  mme  of  those  that  took  Ifaestridi, 
Nor  Yarmouth  leaguer  knew. 

T^  it  no  name  of  plaoetB  tell. 

Fixed  stan  at  constellations. 
For  I  am  no  1^  Sidrophel, 

Nor  none  of  his  relations. 
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But  owe  thereon  •  spraadtiig  vine. 

Then  add  two  lovely  bom ; 
Their  Umbe  in  amorous  folds  entwine. 

The  type  of  future  joys. 

Cupid  and  Baoohus  my  saints  are ; 

Hay  drink  and  love  still  reign  I 
With  wine  I  wash  away  my  cares 

And  then  to  love  again. 

J.  WiLHOT,  Earl  or  Rocbirsb. 


400.    ON  LENDINQ  A  PUNCH  BOWL 

Tan  ancient  silver  bowl  of  mine,— it  tells  of  good  old  times, 
Oi  joyous  days,  and  jolly  nights,  and  merry  Christmas  ohimai ; 
my  were  a  free  and  jovial  race,  but  honest,  bimve,  and  true. 
That  dipped  their  ladle  in  the  punch  whmi  this  old  bowl  was  new. 

A  Spamsh  galleon  brouf^t  tiie  bar ;  so  mu  the  ancient  tale ; 
Twas  hammered  by  an  Antwerp  smith,  whose  arm  was  like  a  flail ; 
«   -^'^^  ***•"  between  the  strokes,  for  fear  his  stoei^h  should  faiL 
He  wiped  his  brow,  and  quaffed  a  cup  of  good  okl  Flemish  ale. 

^was  purchased  by  an  English  squire  to  please  his  k>ving  dame. 
Who  sav  the  cherubs,  and  conceived  a  bn^ng  for  the  same ; 
And  oft,  as  on  the  atident  stock  another  twig  was  found, 
Twas  filled  witii  caudle  spiced  and  hot,  and  bamkd  smoking  round. 

ftit,  changing  bands,  it  reaclrad  at  kngth  a  PuriUn  divine. 

Who  used  to  follow  Timothy,  and  take  a  little  wine, 

But  hated  punch  and  prelacy  ;  and  so  it  was,  perhaps. 

He  went  to  I«yden,  where  he  found  oonvenUcles  and  schnaps. 

And  then,  of  course,  you  know  what 's  next,— it  left  the  Dutchman's 

shore 
With  those  that  in  the  Mayflowtr  oap»e.— a  hundred  sods  and  motv.— 
Atong  with  all  the  furniture,  to  fill  their  new  abodes,— 
To  judge  by  what  is  still  on  hand,  at  leset  a  hundred  kiads. 

TwsB  on  a  draary  winter's  eve,  the  night  was  okwing  dim, 
S!*?.^I^  ^^^  Standish  took  the  bowl,  and  filfed  it  to  the  brim ; 
The  little  Captain  stood  and  stirred  the  posset  with  his  swoid. 
And  all  his  sturdy  men-at-arms  wore  ranged  about  the  board. 

He  poitfcd  the  fiery  Holkadi  in,— Ums  man  that  nevw  feared.- 
He  took  a  kMig  and  solemn  draught,  and  wiped  hb  ydbw  beard  ; 
*»  j*"^..*'"  T  *•*  »»»l»t««»-the  ni«i  that  fought  and  prayed— 
All  drank  as  'twere  their  mother's  mUk,  and  not  aman  afrwd. 
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ON  LENDING  A  PUNCH  BOWL 


Th»e  night,  aflMgJitecl  from  hi*  Mst,  the  MreMBiag  eag^  flew. 
He  hmta  the  Pequot'e  rii^^  whoop,  the  eddier's  win  haUoo ; 
And  tboce  the  Mohem  karaed  the  nue  he  tao^t  to  kith  and  khi, 

*  Eon  fcoia  the  wliite  man  when  you  find  he  taneXIm  of  Hollanda  gin  1  * 

A  iiondred  yean,  and  fifty  more,  had  spread  titeir  kavea  and  snow^ 
A  thousand  robs  bad  flattened  down  each  little  oliemb's  noue. 
When  onoe  ag/un  the  bowl  was  filled,  bat  not  in  murth  or  joy, 
'Twas  mingled  by  a  mother's  hand  to  cheer  her  parting  boy. 

*  Drink,  John,'  she  said,  *  'twill  do  yon  good, — pow  child,  you'll  never 

bear 
This  worUiw  in  the  dismal  trench,  oat  in  the  midnight  air ; 
And  if — Goa  bless  me  !— you  were  hart,  'twould  keep  away  the  chiD.* 
So  John  did  drink,— and  well  he  wrought  that  night  at  Bunlnr's  Hill ! 

I  tell  yoo,  there  was  generous  warmth  in  good  old  English  cheer ; 
I  tell  you,  'twas  a  pleasant  thought  to  bring  its  symbol  here. 
Tis  but  tiw  fool  that  loves  excess ;— hast  thou  •  drunken  soul  T 
Thy  bane  is  in  thy  shalk  w  skull,  not  in  my  silver  bowl ! 

I  love  the  memory  of  die  past, — ^its  pressed  yet  fragrant  flowers, — 
The  moss  thftt  clothes  its  Inroken  waJb, — the  ivy  on  its  towers ; — 
Nay,  this  pom  bauble  it  bequeathed, — my  eyes  grow  moist  and  dim. 
To  think  of  all  the  vanished  joys  that  danced  around  its  brim. 

Then  fill  a  fair  and  honest  oup,  and  bear  it  straight  to  me ; 
The  goblet  hallows  all  it  hoku,  whate'w  the  liquid  be ; 
And  may  the  cherubs  on  its  face  protect  me  from  the  sin, 
Tbtkt  dooms  me  to  those  dreadful  words,—'  My  dear,  where  havt  you 
been!' 

O.  W.  HoLMia. 


401.    CATAWBA  WINE 

This  song  of  mine 

Is  a  Song  of  the  Vine, 
To  be  sung  by  the  glowing  embers 

Of  wayside  inns. 

When  the  rain  begins 
To  darken  the  drear  Novembers. 

It  is  not  a  song 

Of  the  Souppemong, 
From  w»rm  CarolioiM)  vUleys, 

Nor  the  Isabel 

And  the  Mmcadel 
That  bask  in  our  garden  alleys. 


CATAWBA  WINE 

Nor  the  red  MiutMig, 

WhoM  oloateeB  hang 
O'er  the  waves  of  the  CdoiBdo, 

And  the  fiery  flood 

Of  wboee  purple  blood 
Has  a  dash  of  Spanish  bravado. 

For  richest  and  best 

Is  the  wine  of  the  West, 
That  grows  by  the  Beautiful  River ; 

Whose  sweet  perfume 

mis  all  the  room 
With  a  benison  on  the  giver. 

And  as  hollow  trees 

Are  the  haunts  of  bees. 
For  ever  c^ing  and  coming ; 

So  this  crystal  hive 

Is  all  alive 
With  a  swarming  and  buzzing  and  hamming. 

Very  good  in  its  way 

Is  the  Versenay, 
Or  the  Sillery  soft  and  creamy : 

But  Catawba  wine 

Has  a  taste  more  divine. 
More  dulcet,  delicious,  and  dreamy. 

There  grows  no  vine 

By  the  haunted  Rhine, 
By  Danube  or  Guadalquivir, 

Nor  on  island  or  cape. 

That  bears  such  a  grape 
As  grows  by  the  Beautiful  Aiver. 

Drugged  is  their  juice 
For  foreign  use. 

When  shipped  o'er  the  reeling  Atlantic, 

To  rack  our  brains 

With  the  fever  pains, 
1%at  have  driven  the  Old  Worid  frantic 

To  the  sewers  and  sinka 

With  all  such  drinks, 
And  after  tbcm  t&uibie  the  mixer ; 

For  a  poison  malign 

Is  such  Borda  wine. 
Or  at  best  but  a  DeviTs  Elixir. 


319 


320 


CATAWBA  WINE 

While  pore  m  •  s^ing 

la  the  wine  I  mag. 
And  to  jwaiae  it»  one  needs  but  name  it ; 

For  Catawba  wine 

Has  need  of  no  sign. 
No  taTem-bnsh  to  proclaim  it. 

And  this  Song  of  the  Vine, 

This  greeting  of  mine. 
The  winds  and  tjie  iMrds  shall  deliver 

To  the  QcMM)  of  tiie  West, 

In  her  garlands  dressed. 
On  the  banks  of  the  BeMitifol  River. 

H.  W.  LOKOFILLOW 


402.    NATIONALITY  IN  DRINKS 

Mr  heart  sank  with  our  Claret-flask, 
Just  now,  beneath  the  heavy  sedges 

That  serves  this  pond's  black  face  for  mask ; 
And  still  at  yonder  broken  edges 

Of  the  hole,  where  up  the  bubb^  glisten. 

After  my  heart  I  look  and  listen. 

Our  laughing  little  flask,  compelled 

Thro^  depth  to  depth  more  bleak  and  shady : 
As  when,  both  arms  beside  her  held. 

Feet  straightened  out,  some  gay  French  lady 
Is  caught  up  from  life's  light  ami  motion. 
And  dropped  into  death's  silent  ocean  ! 


Up  jumped  Tokay  on  our  table, 

like  a  pjrgmy  oastle*warder, 

Dwarfldi  to  see.  but  stout  and  able. 

Arms  and  accoutrements  all  in  ontor ; 

And  fierce  he  looked  North,  then,  wheeling  South, 

Blew  with  his  bugle  a  challenge  to  DrouUi, 

Cocked  his  Sap-hat  with  the  tosspot-feaUier, 

Twisted  his  Uiumb  in  his  red  moustache. 

Jingled  his  huge  brass  spurs  together. 

Tightened  his  waist  with  its  Bud«  mish. 

And  then,  with  an  impudence  naught  couM  abash. 

Shrugged  his  hump-shoulder,  to  tdl  the  behoMer, 

tot  twenty  sooh  kn*ves  be  sluMiki  laugh  but  the  bolder : 


NATIONALITY  IN  DRINKS 

Went  tlie  Uttto  nun.  Sir  Ansbrneh.  ttratting  I 

f^**  *■  *o  Nebon'B  memoiy  I 
Ji*^«  ■^wod  time  that  t  at  na. 
Right  off  (^  Tiafaklgar  here. 
Have  drank  it  deep  in  Britidi  Beer. 
JfelacNi  for  ever— any  time 

Ui  ve  me  of  Nebon  only  a  touch. 
And  I  Mve  it,  be  it  little  or  much : 
Mere  •  one  oar  Oaptain  givee,  ud  w 

£irJ!^»?t  T?^  ^  ^^^*°t^  thall  it  go ! 

Up  agamst  the  mizen-ri^g?  ^*^ 

R.  Bbowhiho. 
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403.    ALE 

I C4KKOT  eat  bat  little  meat, 
_  My  itomaoh  Is  not  good ; 

'^?T!.'.^  ****"^  that  I  can  drink 
With  him  that  wears  a  hood. 
Though  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  caw, 
I  am  nothing  a-coU ; 


■.  In  r. 


„  -  7--  — —  »".•'-»«',  no  bare. 
Both  foot  and  hand  go  ooM ; 

A  little  bread  shaU  do  me  stead  • 
A^h  breMi  I  not  (ksire.         ' 

Can  hurt  me  if  I  would ; 

^  !Si*~P??*'.»^  throughly  lapped 
OljoUjiMdaleandold?         *^*^ 
Back  and  Ale  go  bar^  go  bM«,  *«. 


^,__,^g,g~j_i^ 
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ALE 

And  Tyb  1117  wifB,  that  m  her  life 

Loveth  wdl  good  ale  to  Mek, 
Fnll  oft  drinks  aha,  till  ve  may  we 

The  team  run  down  her  cheek ; 
Then  doth  she  troll  to  me  the  bowl. 

Even  as  a  malt-worm  shotUd ; 
And  saith, '  Sweetheart,  I  took  my  part 

Of  this  jolly  good  ale  and  old  !  * 
Back  and  side  go  bare,  go  bare,  ke. 

Now  let  them  drink  till  they  nod  and  wink. 

Even  as  good  fellows  shoold  do ; 
They  shall  not  miss  to  have  the  bliai 

Good  ale  doth  bring  men  to ; 
And  all  poor  souls  that  have  sooored  bowb 

Or  have  them  lustily  toolled, 
God  save  the  lives  of  them  and  their  wives, 

Whethw  they  be  young  or  old. 
Back  and  side  go  bare,  go  bam. 

Both  foot  and  hand  go  cold ; 
But,  belly,  God  send  tbee  good  ale  enough. 

Whether  it  be  new  or  ol£ 


J.  Still. 


404.    BEER 

In  those  old  days  which  poets  say  were  golden— 
(Perhaps  they  laid  the  gilding  on  theiuelves : 

And,  if  tney  did,  I'm  all  the  more  beholden 
To  those  brown  dwellers  in  my  dusty  shelves. 

Who  talk  to  me  '  in  language  quaint  and  olden ' 
Of  ^ids  and  demigods  and  fauns  and  elves. 

Pan  with  his  pipes,  and  Bacchus  with  his  leopards. 

And  staid  young  goddesses  who  flirt  with  shepherds :) 

In  those  old  days,  the  Nymph  called  Etiquette 
(Appalling  thought  to  dwell  on)  was  not  bom. 

They  had  their  May,  but  no  Ma-yfair  as  yet. 
No  fashions  varying  as  the  hues  of  morn. 

Just  as  they  pleased  thev  dressed  Mid  drank  and  ate. 
Sang  hymns  to  Ceres  (their  John  Barleycorn) 

And  danced  unchaperomd,  and  laughed  unchecked. 

And  were  no  doubt  extremely  ineomct. 

Yet  du  I  think  their  theory  was  pleasant : 
And  oft,  I  own,  my  '  wayward  fancy  roams ' 

Back  to  those  times,  so  different  from  the  present ; 
When  no  one  smoked  cigars,  nor  gave  At-homes, 


aESR 

Nor    dU    her  hair  by  meuw^  kmg.titiled  combi. 
Nor  migrated  to  Brighton  once  a  yearf  ^ 

«or—moBt  aatoniahing  of  all— -drank  Beer. 

No.  they  did  not  drink  Beer, '  which  bring,  me  to  • 

(Aa  Gilpm  aaid) '  the  middle  of  my  aoni' 
Not  that  ^  the  middle '  i.  predaely  liw  ^ 

Tf  rfc!5*  ^J??!?  .°°^  **f  7«"'  patience  long : 
If  I  had  said 'beginning 'ft  mi^  do; 

But  I  have  a  dialike  to  quoting  wrong : 
I  was  unlucky-dMed  agaliist,  iSSt  sim&g- 
When  Cowper  wrote  down  ♦  middle '  for  •  beginning.' 

So  to  proceed.    That  abstinence  from  Malt 
Has  always  struck  me  as  extremely  curious. 
'?l2rfi,  "^  "Wt.h've  had  some  vital  feult. 
That  they  should  stick  to  liquors  so  injurioug- 
(W.-jj,  water,  tempered  p'raps  with  Attic  salt)— 
4  J    J^t  f  *  *"***  '°^«"'  *•»»*  mild,  luxurious. 
And  artful  beverage.  Beer.    How  the  digestion 
Got  on  without  it,  is  a  startUng  question: 

H«i  they  digestions  T  and  an  actual  body 
Such  as  dyspepsia  might  make  attacks  on  r 
A  i^y  abstract  ideas-(like  Tom  Noddy 

Tht^l^l     ^^^:;^'*  ?!?'  ^^  ♦^°°«  an/ Jackson  ? 

^™T^^:;:'''i?  *^*  **«'  *»•  w^^ky-toddy  ? 

T  *&  ^  ^'  ^^  mixture,  /  the  Saxon : 

I  thmk  a  strict  adherence  to  the  latter 

Might  make  some  Soots  less  pigheaded,  and  fatter. 

Brides  Bon  Gaultier  definitely  shows 
That  the  real  beverage  for  feasting  gods  on 
?  «o«,compound,  grateful  to  then<»e 
And  also  to  the  palate,  known  as  '  Hodgson  '. 

I  know  a  man-a  taUor's  son-who  rose 
To  be  a  peer  r  and  this  I  would  hiy  odds  on. 

(Though  m  his  Memoirs  it  may  not  appear),    * 

That  that  man  owed  his  rise  to  copioliBwr. 

O  Beer  f  O  Hodgson,  Guinness,  Allsop,  Bass  ! 
Sh.H**  that  should  be  on  every  infant's  tongue  I 

AnJ^*?^i*™*  """"^^^  aod  yea«  and  oentu^Ls. 

And  still  your  merits  be  unrecked,  unsuno  ?    ^^ 
Oh  !  I  have  raued  into  my  foaming  glaas. 
^d  wished  that  lyre  couW  yetl^inbe  strung 
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How  would  be  new  noMt  thi^  wild  oninkNi, 
And  ainff-M  woold  thnt  I  ooold  ting-of  you  1 

I  WM  not  born  (abw  I)  Of  '  Mom'  mSion ', 
I'm  not  poetiMi,  not  eren  blue: 

And  he,  we  know,  but  etriTee  with  inoen  pinion. 
Whoe'er  he  ie  that  enterteim  the  view 

Of  emulntiag  Findw,  end  will  be 

Spomoc  nt  liit  to  lome  now  nemnkw  sen. 

Oh  !  whert  the  green  slopee  of  Arcedi»  burned 

With  aii  the  hietce  of  the  dying  dny. 
And  on  CSthaeroa'e  brow  the  reeper  turned, 

(Humming,  of  oonne,  in  his  deUgfatful  w»y. 
How  Lvoidae  was  deed,  aod  how  oonoemed 

The  Nymphs  were  when  they  sew  his  lifeless  day ; 
And  bow  rock  told  to  rook  the  dreadful  sUwy 
l^t  poor  young  Lyddas  was  gone  to  glory :) 


What  would  that  kme  and  labouring  soul  have  given. 

At  that  soft  moment  for  a  pewtnr  pot  1 
How  had  the  mists  that  dimtnod  his  eye  been  rivMi, 

And  Lyeidas  and  swrow  aU  fwgot ! 
If  his  own  grandmother  had  died  ncshrkren. 

In  two  short  eeoonds  he'd  have  reeked  it  not ; 
Such  power  hath  Bew.    The  heart  which  Grisi  hath  cankered 
Hath  one  onfaiUng  remedy— the  Xkck&ivl 

Coffee  is  good,  and  so  no  doubt  is  cocoa ; 

Tea  did  for  Johnson  and  the  Chinamen  t 
When  *  Duke  eet  desipere  in  kwo  * 

Was  written,  real  lUemian  winged  the  pen. 
When  a  rapt  audience  has  eno(»ed  '  Fra  Poco ' 

Or  '  Caste  Diva ',  I  have  heard  that  then 
The  Prima  Donna,  smllii^  herself  out. 
Recruits  her  flaggbg  powers  with  bottled  stout. 

But  what  is  coffee,  but  a  nozbus  berry, 

B<wn  to  keep  used-up  Londoners  awake  f 
What  IS  FalemiM,  what  is  Port  or  Sherry, 

But  Tile  o(Hioootions  to  make  dull  heads  ache  T 
Nay  stout  itself— (though  good  wiUi  oysten,  very)— 

li  not  a  thiug  your  reading  man  should  teke. 
He  that  wonkl  shine,  and  petrify  his  tutor, 
Shodd  drink  drau^t  Allaop  in  its  *  native  pewter '. 

But  hark  t  a  sound  is  stealins  on  my  ear— 

A  s(rft  and  sOvery  sound— I  know  it  well 
Its  tinklii^  tolls  me  tiiat  a  time  is  near 

Precious  to  me-^t  is  the  Dinnw  BelL 
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OWMMdBelll    Thoa  Lringmt  beef  and  beer, 

Thoa  bringeet  good  thiofi  more  than  tongue  may  tell : 
Beued  k,  of  eonne,  my  beart— but  unrabdued 
Is,  and  tbail  be,  my  appetite  for  food. 

Untaiig}it  and  feeble  k  my  pen : 
8ut  on  one  statement  I  may  safely  ventare : 
That  few  of  our  most  highly  gifted  men 
Have  mora  appreciation  of  the  trencher. 

What  Mr.  Swiveller  called  a  *  modest  quencher ' ; 
That,  home-ratuming,  I  may  *  soothly  say  * 
'  Fate  cannot  touch  me :  I  have  dined  to-day.' 

C  S.  CALVXftLir. 


405.    WRITTEN  AT  AN  INN  AT  HENLEY 

To  thee,  fair  freed<m> !  I  retire 
From  flattery,  cards,  and  dice,  and  din ; 

Nor  art  thou  found  in  mansions  higher 
Than  the  low  cot,  or  humble  inn. 

lis  hen  with  boundless  power  I  raign ; 

And  every  health  which  I  begin. 
Converts  dull  port  to  bright  champagne ; 

Such  freedom  crowns  it,  at  an  inn. 

I  fly  from  pomp,  I  fly  from  plate  I 
I  flv  from  falsehood's  specious  grin ; 

Frc-edom  I  love,  and  form  I  hate. 
And  choose  my  lodgings  at  an  inn. 

Here,  waiter  !  take  my  sordid  ore. 
Which  lackeys  else  might  hope  to  win  i 

It  buys,  what  courts  have  not  in  store ; 
It  buys  me  freedom  at  an  inn. 

Whoe'er  has  travelled  life's  dull  round. 

Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been. 
May  sigh  to  think  he  still  has  found 

The  wsrmeBt  welcome  at  an  inn. 


W.  SHdraroKB. 
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408.    THE  MERMAID  TATEIIN 

8ouu  of  Poete  dead  and  gone. 
What  Eljiiam  b*ve  jra  known, 
Happy  Mid  or  moMy  oavern, 
Clioioer  than  the  Mermakl  Tavern  f 
Have  ye  tip[ried  drink  mora  fine 
Than  mine  hoet's  Canary  wine  t 
Or  are  fruita  of  Paradiae 
Sweeter  than  tboee  dainty  pie* 
Of  venison  1  0  oeneroua  food  ! 
DreHed  as  tbou^  boki  RoUn  Hood 
Would,  with  his  maid  Marian, 
Sap  and  bowse  from  horn  and  can. 

I  have  beard  that  on  a  day 
Mine  bust's  sign-board  flew  away, 
Nobody  knew  whither,  till 
An  astrologer's  old  quill 
To  a  sheepskin  gave  the  story. 
Said  he  saw  you  in  your  glory. 
Underneath  a  new  old  sign 
Sipping  beverase  divine. 
And  pledging  idth  contented  smack 
Mermaid 


The 


I  in  the  Zodiac  I 


Souls  of  Poets  dead  and  gone. 
What  Elysium  have  ye  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern, 
CSioicw  than  the  Mormaid  Tavmn  7 


J.  Kbats. 


407.    MADE  AT  THE  COCK 

0  PLVMP  head-waiter  at  the  Cook, 

To  which  I  most  resort, 
How  goes  the  dme  ?    'Tie  five  o'clock. 

Qo  fetch  a  pint  of  port : 
But  let  it  not  be  such  as  that 

Tou  set  before  chance  comers. 
But  such  whose  father-grape  grew  fat 

On  Lusitanian  summers. 

No  vain  libation  to  the  Muse, 

But  may  she  still  be  kind. 
And  whisper  lovely  words,  and  use 

Her  influence  on  the  mind. 


MADE  AT  THE  COCK 
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To  make  Be  write  my  nadom  Aymmi 

Ere  th^  be  helf-forgottoa ; 
Hot  edd  end  eiter,  meay  tiii)e% 

TiM  ell  be  ripe  end  rottMi, 

Head-weiter,  hoooured  by  the  goeit 

Half-moaed,  or  reeling-ripe. 
The  pint,  you  brotwht  me,  was  the  best 

That  ever  oame  nom  pipe. 
But  though  the  pwt  surpasses  praise. 

My  nerves  have  dealt  with  suffer. 
Is  there  some  macio  in  the  place  f 

Or  do  my  peptics  differ  ? 

For  since  I  oame  to  live  and  learn* 

No  pint  of  white  or  red 
Had  ever  half  the  power  to  turn   . 

This  wheel  within  en  y  bead, 
Which  bears  a  seasoned  brain  at  out, 

Unsubject  to  confusion. 
Though  soaked  and  saturate,  out  and  oat. 

Through  every  eonvulutiou. 

For  I  am  <rf  a  numerous  house. 

With  many  kinsmen  gay. 
Where  long  and  largely  we  carooae 

As  who  shall  say  me  nay : 
Each  month,  a  birth-day  coming  on. 

We  drink,  defying  trouble. 
Or  sometimes  two  would  meet  in  one. 

And  tiien  we  drank  it  double ; 

Whether  the  vintage,  yet  unkept, 

Had  relish  fiery-new. 
Or,  elbow-deep  in  sawdust,  slept. 

As  oU  as  Waterloo ; 
Or  stowed  (when  classic  Canning  died) 

In  musty  bins  and  chambers. 
Had  cast  upon  its  crusty  aide 

The  gloom  of  ten  Decembers. 

The  Muse,  the  jolly  Muse,  it  is  ! 

She  answered  to  my  call. 
She  changes  with  that  mood  or  this. 

Is  all-in-all  to  all : 
She  lit  the  spark  within  my  throat. 

To  make  my  blood  run  quicker. 
Used  all  her  fiery  will,  and  smote 

Her  life  into  the  liquor. 
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MADE  AT  THE  OOCK 

And  haoM  thk  hato  Utw  about 
The  wiOter't  IuukIs,  Hu*  tmoh 

To  e«oh  hk  periBot  pint  <rf  stoat, 
Hk  pcoper  diop  to  eaeh. 

Ho  looto  not  lUn  the  eoBunon  bicad 

That  with  the  napkin  dattj ; 
I  think  he  came  like  Ganymede, 

l^rom  aome  ddightfol  TiUey. 

The  Ooek  «M  of  a  larger  egg 

Than  modern  pmiltnr  drop, 
Iftepped  forward  on  a  drmer  leg, 

And  orammed  a  ptomper  crop ; 
Opon  an  ampler  dun|^  trod, 

C^wed  lustier  lato  and  early, 
fili^ied  wine  from  eilror,  praUbg  Qodf 

And  raked  in  goUen  barley. 

J  private  liie  waa  all  hk  joy, 

Till  in  a  court  he  saw 
A  aomething.pottie-bodiad  boy 

That  knoeUed  at  the  taw : 
He  stocked  and  ohitched  him,  fair  and  good. 

Flew  oTer  roof  and  caeement : 
H3e  brotiien  of  the  weather  stood 

Stook-stiU  for 


But  1m,  by  farmstead,  thorpe  anu  spire, 

And  followed  with  aeolaima, 
A  aiga  to  many  a  stai^  shira, 

CSame  orowing  over  Thames, 
Rfafatdown  by  smoky  PaoTs  they  bor«, 

m  iriMce  the  street  grows  Btraiter, 
One  find  for  ever  at  the  door. 

And  one  beoame  head-waiter. 

Atnao,  LoBD  TnnnraoH. 


406.    A  JACOBITE  TOAST 

OcD  Mass  the  king !— I  mean  the  fUth's  Detaider : 
God  Mess  (no  harm  in  bisssing)  the  PMender  I 
Be:  who  Pketender  is.  or  who  is  King, 
God  Uses  us  all  I— that 's  quite  ano^er  thtpg, 

J.  Bysoii. 


409.    A  BALLAD  OF  BOUILLABAISSE 
A  wammt  then  ift  in  Fkris  bunova. 

For  wUck  no  rhyme  oar  langtuge  yields. 
Rue  Neave  dee  PMite  Champs  Us  name  is— 

The  New  Street  of  the  little  Fidds ; 
And  here 's  an  inn,  not  ridi  and  splendid, 

Bnt  stiU  in  oomf ortaUe  case ; 
The  which  in  youth  I  oft  attended. 

To  eat  a  bowl  of  Bouillabakse. 

This  Booillahaisse  a  nobto  dkh  is— 

A  sort  of  soup,  or  broth,  oe  brew. 
Or  hotchpotch  of  all  sorts  of  fishes. 

That  Grerawich  never  covid  outdo ; 
Green  herbs,  red  peppers,  mussels,  saffem. 

Soles,  onitms,  gvlic,  roach,  and  dace ; 
All  these  you  eat  at  Twr6's  tavern. 

In  that  one  darii  of  BouUlabaiaae. 

Indeed,  a  rich  and  savoury  stew  'tis ; 

And  true  diilosophers,  meti^hs. 
Who  love  all  sorts  of  natural  beauties. 

Should  k>ve  good  victuals  and  good  drinks. 
And  Cordelier  or  Benedictine 

Mijdit  iMly.  sore,  his  lot  embrsMv 
Nor  find  a  fsst^y  too  aflUetiiw 

Which  served  hun  up  a  BnwilishafaBii. 
I  wonder  if  the  house  still  there  k  ? 

Yes,  here  tiie  lamp  is,  as  before ; 
The  uniling  rtd-cheeked  «eaill«re  is 

Still  opening  oystsis  at  the  door. 
Is  Terrt  stiU  aUve  and  aUe  T 

I  recoUeoi  his  drdl  grimace ; 
He'd  oome  and  nnile  before  your  taUe, 

And  hope  yon  Mked  your  Bouillabaine. 

We  enter— nothing's  changed  or  dder. 

*  How 's  Mondeur  Terr^,  waitw,  pray  7 ' 
The  waiter  stares  and  shrugs  his  shoulder— 

*  Monsieur  is  dead  this  many  a  day.' 

*  It  is  Um  lot  of  saint  and  dbmer. 

So  honest  TerrA  's  run  his  race.' 

*  What  will  Monsieut  reauire  for  dinner  ? ' 

*  Say,  do  you  stUI  cook  BouillabaiMe  T ' 

*  Oh,  ool.  Monsieur,'  's  the  waiter's  answer  ; 

'  Quel  vin  Monsieur  dMre-t-il  T ' 

*  Tell  me  a  good  one.'—*  That  I  can,  Sir : 

The  Ghambartin  with  yellow  seal' 

MS 


BOUILLABAISSE 


*BoTmcii'»  goiM,'  I  My,  and  tinkbt 

Mt  old  ■opwrto—d  oomnr-piafle ; 
'"Bd^B  dooe  wHh  teuHuM  aod-witii  drinUns; 

With  Sorgondy  uid  BoaiUalMUMeu' 

Mydd  MOOitoiiMd  oocner  here  k, 

The  table  etUl  is  in  the  nook ; 
Ah  I  vaniriMd  many  a  bosy  year  ia, 

Tlue  w^known  chak  once  lait  I  took. 
When  fimt  I  aaw  ye,  cttri  luof^i, 

I'd  seaeae  a  boMd  upon  my  face. 
And  now  a  giiisled,  jrim  old  fogy, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  Bouillabaisse. 

Where  are  you,  <M  compMoJons  tmsty. 

Of  early  days,  here  met  to  dine  ? 
Come,  waiter  !  quick,  a  Sagoo  crusty— 

I'll  fdedgsl^m  in  the  good  okl  wine. 
The  kMMi  oM  vmtm  and  old  teees 

My  memory  can  quick  retrace ; 
A«o«iid  the  board  tliey  take  their  [rfaoes. 

And  share  the  wine  and  BiMiillabaisse. 

l%Me's  Jack  baa  mad*  a  wondrous  marriage 

Thefts  Isnghing  Tom  is  laughing  yet ; 
Hmm's  lave  iapstus  drives  his  carriage ; 

'Smiv's  aaer  oB  IVed  in  the  Qaaette ; 
Oe  Jamsi^  head  dw  grass  is  growiiu; : 

GMd  Lssii !  the  worid  has  wagged  apace 
Since  have  w*  set  the  Claret  flowi^. 

And  dsairiE,  aad  ate  the  Bnuillsfiiinnfi 

Ah  nw  !  bow  ^aek  the  day*  are  flitting  I 

I  mind  me  of  a  time  that 's  gone. 
When  here  I'd  sit,  as  now  I'm  sitting. 

In  this  same  plaee — bat  not  alone. 
A  fair  yoaag  form  was  nestled  near  me, 

A  dear,  dear  face  kwked  fondly  up. 
And  sweetly  spoke  and  smiled  to  cheer  me 

— ^There's  no  one  now  to  share  my  cup. 

I  drink  it  as  the  FMss  (»dain  it. 

Come,  fill  it,  and  have  done  with  rhymes ! 
Fill  up  the  lonely  glass,  and  drain  it 

In  memory  of  dear  old  times. 
Welcome  the  wine,  whate'er  the  seal  is ; 

And  sit  vou  down  and  say  your  grace 
With  thankful  heart,  whatever  the  meal  is. 

—Here  comes  the  smoking  Bouillabaisse  i 

W.  M.  Thackkray. 


41C.    SPECTATOR  AB  EXXBJL 

I 

As  I  nt  at  tbe  Gatt  I  nkl  to  mywlf, 
^y  may  talk  as  tb^  pleaae  aboat  what  they  call  pdf, 
Tbey  may  aiwer  aa  tb^  Uke  aboat  eating  and  drinl^ 
But  bdp  it  I  eaanot,  I  oannot  help  thinlong 

How  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  moaey,  hdgh  ho  t 

How  ^eaaant  it  ia  to  have  moaey. 

I  ait  at  my  table  en  fnmd  aeignetar. 
And  when  I  have  done,  throw  a  cruat  to  the  po<» : 
Not  only  the  lOeaaare  itadf  of  good  IMbc. 
But  also  the  pleaawu  of  now  and  tbea  giving : 

So  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  money,  bogh-ho  ! 

So  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  rncNwy. 


They  may  talk  a«  they  pleaae  about  wbi*  they  call  pelL 
And  how  one  ought  never  to  think  of  om'a  adif. 
How  pieaaurea  of  thought  surpan  eating^wad  drinking,— 
My  pleaaare  of  thought  is  the  pleasure  of  thinking 

How  pleaaant  it  is  to  have  money,  h^gh-ho  I 

How  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  money. 


Li  Dihbr 

CSome  along,  'tis  the  time,  ten  or  more  minutes  past. 
And  be  who  came  first  had  to  wait  for  the  laat ; 
The  oysten  ere  this  had  been  in  and  been  out : 
Whiktt  I  have  been  aitting  and  thinking  about 

How  plaaaant  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  I 

How  pkwsant  it  is  to  have  m<»ey. 

A  dear  soup  with  eggs  ;  voOi  tout ;  of  the  fish 
The  fiktt  de  aole  are  a  modwi^  diah 
A  li  Orl]f,  but  you're  for  red  mullet,  you  say : 
By  the  gods  of  good  fare,  who  can  question  to-day 

How  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  money,  bagh-ho  I 

How  pleaaant  it  ia  to  have  Bumey. 

Aftw  oysters,  sauterne ;  then  akeiij  ;  champagne, 
Ere  one  bottle  goea,  cornea  another  again  ; 
Fly  up,  thou  bold  oork,  to  the  ceiling  above. 
And  tell  to  our  ears  in  the  sound  that  tbey  kive 

How  pleaaant  it  la  to  have  money,  hcwh-ho  ! 

How  plaaaant  it  ia  to  have  money. 

I've  the  simplest  of  palatea ;  abaurd  it  may  be, 
But  I  almoat  oouM  dioa  on  a  pmAt-«u-ri», 
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lUi  Mid  aoop  Mid  omelette  md  that — hot  the  deoee — 
^n>ere  were  to  be  woodooda,  mxI  not  Ckarktte  Ruase  I 

So  pie««uit  it  ie  to  have  money,  heigh-ho ! 

So  pkMMit  it  is  to  have  money. 

Your  chablis  is  add,  awav  iHth  the  hook. 
Give  me  the  pore  juioe  of  the  purple  m6doc : 
St.  Ptoay  is  ezquiute ;  but,  if  you  pleaae. 
Some  burgnndy  just  before  taitiog  the  cheeee. 

So  pleasant  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  pleasant  it  is  tohave  money. 

As  for  that,  pass  the  bottfe,  and  d-^n  the  expense, 
I've  seen  it  observed  by  a  writw  of  sense, 
lliat  the  lAbooriiw  classes  ooukl  scarce  live  a  day. 
If  people  like  us  didn't  eat,  drink,  and  pay. 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money. 

One  ou^t  to  be  grateful,  I  quite  apprehend. 
Having  dinner  and  supper  and  ^enty  to  spend. 
And  so  suppose  now,  while  the  thingi  go  away. 
By  way  of  a  grace  we  all  stand  up  uid  say 

How  pleasant  it  is  to  have  money,  hdgh-ho ! 

How  pleasant  it  is  to  have  money. 

m 

Pakvxnaht 

I  cannot  but  ask,  in  the  park  and  the  streets 
When  I  look  at  the  number  of  persons  one  meets. 
What  e'or  in  the  worid  the  poor  devils  can  do 
Whose  fathers  and  mothers  can't  give  them  a  mm. 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  mcmey,  heigh-ho  t 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money. 

I  ride,  and  I  drive,  and  I  care  not  a  d — n. 
The  people  look  up  and  they  ask  who  I  am ; 
And  if  I  should  chance  to  run  over  a  cad, 
I  can  pay  fur  the  damage,  if  ever  so  bad. 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money. 


It  was  but  this  winter  I  uame  up  to  town. 
And  already  I'm  gaining  a  sort  of  renown ; 
Find  my  way  to  good  houses  without  much  ado, 
Am  beginning  to  see  the  nobility  too. 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  useful  it  is  to  have  money. 
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O  dew  what  a  pity  they  evw  shotild  loae  it. 
Since  they  are  uw  people  that  know  how  to  use  it ; 
So  easy,  so  stately,  such  manners,  such  dinners. 
And  yet,  after  all,  it  is  we  are  the  winners. 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money. 

It 's  all  very  well  to  be  handsome  and  taD, 
Which  oertunly  makes  you  look  well  at  a  ball ; 
It 's  all  very  well  to  be  clever  and  wittj^r. 
But  if  you  are  poor,  why  it 's  only  a  pity. 

So  needful  it  is  to  nave  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money. 

There 's  something  undoubtedly  in  a  fine  air. 
To  know  how  to  smile  and  be  able  to  stare. 
High  breeding  is  something,  but  well-bred  or  not, 
In  the  end  the  one  question  is,  what  have  vou  got. 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money,  heigh-ho  ! 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money. 

And  the  angels  in  jink  and  the  angds  in  blue. 
In  muslins  and  motr6i  so  lovely  awi  new. 
What  is  it  they  want,  and  so  wish  you  to  guess. 
But  if  you  have  money,  the  answer  is  Yes. 

So  needful,  they  tell  you,  is  money,  heigh-ho  i 

So  needful  it  is  to  have  money. 

A.  H.  CiiOVOB. 
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411.    NEW-MADE  HONOUR 

A  FRiBfiD  I  met  some  half -hour  sinc»— 

'  Oood-mormw,  Jack  I '  quotii  I ; 
The  new-made  Knif^t,  like  any  I^ino^ 

Frowmd,  nodded,  arid  passed  by ; 
When  up  came  Jem — '  Sir  John,  your  dme  /  * 

'  Ah,  James ;  we  dine  at  eight — 
Fail  not-^  '(low  bows  the  supple  knave) 

'  Don't  make  my  lady  wait.' 
The  King  can  do  no  wrons  T    As  Fm  a  sinner, 
He 's  spoilt  an  honest  tradesman  and  my  dinner. 

R.  H.  BiBHAK. 
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412.    A  PIPE  OF  TOBAOCX) 
I.    Mm.  Pmuun's  8m;i  imitated 
Lrrrut  tabe  of  mighty  power, 
CSumner  of  an  idle  hour. 
Object  of  my  warm  desire. 
Lip  of  wax  and  eye  of  fire ; 
And  tiiy  snowy  taper  waist, 
Wil^  my  finser  gently  Iwaced ; 
And  Uty  swelling  ashy  crest. 
With  my  little  stopper  pressed ; 
And  the  sweetest  Uiss  of  blisses. 
Breathing  from  thy  balmy  kisses. 
Happy  thrice  and  thrice  agen — 
Happiest  he  of  happy  men  ! 
Who,  when  agen  the  night  returns. 
When  agen  the  taper  bums ; 
When  agen  the  cricket 's  gay 
(Little  cricket)  full  of  play, 
Can  a£ford  his  tube  to  feed, 
Witii  the  fragrant  Indian  weed ; 
Pleasure  for  a  nose  divine, 
Incense  of  the  god  of  wine : 
Haj^^  thrice  and  thrice  agen — 
Happiest  he  of  happy  men  t 


I.  H.  Browns. 

413.    A  PIPE  OF  TOBACCO 
II.    Mb.  Popb's  sttlb  imitatkd 
Blbst  leaf !  whose  aromatic  gales  dispense 
To  templars  modesty,  to  parsons  sense : 
So  raptured  priests,  at  famed  Dodona's  shrine 
Drank  inspiratk>n  horn  the  steam  divine. 
Poison  that  cures,  a  vapour  that  affords 
Content,  mtwe  soUd  than  the  smile  of  lords : 
Rest  to  the  weatry,  to  the  hungry  food. 
The  last  kind  refuse  of  the  wise  and  good. 
InsE^red  by  thoe,  dull  cits  adjust  the  scale 
Of  Europe^s  peace,  when  other  statesmen  fail. 
By  thee  protected,  and  thy  sister,  beer. 
Poets  rejoice,  nor  think  the  bailiff  near. 
Nor  less  the  critic  owns  thy  genii^  aid. 
While  supperless  he  plies  the  juddling  trade. 
What,  thou^  to  love  and  soft  delights  a  foe. 
By  ladies  hated,  bated  by  the  beau. 
Yet  social  freedom,  long  to  court  unknown. 
Fair  hMtlth,  fair  truth,  and  virtue  are  thy  own. 
Come  to  thy  poet,  come  with  healing  wings. 
And  let  me  taste  thee  unexckwd  by  kings. 

I.  H.  Bbownb. 
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414.    TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  BULL 

J«iie22,1782. 
My  d>ab  Fbibki), 

If  nMliiig  vene  he  your  delist, 
'Tis  mine  m  mooh,  or  more,  to  write ; 
Bat  what  we  would,  ao  weak  ia  man. 
Lies  oft  remote  from  wliat  we  can. 
For  instance,  at  this  very  time 
1  feel  a  wish,  by  cheerful  rhyme 
To  soothe  my  friend,  and,  had  I  power. 
To  cheat  him  of  an  anxious  hour ; 
Not  meaning  (for  I  must  confess. 
It  were  but  folly  to  suppress) 
His  pleasure,  or  his  good  alone. 
But  squinting  partly  at  my  own. 
But  though  the  sun  is  flaming  high 
r  th'  centre  of  yon  arch,  the  sky. 
And  he  had  once  (and  who  but  he  T) 
The  name  for  setting  genius  free. 
Yet  whether  poets  of  past  days 
Yielded  him  undeserved  praise. 
And  he  by  no  uncommon  lot 
Was  famed  for  virtues  he  had  not ; 
Or  wheUier,  which  is  like  enough. 
His  Highness  may  have  taken  huff. 
So  seldom  sought  with  invocation. 
Since  it  haa  been  the  reigning  fashion 
,  To  disregard  his  inspiration, 
I  seem  no  brighter  in  my  wits 
For  all  the  ramance  he  emits. 
Than  if  I  saw,  Uirough  midnight  vapour. 
The  glimmerins  of  a  farthing  taper. 
Oh  for  %  succe^uieum,  then. 
To  accelerate  a  creeping  pen  ! 
Ob  for  a  ready  succedaneum. 
Quod  caput,  cerebrum,  et  cranium 
Pondere  liberet  exoao, 
Et  morbo  jam  caliginoso  ! 
'Tib  here ;  this  oval  box  well  filled 
With  best  tobacco,  finely  milled, 
Beats  all  Anticyra's  pretences 
To  disengage  the  encumbered  senses. 
Oh  Nymirfi  of  Transatlantic  fame, 
Where'er  thine  haunt,  whatever  thy  name. 
Whether  reposing  on  the  side 
Of  Oroonoquo's  spacious  tide, 
Or  listening  with  delight  not  small 
To  Niagara's  distant  fall. 
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TO  THE  REV.  WILLIAM  BULL 

^w  thioe  to  elMridi  Mid  to  food 

The  pongeot  noM-refrethiog  weed, 

Whidi,  whether  ptdTeriied  it  nia 

A  speedv  puMg»  to  tiie  bnun. 

Or  whether,  touched  with  fiie,  it  rise 

In  oiroUog  eddies  to  tlie  skies. 

Does  tho^riit  more  qaiokai  and  rafine 

Thnn  all  t£e  breath  of  all  the  Nine— 

Foigive  the  Bard,  if  Bard  he  be. 

Who  oaoe  too  wantonly  made  free. 

To  touch  with  a  satiric  wipe 

That  symbol  of  thy  power,  the  pipe : 

So  may  no  blight  mfest  thy  phuu^ 

And  no  nnseasimable  rains, 

Afid  BO  may  smiling  Peace  once  more 

Visit  America's  sad  shore ; 

And  thou,  secure  from  all  alarms 

Of  thundering  drums  and  glittering  arms. 

Rove  uno<mfined  beneath  the  shade 

niy  wide-expanded  Wves  have  made  ; 

80  may  tiiy  votaries  increase. 

And  fumigation  never  cease. 

May  Newton  with  renewed  delights 

Perform  thy  odoriferous  rites. 

While  clouds  of  incense  half  divine 

Involve  thy  disappearing  shrine ; 

And  so  may  smoke-inhaling  Bull 

Be  always  filling,  never  fuS. 


W.  COWPBB. 


415.    SUBLIME  TOBACCX) 
Sroma  tobacco !  which  from  east  to  west 
^leers  the  tar's  labour  or  the  Turkman's  rest ; 
Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 
His  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides  : 
Magnificent  in  Stamboul,  but  less  grand, 
Though  not  less  teved.  in  Wapping  or  the  Strand 
^me  m  hookas,  gkmous  in  a  pipe, 
When  tipped  with  amber,  mellow,  rich,  and  ripe ; 
lake  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress. 
More  dazdingly  when  dariiu;  in  full  dress ; 
Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  a£nire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beautiee— Give  me  a  cigar ! 

Q.  GosDON,  Lord  Byeow. 
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416.    A  FAREWELL  TO  TOBACCO 

Mat  the  Babylonish  oune 

Strait  ooafound  my  stammeting  vene, 

If  I  can  a  paoage  see 

In  this  wcord-perplexityi 

Or  a  fit  expression  find. 

Or  a  language  to  my  mind, 

(Still  the  phrase  is  wide  or  scant) 

To  take  leave  of  thee,  GREAT  PLANT 

Or  in  any  terms  relate 

Half  my  love,  or  half  my  hate ; 

For  I  hate,  yet  love,  thee  so. 

That,  whichever  thing  I  show. 

The  plain  truth  will  seem  to  be 

A  constrained  hyperbole. 

And  the  passion  to  proceed 

More  from,  a  mistress  than  a  weed. 

Sooty  retainer  to  the  vine, 
Bacchus'  black  servant,  negro  fine  { 
Sorcerer,  that  mak'st  us  dote  upon 
Thy  begrimed  oomj^lexion. 
And,  for  thy  pernicious  sake, 
Mote  and  {preater  oaths  to  break 
Than  recIaimM  lovers  take 
'Gainst  women :  thou  thy  siege  dost  lay 
.  Much  too  in  the  female  way. 
While  thou  snck'st  the  labouring  breath 
Faster  than  kisses  or  than  death. 

Thou  in  such  a  cloud  dost  bind  us. 

That  our  worst  foes  cannot  find  us. 

And  ill-fortune,  that  would  thwart  us. 

Shoots  at  lovers,  shooting  at  us ; 

While  each  man,  Uirough  thy  heightening  steam. 

Does  like  a  smoking  Etna  seem. 

And  all  about  us  does  express 

(Fancy  and  wit  in  richest  dress) 

A  Sicilian  fruitfulnesa. 

Thou  through  such  a  mist  dost  show  us. 
That  our  best  friends  do  not  know  us. 
And,  for  those  allowed  features. 
Due  to  reasonable  creatures, 
liken'st  us  to  fell  CSiimwas, 
Monsters  that,  who  see  us,  fear  vm ; 
Worse  than  Cerberus  or  Geryon, 
Or,  who  first  loved  a  cloud,  Ixion. 


A  VABXWVLL  TO  TOBAOCX) 

Baoohni  w  know,  aad  we  aUow 
WaHmytitm.    BotwIurtarttiMa 
Th»t  bat  bjr  rafln  oaost  ^ovr 
Wb»t  hk  deitY  caui  do, 
Aa  the  Sake  EEfrptUo  tpeU 
Aped  tbe  true  nebrew  murecle  ? 
Some  few  Tapotin  thou  may'st  raiae. 
The  weak  bnua  may  fterve  to  amaze, 
But  to  the  reiaa  aod  nobto  heart 
Canst  nor  life  nor  beat  impart. 

Brother  of  Baocbus.  later  bom. 
The  old  world  waa  sutu  forlorn. 
Wanting  thee,  that  aidest  more 
The  ^od^s  victoriea  than  before 
All  his  ptanthers,  and  the  brawls 
Of  his  pi^ng  Bacchanals. 
These,  as  stale,  we  disallow. 
Or  judge  of  tkee  meant :  only  thoa 
His  true  Indian  conquest  art ; 
And,  for  ivy  round  his  dart. 
The  reformed  god  now  weavea 
A  finer  thyrsus  of  thy  leaves. 

Scent  to  match  thy  rich  perfume 
Chemic  art  did  ne'er  presume 
Through  her  quaint  alembic  strain. 
None  so  sovereign  to  the  brain. 
Nature,  that  did  in  thee  excel. 
Framed  again  no  second  smell. 
Roses,  violets,  but  toys 
For  the  smaller  sort  of  boys, 
Or  lor  greener  damsels  meant ; 
Thou  art  the  only  manly  scent. 

Stinking'at  of  the  stinking  kind, 
nith  of  the  mouth  and  fug  of  the  mind. 
Africa,  that  brags  her  foyson. 
Breeds  no  such  prodigious  poison. 
Henbane,  nightshade,  both  together. 
Hemlock,  aconite — 

Nay,  rather. 
Plant  divine,  of  rarest  virtue ; 
Blisters  on  the  tongue  would  hurt  you. 
'Twas  but  in  a  sort  I  blamed  thee ; 
None  e'er  prospered  who  defamed  thee ; 
Irony  all,  and  feiened  abuse. 
Such  as  perplexe«l  lovers  use. 


A  FAREWELL  TO  TOBAOCX) 

At  •  need,  iHiMi,  in  denMkir 
To  Mint  forth  their  fynst  fair. 
Or  in  part  but  to  expreM 
Thst  neeeding  ooBwlineM 
Which  their  fandM  doth  to  strilw. 
They  borrow  iMumge  of  dislike ; 
And,  imtsnd  of  Dtatmt  MiM, 
Jewel,  Honey,  Sweetheart,  Blin, 
And  thoM  forms  of  old  sdmlring. 
Call  her  Cookatrioe  and  Siren, 
Basilisk,  and  aU  that  'a  evil, 
Witch,  Hvena,  Mermaid,  Devil, 
Ethiop,  Wench,  and  BUokamoor, 
Monkev,  Ape,  and  twenty  more ; 
Friendly  Trait'reas,  loving  Foe,— 
Mot  that  she  is  trulv  so. 
But  no  othw  way  they  know 
A  contentment  to  express. 
Borders  so  upon  excess, 
That  thejr  do  not  rightly  wot 
Whether  it  be  pain  or  not. 

Or  as  men,  constrained  to  part 
With  what 's  nearest  to  their  heart. 
While  their  sorrow 's  at  the  height. 
Lose  discrimination  quite. 
And  their  hasty  wrath  let  fall. 
To  appease  their  frantic  gall, 
On  the  darling  thing  whatever 
Whence  they  feel  it  death  to  sever, 
Thoush  it  be,  as  they,  perforce. 
Guiltless  of  the  sad  divorce. 

For  I  must  (nor  let  it  grieve  thee. 

Friendliest  of  plants,  that  I  must)  leave  thee. 

For  thy  sake.  Tobacco,  I 

Would  do  any  thing  but  die. 

And  but  seek  to  extend  my  days 

Long  enough  to  sii^  thy  praise. 

B'Jt  aa  she,  who  once  hath  been 

A  king's  consort,  is  a  queen 

Ever  after,  nor  will  bate 

Any  tittle  of  her  stete. 

Though  a  widow,  or  divorced, 

So  I,  from  thy  converse  forced. 

The  old  name  and  style  retain, 

A  right  Katberine  of  Spain  ; 

And  a  seat,  too,  'monsst  the  joys 

Of  the  blest  Tobacco  boys ; 


. 
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A  FAREWELL  TO  TOBACCO 

Where,  though  I,  by  sour  physician. 
Am  debarred  the  full  fruition 
Of  thy  favours,  I  may  catoh 
Some  collateral  sweets,  and  snatch 
Sidelong  odours,  that  give  life 
Like  glances  from  a  neighbour's  wife ; 
And  still  live  in  the  by-places 
And  the  suburbs  of  tny  graces ; 
And  in  thy  borders  take  deUght, 
An  unoonquered  Canaanite. 


C.  Lamb. 


417     ODE  TO  TOBACCO 

Thoit  who,  when  fears  attack, 
Bid'st  them  avaunt,  and  Black 
Care,  at  the  horseman's  back 

Perehing,  unseatest ; 
Sweet  when  the  morn  is  grey ; 
Sweet,  when  they've  cleared  away 
Lunch  ;  and  at  close  of  day 

Possibly  sweetest : 

I  have  a  liking  old 

For  thee,  though  manifold 

Stories,  !  know,  are  told. 

Not  to  thy  credit ; 
How  one  (or  two  at  most) 
Drops  make  a  oat  a  ghost— 
Usewss,  except  to  roast — 

Doctors  have  said  it : 

How  they  who  use  fusees 
All  grow  by  slow  degrees 
Brainless  as  ohimpanxees. 

Meagre  as  lizards ; 
Go  mad,  and  beat  ^e^  wives ; 
Plunge  (after  shocking  lives) 
Razors  and  carving  kdves 

Into  their  gizzards. 

Confound  such  knavish  tricks  ! 
Yet  know  I  five  or  six 
Smokers  who  freely  mix 

Still  with  thdr  ndghbours ; 
Jones— (who,  I'm  glad  to  say. 

Asked  leave  of  Mrs.  J )— 

Daily  abaorlw  a  clay 

After  his  labours. 


ODE  TO  TOBACCO 

Cats  may  have  had  their  goose 
Cooked  by  tobacco-juice ; 
Still  why  deny  its  use 

Thoughtfully  taken  ! 
We're  not  as  tabbies  are : 
Smith,  take  a  fresh  cigar  ! 
Jones,  the  tobacco-jar ! 

Here 's  to  thee.  Bacon  ! 


418.    THE  HEADACHE 

My  head  doth  ache, 
O  Sappho  I  take 

Thy  fillet. 
And  bind  the  pain  ; 
Or  bring  some  bane 

To  kUl  it. 

But  less  that  part. 
Than  my  poor  heart. 

Now  IS  sick : 
One  kiss  from  thee 
Will  counsel  be. 

And  physic. 
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C.  S.  Calveblxx. 


R.  HXBRICK. 


410.    TO  MINERVA 

(FbOM   TBI   GbXXK) 

Mt  temples  throb,  my  pulses  boil, 
I'm  susk  of  Song,  ana  Ode,  and  Ballad- 

8o,  Thyrsis,  take  the  Midnight  Oil, 
And  pour  it  on  a  lobster  salad. 

My  brain  b  dull,  my  sight  is  foul, 
f  cannot  write  a  verse,  or  read, — 
n,  Pallas,  take  away  thine  Owl, 
nd  let  us  have  a  lark  instead. 


T.  Hood. 
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420.    THE  REMEDY  WORSE  THAN  THE  DISEASE 
I  SSNT  for  Ratdiffe ;  was  so  ill, 

That  other  doctors  gave  me  over : 
He  felt  my  pulse,  prescribed  his  pill. 
And  I  was  likely  to  recover.  - 

But  when  the  wit  began  to  wheeze. 
And  wine  had  warjaed  the  politician. 


Cored  yesterday  of  my  disease, 
I  dira  last  night  of  i 


my  physician. 


M.  Prior. 


421.  ADVICE  TO  A  LADY  IN  AUTUMN 

Asses'  mUk,  half  a  pint,  take  at  seven,  or  before. 

Then  sleep  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  no  more. 

At  mne  stretch  your  arms,  and,  oh  f  think  when  alone 

Si^„M!°*P''*''"*  '  •  ''«*.— Mary,  bring  me  my  gown. 

Slip  on  that  ere  you  nse ;  let  your  caution  be  such  ; 

Keep  ail  colo  .  .m  your  breast,  there 's  already  too  much : 

Your  pinners  set  right,  your  twitcher  tied  on. 

Your  prayers  at  an  end,  and  your  breakfast  quite  done. 

Ketu«  to  some  author  improving  and  gay. 

And  with  sense  like  your  own,  set  your  mind  for  the  day. 

At  twelve  you  may  walk,  for  at  this  time  o*  the  year. 

The  sun,  hke  your  wit,  is  as  mild  as 'tis  clear : 

JBut  mark  in  the  meadows  the  ruin  of  time ; 

Take  the  hint,  and  let  life  be  improved  in  its  prime. 

«eturn  not  in  haste,  nor  of  dressing  toke  heed : 

For  beauty  like  yours  no  assistance  can  need. 

With  -n  appetite  thus  down  to  dinner  you  sit. 

Where  the  chief  of  the  feast  is  the  flow  of  your  wit : 

L«t  this  be  indulged,  and  let  laughter  go  round : 

As  It  pleases  your  mind  to  your  Health  'twill  redound. 

After  dinner  two  glasses  at  least,  I  approve ; 

Name  the  first  to  the  King,  and  the  fast  to  your  love : 

Thus  cheerful,  with  wisdom,  with  innocence,  gay. 

And  calm  with  yo-ir  joys,  gently  glide  througE  the  day. 

The  dews  of  the  evening  most  carefully  shun : 

^ose  tea™  of  the  sky  for  the  loss  of  the  sun. 

Then  in  chat,  or  at  play,  with  a  dance  or  a  song. 

Let  the  night,  like  the  day,  pass  with  pleasure  along. 

All  cares,  but  of  love,  banish  far  from  your  mind  : 

And  those  you  may  end,  when  you  please  to  be  kind. 

P.  Stakhopb,  Earl  or  CuRSTiRniLD. 
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422.    THE  SECRETARY 

While  with  labour  assiduous  due  pleasure  I  mix. 
And  in  one  day  atone  for  the  business  of  six. 
In  a  little  Dutch  chaise,  on  u  Saturday  night. 
On  my  left  hand  my  Horace,  a  nymph  on  my  right : 
No  memoirs  to  compose,  and  no  post-boy  to  move. 
That  on  Sunday  may  hinder  the  softness  of  love. 
For  her  neither  visits  nor  parties  at  tea. 
Nor  the  long-winded  cant  of  a  dull  refugee. 
This  night  and  the  next  shall  be  hers,  shall  be  mine. 
To  good  or  ill  fortune  the  third  we  resign. 
Thus  scoraing  the  world,  and  superior  to  fate, 
I  drive  in  my  car  in  professional  state. 
So  with  Phia  through  Athens  Plsistratus  rode ; 
Men  thought  her  Minerva,  and  him  a  new  god. 
But  why  should  I  stories  of  Athens  rehearse 
Where  people  knew  love,  and  were  partial  to  verse. 
Since  none  can  with  justice  my  pleasures  oppose 
In  Holland  half-drownM  in  interest  and  prose  T 
Bv  Greece  and  past  ages  what  need  I  be  tried 
When  The  Hague  and  the  present  are  both  on  my  side ; 
And  is  it  enough  for  the  joys  of  the  day 
T '  think  what  Anacreon  or  Sappho  would  say  T 
-len  good  Vandergoes  and  his  provident  vrow. 
As  they  gaze  on  my  triumph  do  freely  allow. 
That,  search  all  the  province,  you'll  find  no  num  dar  is 
So  blest  as  the  Englishen  Heer  Secretar'  is. 
The  Hague,  1696.  M.  PBicn. 


423.    TO 

Composed  at  Rottebdaic 

I  GAZE  upon  a  city, 
A  city  new  and  strange ; 
Down  many  a  watery  vista 
My  fancv  te        'Grange; 
From  side  t       ae  I  saunter. 
And  wonder  where  I  am  ; — 
And  can  tfou  be  in  England, 
Ana  /  at  Rotterdam  1 

Before  me  lie  dark  waters. 
In  broad  canals  and  deep. 
Whereon  the  silver  moonbeams 
Sleep,  restless  in  their  sleep : 


UA 


TO 

A  sort  of  vulgar  Venioe 
Reminda  me  where  I  am, — 
Yes,  yes,  yoa  are  in  England, 
And  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 

Tall  houses  with  qoaint  gables. 
Where  frequent  windows  shine. 
And  qua'n  that  lead  to  bridges. 
And  ti .  ^  in  formal  line. 
And  masts  of  spioy  vessels. 
From  distant  Surinam, 
All  tell  me  you're  in  England, 
And  I'm  in  Rotterdam. 

Those  sailors— how  outlandish 
The  face  and  garb  of  ea'ih  ! 
They  deal  in  foreign  ges.  res. 
And  use  a  foreign  speech  ; 
A  tongue  not  learned  near  Isis, 
Or  studied  by  the  Cam, 
Declares  that  you're  in  England, 
But  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 

And  now  across  a  market 
My  doubtful  way  I  trace. 
Where  stands  a  solemn  statue. 
The  Genius  of  the  place ; 
And  to  the  great  urasmus 
I  oflFer  my  salaam, — 
Who  tells  me  you're  in  England, 
And  I'm  at  Rotterdam. 

The  coffee-room  is  open, 
I  mingle  in  its  crowd ; 
The  dominoes  are  rattling. 
The  hookahs  raise  a  cloud ; 
A  flavour,  none  of  Fearon's, 
That  mingles  with  my  dram. 
Reminds  me  you're  in  England, 
But  I'm  in  Rotterdam. 

Then  here  it  goes,  »  bumper, — 
The  toast  it  shall  be  mine. 
In  Schiedam,  or  in  sheriy, 
Tokay,  or  hock  of  Rhine- 
It  well  deserves  the  brightest. 
Where  sunbeam  ever  swam — 
*  The  girl  I  love  in  England  *, 
I  drink  at  Rotterdam  ! 


T.  Hood. 
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424.    TO  SALLY 

Thk  nuui  in  righteousness  arrayed, 

A  pure  and  blameleM  liver. 
Needs  not  the  keen  Toledo  blade. 

Nor  venom-freighted  quiver. 
What  though  he  wind  hu  toilsome  way 

O'er  remons  wild  and  weary- 
Through  Zara's  burning  desert  stray. 

Or  Asia's  jungles  dreary : 

What  though  he  plough  the  billowy  deep 

By  lunar  light,  or  solar. 
Meet  the  resistless  Simoon's  sweep. 

Or  iceberg  oiroumpohu' ! 
In  bog  or  quagmire  deep  and  dank 

His  foot  shall  never  settle ; 
He  mounts  the  summit  of  Mont  Blano, 

Or  Popocatapetl. 

On  Chimborazo's  breathless  height 

He  treads  o'er  burning  lava ; 
Or  snufib  the  Bohan  Upas  blight» 

The  deathful  plant  of  Java. 
Through  every  peril  he  shall  pass. 

By  ^rtue's  shield  protected ; 
And  still  by  Truth's  unerring  g^ass 

His  path  shall  be  directed. 

Else  wherefore  was  it,  Thursday  last, 
While  strolling  down  the  valley. 

Defenceless,  musing  as  I  passed 
A  canzonet  to  Sally, 

A  wolf,  with  mouth-protruding  snout. 
Forth  from  the  thicket  bounded— 

I  clapped  my  hands  and  raised  a  shout- 
He  heard— and  fled — confounded. 

Tangier  nor  Tunis  never  bred 

An  animal  more  crabbM ; 
Nor  Fez,  dry-nurse  of  lions,  fed 

A  moDiter  half  so  rabid  ; 
Nor  Ararat  so  fierce  a  beast 

Has  seen  since  days  of  Noah ; 
Nor  stronger,  eager  for  a  teaat. 

The  fell  constrictor  boa^ 


f  , 


J.  Q.  Adams. 
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425.    FAREWELL  TO  MALTA 

Adiktt,  ye  joys  of  La  Valette  ! 

Adieu,  sirocco,  sun,  and  sweat ! 

Adieu,  thou  palace  rarely  entered  ! 

Adieu,  ye  mansions  where — I've  ventured ! 

Adieu,  ye  carsM  streets  of  stairs ! 

(How  sorely  he  who  mounts  you  swears  !) 

Adieu,  ye  merchants  often  failing ! 

Adieu,  thou  mob  for  ever  railing ! 

Adieu,  ye  packets — without  letters  ! 

Adieu,  ye  fools — who  ape  your  betters ! 

Adieu,  thou  damnedest  quarantine. 

That  gave  me  fever,  and  the  spleen  ! 

Adieu,  that  stage  which  makes  us  yawn.  Sirs, 

Adieu,  his  Excellency's  dancers ! 

Adieu  to  Peter — whom  no  fault 's  in. 

But  could  not  teach  a  colonel  waltzing ; 

Adieu,  ye  females  fraught  with  graces ! 

Adieu,  red  coats,  and  redder  faces  ! 

Adieu,  the  supercilious  air 

Of  all  that  strut  *  en  militaire  ! ' 

I  go — but  God  knows  when,  or  why. 

To  smoky  towns  and  cloudy  sky. 

To  things  (the  honest  truth  to  say) 

As  bad — bat  in  a  different  way. 

Far»*well  to  these,  but  not  adieu, 
T*-'nmphant  sons  of  truest  blue ! 
While  either  Adriatic  shore. 
And  fallen  chiefs,  and  fleets  no  more. 
And  nightly  smiles,  and  daily  dinners. 
Proclaim  you  war  and  woman's  winners. 
Pardon  my  Muse,  who  apt  to  prate  is. 
And  take  my  Thyme— bwause  'tis  '  gratis '. 

And  now,  O  Malta  !  since  thou'st  got  us. 
Thou  little  'uilitary  hothouse  ! 
I'll  not  offend  r/ith  words  uncivil. 
And  wish  thee  rudely  at  the  Devil, 
But  only  stare  from  out  my  casement. 
And  ask,  for  w!    I  is  such  a  place  meant  ? 
Then,  in  my  solitary  nook. 
Return  to  scribbling,  or  a  book. 
Or  take  my  phjrsio  while  I'm  able 
(Two  spoonfuls  hourly  by  the  label). 
Prefer  my  nightcap  to  my  beaver. 
And  bless  the  gods  I've  got  a  fever. 

G.  GOBDOK,  LOBD  ByroK. 
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426.    IJNES  TO  MR.  HODGSON 

Wbittbn  on  boakd  thb  Lisbon  Packet 

Huzza  !  Hodgson,  we  are  going. 

Our  embargo 's  off  at  last ; 
Favourable  breezes  blowing 

Bend  the  canvas  o'er  the  mast. 
From  aloft  the  signal 's  streaming. 
Hark  !  the  farewell  gun  is  fired  ; 
Women  screeching,  tars  blaspheming. 
Tell  us  that  our  time 's  expired. 
Here 's  a  rascal 
Come  to  task  all. 
Prying  from  the  custom-house 
Trunks  unpacking. 
Cases  cracking. 
Not  a  corner  for  a  mouse 
'Scapes  unsearched  amid  the  racket. 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Packet. 

Now  our  boatmen  quit  their  mooring. 
And  all  hands  must  ply  the  oar  ; 

Ba^age  from  the  quay  is  lowering. 
We're  impatient,  push  from  shore. 

•  Have  a  care  I   that  case  holds  liquor — 

Stop  the  boat— I'm  sick — oh  Lord  ! ' 

•  Sick,  ma'am,  hang  i.,,  you'll  be  sicker 

Ere  you've  been  an  hour  on  board,' 
Thus  are  sere*"-    nt? 
Men  and  wo.  ■ 
Gemmen,  ladie>'  ,,  Jacks  ; 

Here  entan^     iw 
All  are  wrat, 
Stuck  together  Ciooo  as  wax. — 
Such  the  general  noise  and  racket. 
Ere  we  reach  the  Lisbon  JPacket. 

Now  we've  reached  her,  lo  !  the  captain. 
Gallant  Kidd,  commands  the  crew  ; 

Passengers  their  berths  are  clapped  in. 
Some  to  grumble,  some  to  spew. 

•  Heyday  !  call  you  that  a  cabin  ? 

Why  'tis  hardly  three  feet  square  : 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  in — 
Who  the  deuce  can  harbour  there  ?  ' 
*  Who,  sir  T  plenty- 
Nobles  twenty 
Did  at  once  my  vessel  fill.' — 


\ 
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LINES  TO  MR.  HODGSON 

'Did  they?  Baoohns, 

How  yoa  pack  i»  ! 
Would  to  Heaven  they  did  bo  still : 
Then  I  'd  aoape  the  heat  and  racket 
Of  the  good  ship,  Liabon  Packet.' 

Fletcher  I  Murray  !  Bob  !  where  are  you  f 

Stretched  along  the  deck  like  logi — 
Bear  a  hand,  you  jolly  tar,  you  1 

Here  'a  a  rope's  end  for  the  dogs. 
Hobhouse  muttering  fearful  curses. 

As  the  hatchway  down  he  rolls 
Now  his  breakfast,  now  his  verses. 
Vomits  forth— and  d— s  our  souls. 
*  Here 's  a  stanza 
On  Braganza — 
Help ! '— '  A  couplet  T  '— '  No,  a  cup 
Of  warm  water—  * 
'  What 's  the  matter  ? ' 
*  Zounds  !  my  liver 's  coming  up ; 
I  shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet' 

Now  at  length  we're  off  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shall  come  back  I 
Breezes  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  untihip  us  in  a  crack. 
But,  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is. 

As  philosophers  allow. 
Still  to  laugh  by  far  the  best  is. 
Then  laugh  on— as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things. 
Great  and  small  Uiings, 
Sick  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore ; 
While  we're  quaffing. 
Let's  have  laughing — 
Who  the  devil  cares  for  more  T — 
Some  good  wine !  and  who  would  lack  it, 
Ev'n  on  board  the  Lisbon  Packet  7 

G.  GOBDON,  LOED  Byboit. 


427.    HAD  CAIN  BEEN  SCOT 

Had  Caia  been  Scot,  God  would  have  changed  his  doom,— 
Not  forced  him  wander,  but  confined  him  home. 

J.  Clkveland. 
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428.    EPISTLE  FROM  ALGIERS 

To  HORAO  SHITH 

DiAB  Horace !  be  melted  to  tears. 
For  Fm  melting  with  heat  as  I  rime ; 

Though  the  name  of  the  place  is  Algiers 
'Tjs  no  joke  to  fall  in  with  its  clime. 

With  a  shaver  from  France  who  ccme  o'er. 

To  an  African  inn  I  ascend  ; 
I  am  cast  on  a  barbarous  shore, 

Where  a  barber  alone  is  my  friend. 

Do  you  ask  me  the  sights  aud  the  news 

Of  this  wonderful  city  to  sing  T 
Alas  !  my  hotel  has  its  mews. 

But  no  muse  of  the  Helicon's  spring. 

My  windows  afford  me  the  sight 

Of  a  people  all  diverse  in  hue ; 
Tbev  are  black,  yellow,  olive,  and  white. 

Whilst  I  in  my  sorrow  look  blue. 

Here  are  groups  for  the  painter  to  take. 
Whose  fingers  jocosely  combine, — 

The  Arab  disguised  in  his  haik. 
And  the  Frenchman  disguised  in  his  wine. 

In  .  J  breeches  of  petticoat  size 
You  may  say,  as  the  Mussulmb,.   ^oes. 

That  his  garb  is  a  fair  compromise 
'Twixt  a  kilt  and  a  pair  of  small-clothes. 

The  Mooresses,  shrouded  in  white. 
Save  two  holes  for  their  eyes  to  give  room. 

Seem  like  corpses  in  sport  or  in  spite 
That  have  slily  whipped  out  of  their  tomb. 

The  old  Jewish  dames  make  me  sick : 

If  I  were  the  devil— I  declare 
Such  hags  should  not  mount  a  broom-stic' 

In  my  service  to  ride  through  the  air. 

But  hipped  and  undined  as  I  am. 
My  bippogriff's  course  I  must  rein — 

For  the  imin  of  my  thirst  is  no  sham. 
Though  I'm  H«wling  aloud  for  Champagne^ 
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350  EPISTLE  FROM  ALGIERS 

Dinner  'a  brought ;  hni  tbdr  wines  have  no  pith— 
They  are  flat  tm  the  statutes  at  law ; 

And  for  all  that  thev  bring  me,  dear  Smith  ! 
Would  a  glass  of  brown  stout  they  could  draw  ! 

O'er  each  French  trashy  dish  as  I  bend, 

Mv  heart  feels  a  patnot's  grief  I 
And  the  round  tears,  O  England  !  descend 

When  I  think  on  a  round  of  thy  beef. 

Yes,  my  .soul  sentimentally  craves 
British  beer.— Hail,  Britannia,  hail ! 

To  thy  flag  on  the  foam  of  the  waves. 
And  the  foam  on  thy  flagons  of  ale. 

Yet  I  own,  in  this  hour  of  my  drought, 
A  dessert  has  most  welcomely  come ; 

Here  are  peaches  that  melt  in  the  mouth. 
And  grapes  blue  and  big  as  a  plum. 

There  are  melons  too,  luscious  and  great, 

But  the  slices  I  eat  shall  be  few. 
For  from  melons  incautiously  eat 

Melancholic  effects  may  ensue. 

Horrid  pun  !  you'll  exclaim ;  but  be  cahn. 
Though  my  letter  bears  date,  as  you  view, 

From  the  land  of  the  date-beuing  palm, 
I  will  palm  no  more  puns  upon  you. 


T.  Campbell. 


429.    COLOGNE 

In  Koln,  a  town  of  monks  and  bones. 

And  pavements  fanged  with  murderous  stones. 

And  rags,  and  hags,  and  hideous  wenches ; 

I  counted  two  and  seventy  stenches. 

All  well  defined,  and  several  stinks  ! 

Ye  Nymphs  that  reign  o'er  sewers  and  sinks. 

The  river  Rhine,  it  is  well  known. 

Doth  wash  your  city  of  Cologne ; 

But  tell  me.  Nymphs  !  what  power  divine 

Shall  henceforth  wash  the  river  Bhine  ? 

S.  T.  COLEBIDGE. 
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4&0.    THE  VENETIAN  SERENADE 

Whkk  along  the  light  ripple  ths  far  serenade 

Has  accosted  the  ear  of  each  passionate  maid. 

She  may  open  the  window  that  looks  on  the  stream, — 

She  may  smile  on  her  pillow  and  blend  it  in  dream ; 

Half  in  words,  half  in  music,  it  pierces  the  gloom, 

*  I  am  coming— Stall — but  you  know  not  for  whom  ! 

Stall — not  for  whom  i ' 

Now  the  tones  become  clearer — you  hear  more  and  more 
How  the  water  divided  returns  on  the  oar, — 
Does  the  prow  of  the  gondola  strike  on  the  stair  ? 
Do  the  voices  and  instruments  pause  and  prepare  ? 
Oh  !  they  faint  on  the  ear  as  the  'amp  on  the  view, 

*  I  am  coming — Premi— but  I  stay  not  for  you ! 

Premi — not  for  you  ! ' 

Tlien  return  to  your  couch,  you  who  stifle  a  tear. 
Then  awake  not,  fair  sleeper — believe  he  is  here  ; 
For  the  young  and  the  loving  no  sorrow  endures. 
If  to-day  be  another's,  to-morrow  is  yours ; — 
May,  the  next  time  you  listen,  your  fancy  be  true, 
'  I  am  coming — Sci&r— and  for  you  and  to  you  I 
SciJur— and  to  you ! ' 

B.  M.  Mii:.NBS,  LoBD  Houghton. 
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431.    OCCASIONED  BY  READING  THE  TRAVELS  OP 
CAPTAIN  LEMUEL  GULLIVER 

To  QuiNBus  Flestbin,  the  Man-Mocntaik 

An  ode  by  Tilly-tit,  poet-laureate  to  his  Majesty  of  Lilliput 

Translated  into.  English 

In  amaze. 
Lost  I  gaze. 
Can  our  eyes 
Reach  thy  size  ? 
May  my  lays 
Swell  with  praise. 
Worthy  thee  I 
Worthy  me  I 
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TO  THE  MAN-MOUNTAIN 

Hum,  inspira, 
AU  thy  fin  I 
Buda  of  old 
Of  him  told, 
Whmi  th«  y  said 
AtlM'head 
Piropped  the  sides : 
See  t  ud  believe  your  eyes  i 

See  him  stride 
Valleys  wide. 
Over  woods, 
Orerfloods! 
When  he  treads 
Uountains'  heads 
Groao  and  shake  t 
Annies  quake : 
Lest  his  sporn 
Oreitarn 
Man  and  steed: 
Ttoopt,  take  heed  f 
Left  and  right. 
Speed  yocr  flight ! 
Lest  an  host 
Bnieath  his  foot  be  lost. 

Torned  aside, 
IVom  his  hide. 
Safe  from  wound. 
Darts  rebound. 
IVom  his  nose 
Clouds  he  blows : 
When  he  speaks. 
Thunder  breaks  I 
When  he  eats. 
Famine  threats  I 
When  he  drinks, 
Neptune  shrinks  I 
Nigh  thy  ear 
In  mid  air. 
On  thy  hand 
Let  me  stand  I 
So  shall  I, 
1^7  poet»  tondi  tha  sky. 


A.  POPB. 


132.    TO  MADAME  DE  DAMAS  LEARNING  ENGLISH 
Tbouoh  British  acceots  your  attentioa  fite. 

You  cumot  learn  so  fast  as  we  admue. 
«'np»«  "ke  you  can  slowly  bat  imptoTW 
For  who  would  teach  you  but  the  verb'*  I  love '  ? 

H.  Walpolb,  Eabl  of  Obfo&d. 
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433.    THE  GROVES  OP  BLARNEY 
Thb  groves  of  Blarney, 
iniey  look  so  charming, 
Down  by  the  porliiM^ 
Of  sweet  silent  brooks. 
All  decked  by  posiea 
That  sponta:Mous  grew  there, 
Planted  in  order 
In  the  rocky  nooks. 
Tis  there  the  daisy. 
And  the  sweet  eamatioOt 
The  blooming  pink. 
And  the  rose  so  fair ; 
Likewise  tiie  lily. 
And  the  daffoduiy— 
All  flowers  that  scent 
The  sweet  open  air. 

'Tis  Lad^  Jeffers 
Owns  this  plantation ; 
Like  Alexander, 
Or  like  Helen  fair, 
There 's  no  commander 
In  all  the  nation. 
For  re^uUtion, 
Can  with  her  compare. 
Such  walls  surround  her, 
That  no  nine-pounder 
Could  ever  plunder 
Her  place  of  strength  ; 
But  OUver  Qpomwell, 
Her  he  did  pommel. 
And  made  a  breach 
In  her  battlement. 

There  is  a  cave  whws 
No  daylight  enters. 
Bat  oats  and  badgen 
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THE  GROVES  OF  BLARNEY 


Are  for  ever  bred ; 
And  mooed  by  nature. 
Makei  it  completer 
Than  a  coaob-and-eix, 
Or  a  downy  bed. 
1&  there  the  lake  is 
WeU  stored  with  fishes. 
And  oontely  eds  in 
The  verdant  mud ; 
Besides  the  leeches. 
And  groves  of  beeches. 
Standing  in  order 
To  guaid  the  flood. 

There  gravel  walks  are 
For  recreation, 
And  meditation 
In  sweet  solitude. 
Tis  there  the  lover 
May  hear  the  dove,  or 
The  gentle  plover. 
In  the  afternoon ; 
And  if  a  lady 
Would  be  so  engaging 
As  for  to  walk  in 
Those  shadv  groves, 
lis  there  the  courtier 
Might  soon  transport  her 
Into  some  fort,  or 
The  '  sweet  rook-olow '. 


There  are  statues  gracing 
This  noble  place  in- 
All  heathen  gods. 
And  nymphs  so  fair ; 
Bold  Meptune,  Caesar, 
And  Nebuchadneczar, 
All  standing  naked 
In  the  open  air  ! 
There  is  a  boat  on 
The  lake  to  float  on. 
And  lots  of  beauties 
Which  I  can't  entwine ; 
But  were  I  a  preacher. 
Or  a  classic  teacher. 
In  every  feature 
I'd  make  'em  shine ! 


THE  GROVES  OP  BLARNEY 
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There  is  •  atone  there 
Th«t  whoever  Uaaea, 
Oh  !  he  never  miases 
To  grow  eloquent 
'Ha  he  may  clamber 
To  a  lady'a  chamber. 
Or  become  a  member 
Of  Parliament : 
A  clever  apoater 
He'll  sure  turn  out,  or 
An  out-and-outer, 
*  To  be  let  alone.' 
Don't  hope  to  hinder  him. 
Or  to  bewiMer  him ; 
Sure  he 's  •  pilgrim 
Vtom  the  Blarney  stone  1 


B.  A.MauKiH. 


434.    THE  SHANDON  BEIJU3 
With  deep  affection. 
And  reooUection, 
I  often  think  of 

Those  Sbandon  bells. 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would. 
In  the  days  of  childhood, 
Flingaround  my  cradle 

Their  magic  spells. 
On  this  I  ponder 
Where'er  I  wander. 
And  thus  grow  fonder. 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee ; 
With  thy  bells  of  Sbandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  River  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  chiming 
Full  many  a  clime  in, 
Tolling  sublime  in 

Cathedral  shrine. 
While  at  a  gUb  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibrate- 
But  ail  the  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thine ; 
For  memory,  dwelling 
On  each  proud  swelling 
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THE  SHANfiON  BELLS 

Of  the  bdfr  V  kDelttng 

Ita  bola  notw  bte. 
Made  the  beUs  of  Shandoo 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  River  I«e. 

I've  heard  belb  tolling 
Old  Adrian's  iicib  in. 
Their  thunder  rolling 

From  the  Vatican^ 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  glorious  turrets 

Of  Notre  Dame ; 
But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
FlingB  o'er  the  Tiber, 

Pealing  solemnly ; — 
O,  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  River  Let. 

There 's  a  bell  in  Moscow, 
While  in  tower  and  kiosk  O 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Turkman  gets ; 
And  loud  in  air 
Calls  men  to  prayer 
From  the  tapering  summits 

Of  tall  minarets. 
Such  empty  phantom 
I  freely  grant  them  ; 
But  there 's  an  anthem 

More  dear  to  me, — 
'Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
Tb?  pleasant  waters 

Of  the  River  Lee. 

F.  S.  Mabony  (Fatbxb  Fbout). 
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435.    KITTT  OF  COLERAINE 
As  beaatifal  Kitty  one  morning  was  tripping. 

With  a  ptcher  of  milk  from  the  fair  ofColeraine, 
When  she  saw  me  she  stumbled,  the  pitcher  it  tumbled, 

And  all  the  sweet  battw-milk  watered  the  plain. 

O,  what  shall  I  do  now,  'twas  looking  at  you  now. 
Sure,  sure,  such  a  pitcher  Til  ne'er  meet  again, 

Twas  the  pride  of  my  dairy,  O,  Barney  ITLeary, 
You're  sent  as  a  plague  to  the  girls  of  C!oleraine. 

I  sat  down  beside  her,— and  gently  did  chide  her. 
That  such  a  misfortune  should  give  her  such  pain, 

A  kiss  then  I  pve  her,— before  I  did  leave  her. 
She  vowed  for  such  pleasure  she'd  break  it  again. 

Twas  hay-making  season,  I  can't  tell  the  reason. 
Misfortunes  will  never  come  single,— that 's  plain. 

For,  very  soon  after  poor  Kitty's  disaster. 
The  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine. 

E.  Ltsaght. 


436.    PEG  OF  UMAVADDY 

RiDiKO  from  Coleraine 

(Famed  for  lovely  Kitty), 
Came  a  Cockney  bound 

Unto  Derry  city ; 
Weary  was  his  soul. 

Shivering  and  sad,  he 
Bumped  along  the  road 

Leads  to  Lunavaddy. 

Mountains  stretched  around, 

Gloomv  was  their  tinting. 
And  the  horse's  hoofs 

Made  a  dismal  dinting ; 
Wind  upon  the  heath 

Howhng  was  ami  piping. 
On  the  heath  mmI  bog, 

Black  with  many  a  snipe  in, 
'Mid  the  bogs  of  black. 

Silver  pools  were  flashing. 
Crows  upon  thmr  sides 

Piokii^  were  and  sfdashing. 
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PEG  OF  LIMAVADDY 

Cockney  on  the  car 

Caoeer  folds  hk  plaidy. 
Grumbling  at  the  road 

Leads  to  limavaddy. 

Through  the  crashing  woods 

Autumn  brawled  and  blustered. 
Tossing  round  about 

Leaves  the  hue  of  mustard ; 
Yonder  lay  Lough  Foyle, 

Which  a  storm  was  whipping. 
Covering  with  mist 

Lake,  and  shores,  and  shipping. 
Up  and  down  the  hill 

(Nothing  could  be  bolder), 
Horse  went  with  a  raw 

Bleeding  on  his  shoulder. 
*  Where  are  horses  changed  ? ' 

Said  I  to  the  laddy 
Driving  on  the  box : 

'  Sir,  at  Limavaddy.' 

limavaddy  inn 's 

But  a  hnmbie^baithca9e. 
Where  vou  may  procure 

Whiskv  and  potatoes ; 
Lai.'^Iord  at  the  door 

Givcf  a  smiling  welcome 
To  the  shivering  wights 

Who  to  his  hotel  come. 
Landlady  within 

Sits  and  knits  a  stocking. 
With  a  wary  foot 

Baby's  cndle  rooking. 

To  the  chimney  nook 

Having  found  admittance, 
There  I  watch  a  pup 

Playing  with  two  kittens 
(Ph^mg  round  the  fire. 

Which  of  biasing  turf  is. 
Roaring  to  the  pot 

Which  bubbles  with  the  murphies); 
And  the  cradled  babe 

Fond  the  mother  nursed  it, 
Singing  it  a  song 

As  she  twists  the  worsted  i 

Up  and  down  the  stMr 
Two  more  young  ones  patter 


PEG  OP  LIMAVADDY 

(Twins  were  never  seen 

Dirtier  nor  fotter) : 
Both  have  mottled  legs. 

Both  have  snubby  noses. 
Both  have — Here  the  host 

Kindly  interposes : 
*  Sure  you  must  be  froze 

With  the  sleet  and  hail,  sir. 
So  will  you  have  some  punch. 

Or  will  you  have  some  ale,  sir  ? 

Presently  a  maid 

Enters  with  the  liquor 
(Half  a  pint  of  ale 

Frothing  in  a  beaker). 
Gads!  I&ln'tknow 

What  my  beating  heart  meant, 
Hebe's  self,  I  thought. 

Entered  the  apartment. 
As  she  came  she  smiled. 

And  the  smile  bewitching. 
On  my  word  and  honour. 

Lighted  all  the  kitchen  I 

With  a  ourtmr  neat 

Greeting  the  new-comer 
Lovely,  smiling  Peg 

Offers  me  the  rummer ; 
But  my  trembling  band 

Up  the  beaker  tilted. 
And  the  glass  of  ale 

Every  drop  I  spilt  it : 
Spilt  it  every  drop 

(Dames,  who  read  my  volumes^ 
Pardon  such  a  word) 

On  my  what-d'ye-call-'ems 

Witnessing  the  s>ht 

Of  that  dire  uuaster. 
Out  began  to  laugh 

Missis,  maid,  and  master ; 
Such  a  mwryjpeal, 

'Specially  Miss  Peg's  was 
(As  the  glaM  of  ale 

Triokhng  down  my  legs  was), 
That  the  joyful  sound 

Of  that  mingling  laughter 
Echoed  in  my  ears 

Many  a  long  day  after. 
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FEQ  OF  LIMAVADDY 

Snob  a  nlvtr  ped  i 

In  the  nuwdom  liatMing, 
Yoa  vho've  heud  the  beila 

Rinjdng  to  •  obristening ; 
You  who  ever  beecd 

Caradori  pretty, 
SmiUng  like  an  angel, 

SiapogQionnettt; 
Fancy  Peggy's  Uugh, 

Sweet,  and  dear,  and  obeerfal. 
At  my  pantaloons 

With  half  a  pint  of  beer  full ! 

When  the  lat^h  was  done. 

Peg,  the  pretty  hussy. 
Moved  about  the  room 

Wonderfully  busy ; 
Now  she  looks  to  see 

If  the  kettle  keep  hot ; 
Now  she  rubs  the  spoons. 

Now  she  cleans  the  tea-pot ; 
Now  she  sets  the  cups 

Trimly  and  secure ; 
Now  she  scours  a  pot. 

And  so  it  was  I  drew  her. 

Thus  it  was  I  drew  her 

Scouring  of  a  kettle 
(Faith  !  her  blushing  cheeks 

Reddened  on  the  metal). 
Ah!  but 'tis  in  vain 

That  I  try  to  sketch  it ; 
The  pot  perhaps  is  like. 

But  Peggy's  face  is  wretched. 
No:  the  best  of  lead 

And  of  indiarubbcr. 
Never  could  depict 

That  sweet  kettle-scrubber  f 

See  her  as  she  moves  ! 

So«.roe  the  ground  she  touches. 
Airy  as  a  fay. 

Graceful  as  a  duchess  ;• 
Bare  her  rounded  arm, 

Bare  her  little  leg  is, 
Vestris  never  shomd 

Ankles  like  to  Peggy's ; 


PEG  OF  LIMAVADDY 

Braided  ia  her  h«ir. 

Soft  her  look  Mid  modest. 
Slim  her  little  waist 

Ck>mfortably  bodioed. 

This  I  do  declare, 

Happy  is  the  laddv 
Who  the  heart  can  share 

Of  Pe{|  of  Limavaddy ; 
Married  if  she  were. 

Blest  would  be  the  daddy 
Of  the  children  fair 

Of  Pe|{  of  limavaddy. 
Beauty  is  not  rare 

In  the  land  of  Paddy, 
Ii'air  beyond  oompare 

Is  T^  of  Limavaddy. 

Citizen  or  Squire, 

Tory,  Whig,  or  Radi- 
cal would  all  desire 

Fte  of  limavaddy. 
Had  I  Homer's  fire. 

Or  that  of  Serjeant  Taddy, 
Meetly  I'd  admire 

Peg  of  Limavaddy. 
And  till  I  expire. 

Or  till  I  grow  mad,  I 
Will  sing  unto  my  lyre 

Peg  of  limavaady  t 
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W.  M.  Thackebat. 


437.    IRELAND  NEVER  WAS  CONTENTED 

Ireland  never  was  contented. 
Say  you  so  ?  You  are  demented. 
Leland  was  contented  when 
All  could  use  the  sword  and  pen. 
And  when  Tara  rose  so  high 
That  her  turrets  split  the  sky. 
And  about  her  courts  were  seen 
liveried  imgels  robed  in  green. 
Wearing,  by  St.  Patrick's  bounty. 
Emeralds  big  as  half  the  county. 


W.  S.  Lanoob. 
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438.    THE  BATTLE  OF  LIMERICK 

Ya  Gmiii  of  the  nation, 

Who  look  with  venention. 
And  Iteland'a  desolation  onsaysingly  deplore; 

Ye  sons  of  General  Jackson, 

Who  thrample  on  the  Saxon, 
Attend  to  the  thransaotion  upon  Shannon  shore 

When  Williat..,  Duke  of  Sohumbus, 

A  tyrant  and  a  humbug. 
With  cannon  and  with  thunder  on  our  city  bore 

Our  fortitude  and  vallianoe  *  ' 

Insthruoted  his  battehons 
To  rispict  the  galliant  Irish  upon  Shannon  shore. 

Since  that  capitulation. 

Mo  dty  in  this  nation 
So  grand  a  reputation  couM  boast  before^ 

As  lamerick  prodigious, 

^t  stands  with  quays  and  bridan. 
And  the  shipe  up  to  the  windies  of  the  Shannon  shora 

A  chief  of  ancient  line, 

'Tis  William  Smith  O'Btiae, 
Reprisinto  this  dwling  Limerick,  this  ten  years  or  mora . 

Ub,  the  Saxons  can't  endure 

To  see  him  on  the  flure. 
And  thiimble  at  the  Qcero  fr-  a  Shannon  shore  ! 

This  valliant  son  of  Mars 

Had  been  to  viBit  Par's, 
That  land  of  Revolution,  that  grows  the  tricolor ; 

And  to  welcome  his  returrn 

From  pilgrimages  furren. 
We  invited  him  to  tay  on  the  Shannon  ahore. 

Then  we  summoned  to  our  board 
Young  Meagher  of  the  Sword : 
Tis  he  will  sheath  that  battle-axe  in  Saxon  aote  - 
And  Mitchil  of  Belfast  ' 

We  bade  to  our  repast. 
To  dthrinfr  a  dish  of  coffee  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

Convanientl}        -ould 

These  patriotb  ^  oouH, 
We  tuck  the  opportunity  of  Tim  Dooian's  store ; 

And  with  omamints  and  banners 

(As  becomes  gintale  good  manners) 
We  made  the  loveliest  tay-room  upon  Shannon  shore. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  LIMEBICK 

Twould  binifit  your  sowb 

To  see  the  bo^iend  rowla. 
The  sngw-toiigB  and  MuogwidgM  ukl  onim  galyore. 

And  the  muffins  anathe  orcmpeti. 

And  the  band  of  hwni  and  thmmpett. 
To  odebra<»  the  sworry  vpon  Shannon  shore. 

Sure  the  Imperor  of  Bc^ay 

Would  be  proud  to  dthrink  the  tay 
That  Misthress  Kddy  Rooney  for  O'Brine  did  pour ; 

And,  since  the  days  of  Stroi^(bow»         * 

There  never  was  such  Congo — 
Mitohil  dthrank  six  quarts  of  it— by  Shaanon  sb(»e. 

B'it  Oamdon  and  Corry 

Connellan  beheld  this  sworry 
With  rage  and  imulation  in  thdr  black  hearts'  cote  ; 

And  they  hired  a  gai^  of  ruffins 

To  interrupt  the  m  .ifiis 
And  the  fragrance  of  the  Ciongo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

When  full  of  tay  and  cake, 

O'Brine  began  to  tpake. 
But  juice  a  one  could  hear  him,  for  a  sodden  roar 

Of  a  ragamuffin  rout 

Began  to  ydl  and  shout. 
And  frighten  the  propriety  of  Shannon  shore. 

As  Smith  O'Brine  harangued. 
They  batthered  and  they  bai^ged : 

Tim  Doolan's  doors  and  windies  down  they  tore ; 
They  smashed  the  lovdy  windies 
(Hung  with  muslin  from  the  Indies), 

Purshuing  of  their  shindies  upon  Shannon  shore. 

With  throwing  of  brickbata, 
Drownied  puppies,  and  dead  rats. 

These  ruffin  democrats  themselvee  did  lower ; 
Tin  kettles,  rotten  eggs, 
Cabbage-staUts,  and  wooden  legs. 

They  flung  among  the  patriots  of  Shannon  shore. 

Oh,  the  girls  began  to  sorame 

And  upset  the  milk  and  orame ; 
And  the  honourable  gintlemin,  they  cursed  and  swore  * 

And  Mitchil  id  Belfast, 

'Twas  he  that  loolrad  aghast, 
When  they  roasted  him  in  effigy  by  Shannon  shore. 
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SM  THB  BATTLE  OF  LIMERICK 

Oh,  Um  lovely  toy  wm  tpUt 

On  that  d»y  of  Irriud's  goilt ; 
Sftys  JMk  MitohU,  *  I  am  kUt  t   Boys,  where  'i  the  back  door  ? 

'Ik  •  national  dkgraoe ; 

Let  me  go  and  veil  me  tmet ;  * 
And  he  booked  inth  qoiok  pace  from  the  Shannon  ehore. 

*  Cat  down  the  bkwdy  horde  I  * 

Saya  Meagher  of  the  Sword, 
*  Thia  oondoot  would  diagraoe  any  blaekamoie ' ; 

Bat  the  belt  oae  Tommy  made 

Of  his  fa-jious  ba.Je  blade 
Waa  to  oat  hia  own  stick  from  the  Shannon  shore. 

Immortal  Smith  O'Brine 

Waa  raging  like  a  line ; 
'Twoald  have  don«.  yoar  aowl  good  to  have  heard  him  roar : 

In  hia  glory  he  aroae. 

And  he  rushed  upon  his  foes. 
But  they  hit  him  on  the  nose  by  the  Shannon  shore. 

Then  the  Futt  and  the  Dthragoona 

In  squadthrons  and  platoons, 
Wiih  their  music  plajring  chunes,  down  upon  us  bore ; 

And  they  bate  the  rattatoo. 

But  the  Peelers  came  in  view. 
And  uided  the  sbaloo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

W.  >f.  Thackibay. 


439.    WOMEN'S  LONGING 

Tell  me  what  is  that  only  thing 
For  which  all  women  long ; 

Yet  having  what  they  most  desire. 
To  have  it  does  them  wrong  ? 

'Tis  not  to  be  diaste  nor  fair, 

(Such  gifts  malice  r>ay  impair). 

Richly  trimmed,  to  walk  or  ride. 

Or  to  wanton  unespied. 

To  preserve  an  honest  name 

Aud  so  to  give  it  up  to  fame — 

These  are  toj^.     In  good  or  ill 

They  desire  to  have  their  will : 

Yet  when  they  have  it,  they  abuse  it. 

For  they  know  not  how  to  use  it. 


J.  Flbtcheb. 


440.    THE  WISH 

WKiL  then,  I  now  do  plainly  aee 
This  busy  world  ftnd  I  sh»ll  ne'er  agree. 
Hie  veiT  honey  of  all  earthly  joy 
Does,  of  all  meats,  the  soonest  cloy ; 

And  they,  methinks,  deserve  my  pity 
Who  for  it  can  endure  the  stings. 
The  crowd  and  buzz  and  murmurings 

Of  this  great  hive,  the  dty ! 

Ah  yet,  ere  I  descend  to  the  grave. 
May  I  a  small  house  and  luge  guden  have ; 
And  a  few  friends,  and  many  mwks,  both  truOf 
Both  wise,  and  both  delightful  too  ! 

And  since  Love  ne'er  •wUi  from  me  flee, — 
A  Mistress  moderately  fair. 
And  good  as  guardian  angels  are. 

Only  beloved,  and  loving  me  ! 

O  fou.    . !  Oh,  when  in  you  shall  I 
Myself  eased  of  unpeaceful  thoughts  espy  ? 
O  fields  !  O  woods  1  when,  when  shall  I  be  made 
The  happy  tenant  of  your  shade  T 

Here 's  the  spring-head  of  Pleasure's  flood  I 
Here 's  wealthy  Nature's  treasury. 
Where  all  the  riches  lie  that  she 

Has  noined  and  stamped  for  good. 

Pride  and  ambition  here 

Only  in  far-fetched  metaphors  appear ; 

Here  naught  but  winds  can  hurtful  murmurs  scatter. 

And  nau^t  but  echo  flatter. 

The  gods,  when  they  descended,  hither 
From  heaven  did  always  choose  their  way ; 
And  therefore  we  may  boldly  say 

That  'tis  the  way  too  thither. 

How  happy  here  should  I 
And  one  dear  She  hve,  and  embracing  die  ! 
She  who  is  all  the  world,  and  can  exclude 
In  deserts  soUtude. 

I  should  have  then  this  only  fear : 
Lest  men,  when  they  my  pleasures  see. 
Should  hither  throng  to  live  like  me, 

And  so  make  a  city  here. 


A.  Cowley. 


. 
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441.    THE  OLD  MAN  S  WISH 

If  I  live  to  grow  old  (for  I  find  I  go  down  !) 

I«t  this  be  my  fate  in  a  country  town : 

Let  me  have  a  warm  house,  with  a  stone  at  the  gate ; 

And  a  cleanly  young  girl  to  rub  my  bald  pate : 
May  I  govern  my  paosions  with  an  abaolnte  sway. 
And  grow  wiser  and  better  as  my  strength  wean  away. 
Without  gout  or  stone,  by  a  gentle  decay. 

In  a  country  town,  by  a  murmuring  bnxtk. 
The  ocean  at  distance,  on  which  I  may  look , 
With  a  spacious  plain,  without  hedge  or  stile. 
And  an  easy  pad-nag  to  ride  oat  a  mile ; 

With  a  padding  on  Sunday,  and  stout  hamming  liquor, 
And  remnants  of  Latin  to  puzzle  the  vioar ; 
With  a  hidden  reserve  of  Buigundy  vine 
To  drink  the  King's  health  m  oft  m  I  dine : 

With  Plutarch  and  Horace  and  one  or  two  more 
Of  the  best  wits  that  lived  in  the  ages  before ; 
With  a  dish  of  rcaat  mutton,  not  venison  nor  teal. 
And  clean,  though  coarse,  linen  at  every  meal : 

And  if  I  should  have  goeBts  I  mast  add  to  my  wish. 
On  Fridays,  a  mess  ofgood  butter«d  fish ; 
For  full  well  I  do  know,  and  the  truth  I  rev«al, 
I  had  better  do  so  than  oome  short  ot  a  meal : 

With  breeches  and  jerkin  of  good  ooontry  grey ; 
And  live  without  working,  now  my  streng^doth  decay ; 
With  a  hogshead  of  sherry,  for  to  drink  when  I  please. 
With  fric  ds  to  be  merry,  and  to  live  at  my 


Without  molertation,  may  I  spnid  my  hst  days 
In  sweet  recreation ;  and  sound  forth  the  praise 
Of  all  those  that  are  true  to  the  King  and  Us  htws ; 
Since  it  be  their  due,  they  shall  have  my  applause. 

When  the  days  are  grown  shor*.  and  it  freess  and  snows, 
Siay  I  have  a  coal  fire  as  high  am  my  nose  I 
A  hre  which,  once  stirred  up  with  a  prong. 
Will  keep  the  room  temperate  ail  the  oij^t  long. 

With  courage  undaunted,  may  I  faoe  my  bst  day  ; 

And  when  I  am  dead  may  the  better  sort  say. 
In  the  morning,  when  sober ;  in  Uie  evening,  when  mellow, 

He  IS  gone,  and  haa  left  not  behind  him  his  MIow. 
For  he  governed  his  passions  with  an  absolute  sway. 
And  grew  wiser  and  better,  as  bis  strength  wore  away. 
Without  gout  or  stone,  by  a  gentle  decay.' 

W.    POPK. 
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442.    TO-MORROW 

In  the  downhill  of  life  when  I  find  I'm  declining. 

May  my  fate  no  ten  fortunate  be. 
Than  a  snug  elbow-ehair  will  afford  for  reclining. 

And  a  cot  that  o'erlooks  the  wide  sea ; 
With  an  ambling  pad-pony  to  pace  o*or  the  lawn. 

While  I  carol  away  idle  sorrow  ; 
And,  blythe  as  the  lark  that  each  day  hails  the  dawn. 

Look  forward  with  hope  to  To-morrow. 

With  a  porch  at  my  door,  both  for  shelter  and  shade,  too. 

As  the  sunshine  or  rain  may  prevail ; 
And  a  small  spot  of  ground  for  the  use  of  the  spade,  too. 

With  a  bam  for  the  use  of  the  flail : 
A  cow  for  my  dairy,  a  dog  for  my  game. 

And  a  purse  when  a  man  wants  to  bcMTOw, 
I'll  envy  no  nabob  his  riches  or  fame. 

Or  wnat  honours  may  wait  him  To-morrow. 

trom  the  bleak  northern  blast  may  my  cot  be  completely 

Secured,  by  a  neighbouring  hill ; 
And  at  night  may  repose  stml  upon  me  more  sweetly. 

By  the  sound  of  a  murmuring  till : 
And  while  peace  and  plenty  I  find  at  my  board. 

With  a  heart  free  from  riokness  and  sorrow. 
With  my  friends  let  me  share  what  to-day  may  afford. 

And  let  them  spread  tiie  t»ble  To-morrow. 

And  when  I,  at  last,  must  throw  off  this  frail  covering. 

Which  I've  worn  for  three-soore  yews  and  ten, 
On  the  brink  of  the  grave  I'll  not  seek  to  keep  hovering, 

Hot  mv  thread  wish  to  spin  o'er  again ; 
But  my  face  in  the  glass  I'll  serenelv  survey, 

And  with  smiles  count  each  wrinkle  and  furrow, 
As  this  old  worn-out  stuff,  which  is  threadbare  to-day, 

May  become  everlasting  To-morrow. 

J.  Collins. 


443.    THE  LADY  WHO  OFFERS  HER  LOOKING-GLASS  TO 

VENUS 

ViNCs,  take  my  votive  glass  ; 
Since  I  am  not  what  I  was. 
What  from  this  day  I  shall  be, 
Venus,  let  me  never  see. 

M.  Prior. 
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444    CONTENTMENT 
*Man  wants  but  little  here  below.'— ChUmnith. 
IdTTLB  I  aak ;  my  wants  are  few ; 
1  only  wish  a  hut  of  stone 
■  (A  vtryjlain  brown  stone  will  dc). 
That  I  may  call  my  own  ;— 
And  close  at  hand  is  such  a  one. 
In  yonder  street  that  fronts  the  sun. 

PWn  food  is  quite  enough  for  me ; 
^iree  courses  are  as  good  as  ten  ;— 
If  Nature  can  subsist  on  three. 

Thank  Heaven  for  three.  'Amen! 
I  always  thought  cold  victual  nice  ;— 
My  ehoict  would  be  vanilla-ioe. 

I  oaie  not  much  for  gold  or  land ; 

Give  me  a  mortijage  here  and  there- 
Home  good  bank-stock,— some  note  of  hand. 

Or  triflins  raihxMMl  share ; — 
I  only  ask  that  Fortune  send 
A  UtiU  more  than  I  shall  spend. 

Honours  are  silly  toys,  I  know. 

And  titles  are  but  empty  names  ;— 
I  would,  perhaps,  be  Plenipo,— 
But  only  near  St.  James ; 
I  m  vwv  sure  I  should  not  care 
To  fill  the  Gubernator's  chair. 

Jewels  are  baubles ;  'tis  a  sin 

To  oare  for  such  unfruitful  things  ;— 
One  good-sized  diamond  in  a  pin,— 
Some,  not  to  large,  in  nngs,— 
A  ruby,  and  a  pearl,  or  so, 
WUl  do  for  me ;— I  laugh  at  show. 

My  dame  shall  dress  in  cheap  attire 

(Good,  heavy  silks  are  never  dear)  ;— 
I  own  perhaps  I  might  desire 

Some  shawls  of  true  Qtshmere,— 
Some  marrowy  crapes  of  Chma  silk, 
like  wrinkled  skins  on  scalded  milL 

I  would  not  have  the  h<»8e  I  drive 

So  fast  that  folks  must  stop  and  stare : 
An  easy  ^t,— two,  forty-five— 

Suits  me ;  I  do  not  oare  ;— 
Perhaps,  for  just  a  $ingU  «purt. 
Some  seocHids  kss  would  do  no  hurt. 


CONTENTMENT 

Ofpiotures  I  should  like  to  own 

^tians  and  Raphaels  three  or  four, — 
I  love  so  much  thdr  style  and  tone, — 

One  Turner,  and  no  more, — 
(A  landscape, — foreground  golden  dirt, — 
The  sunshine  painted  with  a  squirt.) 

Of  books  but  few, — some  fifty  score 

For  daily  use,  and  bound  for  wear ; 
The  rest  upon  an  upper  floor ; — 

Some  little  luxury  there 
Of  red  morocco's  gilded  gleam. 
And  Tellum  rich  as  country  cream. 

Busts,  cameos,  gems,— such  things  as  tbese^ 

Which  others  often  show  for  pride, 
/  value  for  their  i  ower  to  please. 
And  selfish  churls  deride ; 
On   ''tradivarius,  I  confess, 
T      Meerschaums,  I  would  fain  possess. 

Wealth's  wasteful  tricks  I  will  not  learn. 
Nor  ape  the  glittering  upstart  fool ; — 
Shall  not  owved  tablos  serve  my  turn. 

But  all  must  be  of  buhl  7 
Give  grasping  pomp  its  double  share, — 
I  ask  but  one  recumbent  chair. 

Tlius  humble  let  me  live  and  die. 

Nor  long  for  Midas'  golden  touch. 
If  Heaven  more  generous  gifts  deny, 
I  shall  not  miss  them  much, — 
Too  grateful  for  the  blessing  lent 
Of  simple  tastes  and  mind  content ! 


O.  W.  Houns. 


445.    EHEU  FUGACES 

What  Horace  says  is, 

Eheufuaaces 

Anni  UUnttUur,  PoMume,  Pottume  / 

Yean  glide  awav,  and  are  lost  to  me,  lost  to  me  ! 

Now,  when  thie  folks  in  the  dance  spc»t  th^  mstty  toes, 

Tadionis  and  Ellslers.  Duvemays  and  Geritos, 

Sighing  I  murmur,  '  O  mihi  pratttritot  I ' 

R.  H.  Babhah. 
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446.    WRITTEN  IN  A  YOUNG  LADY'S  ALBUM 

A  PSBiTT  tack,  Miat  S ,  to  ask 

A  Benediotine  pen. 
That  cannot  quite  at  freedom  write 

like  those  of  other  men. 
No  lover's  plaint  my  Muae  most  paint 

To  fill  this  page's  npaa. 
But  be  correct  and  reoouect 

T'm  not  a  single  maor 

Pray  only  think  for  pen  and  ink 

How  hard  to  get  along. 
That  may  not  turn  on  words  that  burn 

Or  Love,  the  life  of  song  1 
Nine  Muses,  if  I  chooses,  I 

May  woo  all  in  a  clan. 
But  one  Miss  S I  daren't  address— 

I'm  not  a  single  man. 

Scribbles  unwed,  with  little  head 

May  eke  it  out  with  heart. 
And  in  their  lays  it  often  plays 

A  rare  first-fiddle  part 
They  make  a  kiss  to  rhyme  wit>  .  ^s. 

But  if  /  so  began, 
I  have  my  fears  aU>ut  my  <9an— 

I'm  not  a  single  man. 

Upon  your  cheek  I  may  not  speak. 

Nor  on  your  lip  be  warm, 
I  must  be  wise  about  your  eyes. 

And  formal  with  your  form. 
Of  all  that  sort  of  thing,  in  short, 

On  T.  H.  Bayly's  plan, 
I  must  not  twine  a  single  line — 

I'm  not  a  single  man. 

A  watchman's  part  compeb  my  heart 

To  keep  you  off  its  btat. 
And  I  might  dare  as  soon  to  swear 

At  you.  as  at  your  feet 
I  can't  exnire  in  p»ssios'g  gre 

As  other  poets  can — 
My  life  (she 's  bv)  won't  kt  me  die-^ 

I'm  not  a  single  man. 
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Shut  out  from  love,  denied  a  dove. 

Forbidden  bow  and  dart, 
Without  a  groan  to  call  my  own. 

With  ndther  hand  nor  heart. 
To  Hymen  vowed,  and  not  allowed 

To  flirt  e'en  with  your  fan. 
Here  end,  as  just  a  friend,  I  must — 

I'm  not  a  single  man; 

T.  Hood. 


447.    WHY  WRITE  MY  NAME 

Wht  write  my  name  'midst  songs  and  flowera. 

To  meet  the  eye  of  lady  gay  T 
I  have  no  voice  for  lady's  rowers — 

For  page  like  this  no  fitting  lay. 

Yot  though  my  heart  no  more  must  bound 

At  witohutg  call  of  slightly  joys. 
Mine  is  the  brow  that  never  n-owned 

On  laughing  lips,  or  sparkling  eyes. 

No — though  behind  me  now  is  closed 

The  youthful  puadise  of  Love, 
Yet  can  I  bless,  with  soul  composed. 

The  lingerers  in  that  happy  grove  ! 

Take,  then,  fair  girls,  my  blessing  take  ! 

Where'er  amid  its  charms  you  roam  ; 
Or  where,  by  western  hill  or  lake, 

You  brighten  a  serener  home. 

And  while  the  youthful  lover's  name, 

Here  with  the  sister  beautv's  blends, 
Laugh  not  to  scorn  the  humbler  um, 

That  to  their  list  woukl  add  a  friend's ! 

FnAiras,  Lobd  Jbffrkt. 


44a    SENEX  TO  MATT.  PRIOR 

Ah  I  Matt. :  old  ace  has  brought  to  me 
Thy  wisdom,  less  thy  certainty : 
The  world 's  a  jest,  and  joy 's  a  trinket : 
I  knew  that  once :  but  now— I  think  it 

J.  K.  Stbthw. 
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449.    TIS  LATE,  AND  I  MUST  HASTE  AWAY 

'Ti8  late,  Mid  I  mast  haste  away. 
My  usual  hour  of  rest  is  near — 

And  do  you  press  me,  youths,  to  stay- 
To  stay  and  revel  longer  here  7 

Then  give  me  back  the  soom  of  care 

Which  sfHrits  light  in  health  allow. 
And  give  me  back  the  dark  brown  hair 

Which  curled  upon  my  even  brow. 

And  (^ve  me  back  the  sportive  jeet 
Which  once  could  micbight  hours  beguile ; 

The  life  that  bounded  in  my  breast. 
And  joyous  youth's  >^-woming  sndle ; 

And  ff.ye  me  back  the  fervid  soul 
Which  love  inflamed  with  strange  delight. 

When  erst  I  sorrowed  o'er  the  bowl 
At  Chloe's  ooy  and  wanton  flight. 

'TIS  late,  and  I  must  haste  away. 

My  usual  hour  of  rest  is  near — 
But  give  me  these,  and  I  will  stay— 

Will  stay  till  noon,  and  revel  here ! 

W.  Lamb,  Viaooxmr  BIsLsouBira. 


480.    ON  THE  DOWAGER  LADY  E.  H D 

Vain  are  the  charms  of  white  and  red, 

Which  divide  the  blooming  fair  ; 
Give  me  the  nymph  whose  snow  is  spread 

Not  o'er  her  breast,  but  hair. 

Of  smoother  cheeks,  the  winning  graoe^ 

As  open  forces  I  defy ; 
But  in  the  wrinkles  of  her  face 

Cupids,  as  in  ambush,  lie. 

If  naked  eyes  set  hearts  on  blaze. 

And  amorous  warmth  inspire ; 
Hirough  glass  who  darts  her  pointed  rays. 

Lights  up  a  fiercer  fire  ! 

W.   PULTMTKY,  EaBL  Of  BaTH. 


S73 


451.    AN  ANCIENT  RHYME 

Ths  boiden  of  an  ancient  rhyme 

Is,  'By  tiie  forelock  seize  on  IHme. 

Time  In  some  comer  heard  it  said ; 

Pricking  his  ears,  away  he  fled ; 

And,  seeing  me  upon  the  road, 

A  hearty  curse  on  me  bestowed. 

'  What  U I  do  the  same  by  thee  T 

How  wouldst  thou  like  it  ? '  thundered  he. 

And,  without  answer  thereupon. 

Seizing  my  f<»eIock  ...  it  was  gone. 

W.  S.  LAinx)B. 


iB2.    NO,  MY  OWN  LOVE  OP  OTHER  YEARS 

No,  my  own  love  of  other  years  I 

No,  it  must  never  be. 
Much  rests  with  you  that  yet  endears, 

Alas  !  but  what  with  me  T 

Gould  those  bright  years  o'er  me  revolve 

So  gay,  o'er  you  so  fair. 
The  pecui  of  life  we  would  dissolve. 

And  each  the  cup  might  share. 

You  show  that  truth  can  ne'er  decay. 

Whatever  fate  befalls ; 
I,  that  the  myrtle  and  the  bay 

Shoot  fresh  on  ruined  walls. 


W.  S.  Lakdob. 


463.    THE  VESSEL  THAT  RESTS  HERE 

Tbs  vessel  that  rests  here  at  last 
Had  once  stout  ribs  and  topping  mast, 
And,  whate'er  wind  there  might  prevail, 
W^as  ready  for  a  row  or  aail. 
It  now  lies  idle  on  its  aide, 
Forgetful  o'er  the  stream  to  glide. 
And  yet  there  have  been  days  of  yore. 
When  pretty  maids  their  ponies  bore 
To  crown  its  prow,  its  deck  to  trim, 
And  freighted  a  whole  world  of  whim. 
A  thousand  stories  it  could  tell. 
But  it  loves  secrecy  too  well. 
Come  closer,  my  sweet  girl,  pray  do  I 
niere  may  be  still  one  left  for  you. 

W.  S.  Landob. 
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454.    I  RWMWTWBRB  THE  TDIE 
I  BainiBXB  the  Ua»  «w  hk  tmmfim  were  grey. 
And  I  frowned  at  the  thingt  he'd  the  boldness  to  say. 
But  now  he  ♦•  grown  old  he  may  say  what  he  wiU, 
I  ko^  at  his  nonsense  and  take  nothing  ilL 

Indeed  I  must  say  he  'a  a  little  improved. 
For  he  watches  no  longer  the  slily  bdoTwl, 
No  lonffnr  as  onoe  he  awakens  my  fears. 
Not  a  ^anoe  he  perceives,  not  a  whisper  he  hears. 

U  he  heud  one  of  late,  it  haa  nevtst  transmred. 
For  his  only  delisht  is  to  see  me  admired ; 
And  now  jway  what  bettw  return  can  I  make 
Than  to  flirt  and  be  always  admired  ...  for  his  sake. 

W.  S.  Landob. 


455.    THERE  ABE  SOME  WISHES 
Thbkb  are  some  wishes  that  may  start 
Nor  cloud  the  brow  nor  sting  the  heart. 
Gladly  then  would  I  see  how  smiled 
One  who  now  fondles  with  hw  child ; 
How  smiled  she  but  six  years  ago. 
Herself  a  child,  or  nearly  so. 
Yes,  let  me  lakig  before  my  sight 
The  silken  tresses  chained  up  ti^t. 
The  tinjr  fingers  tipt  with  red 
By  tosM^  up  the  strawberry-bed ; 
Half -open  lips,  long  violet  eyes, 
A  little  rounder  with  surprise. 
And  then  (her  chin  against  the  knee) 
*  Mama  I  who  can  that  stranger  be  T 
How  grave  the  smile  he  smiles  on  me  !  * 


W.  S.  LAin>OB. 


466.    THE  LAST  LEAP 
I  SAW  him  once  before. 
As  he  passed  by  the  door, 

And  again 
The  pavement  stones  resound. 
As  he  totters  o'er  the  giound 

With  his  oane. 

They  say  that  in  his  prime. 
Ere  the  pruning-knife  of  Hme 
.    Cut  him  down. 


THE  LAST  LEAF 

Not  a  better  maa  was  found 
By  the  Crier  on  his  roond 
Through  the  town. 

But  now  he  walks  the  streets. 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets 

Sad  and  wan, 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  head. 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  said, 

'  They  are  gone.'  , 

The  mossy  marbles  rest . 
On  the  lips  that  he  has  pnst 

In  their  bloom. 
And  the  names  he  lovvd  to  hear 
Have  been  carved  for  many  a  year 

On  the  tomb. 

My  grandmamma  has  sud,— 
Poor  old  lady,  she  is  dead 

Long  ago,— 
That  be  had  a  Roman  nose. 
And  his  cheek  was  like  a  roee 

In  the  snow. 

But  now  his  nose  is  thin. 
And  it  rests  upon  his  chin 

Like  a  staff. 
And  a  crook  is  in  his  back. 
And  a  melancholy  oraok 

In  his  laugh. 

I  know  it  is  a  sin 
For  me  to  sit  and  grin 

At  him  here ; 
But  the  old  three-cornered  hat. 
And  the  breeches,  and  all  that. 

Are  so  queer ! 

And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
The  last  leaf  upon  the  tree 

In  the  spring, — 
Let  them  smile,  as  I  do  now, 
At  the  old  forsaken  bough 

Where  I  cling. 
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407.    TO  MY  GRANDMOTHER 

(SvooBsrao  by  a  Piotubb  by  Mb.  Romnby) 

This  relative  of  mine 
Waa  she  seventy  and  nine 

When  she  died  7 
By  the  canvas  may  be  seen 
How  she  looked  at  seventeen,— 

As  a  bride. 

Beneath  a  summer  tree 
As  she  sits,  her  reverie 

Has  a  charm ; 
Her  ringlets  are  in  taste. — 
What  an  arm  !  and  what  a  wabt 

For  an  arm  1 

In  bridal  coronet. 

Lace,  ribbons,  and  coqudU 

FaXbala; 
Wore  Romney's  limning  true. 
What  a  lucky  dog  were  you. 

Grandpapa  t 

Hot  lips  are  sweet  as  love, — 
They  are  parting  !    Do  they  move  ? 

Are  they  dumb  ? — 
Her  eyes  are  blue,  and  beam 
Beseechingly,  and  seem 

To  say,  '  Come.' 

What  funny  fancy  slips 

From  atween  these  cherry  lips  ? 

Whisper  me. 
Sweet  deity,  in  paint. 
What  canon  sajra  I  mayn't 

Marry  thee  ? 

That  good-for-Bothing  Time 
Has  a  confidence  sublime  ! 

When  I  first 
Saw  this  lady,  in  my  youth. 
Her  winters  bad,  foraooth. 

Done  their  worst. 

Her  locks  (as  white  as  snow) 
Once  shamed  the  swarthy  crow 

By  and  by 
That  fowl's  avenging  sprite 
Set  his  cloven  foot  for   pite 

In  her  eye. 


TO  MY  GRANDMOTHER 

Her  roanded  foaa  wm  kftB, 
Aad  her  silk  wm  bombutne  :— 

Well  I  wot. 
With  her  needlee  wotdd  ttbe  ait. 
And  for  botuB  wooM  she  imit,^ 

WoQld  the  not  t 

Ab,  perishable  clay ! 

Her  charms  had  dropped  away 

One  by  one. 
But  if  she  heaved  a  aigh 
With  a  burthen,  it  was  '  Thy 

WiU  be  done.' 

In  travail,  as  in  tears. 
With  the  fardol  of  her  years 

Overprest, — 
In  mer6y  was  she  borne 
Where  the  weary  ones  and  worn 

Are  at  rest. 

I'm  fain  to  meet  you  there,^ 
If  as  witching  as  yoa  were. 

Grandmamma! 
This  nether  world  agrees 
That  the  better  it  must  please 

Grandpapa. 


m 


F.  Lockeb-Lampsoit. 


,     458.     LOVE  AND  AGE 

I  PLATED  with  you  'mid  cowslips  blowing. 

When  I  was  six  and  you  were  four  ; 
When  garlands  weaving,  flower-balls  throwing. 

Were  pleasures  soon  to  please  no  more. 
Through  groves  and  meads,  o'er  grass  and  heather. 

With  little  playmates,  to  and  fro. 
We  wandered  hand  in  hand  together ; 

But  that  was  sixty  years  ago. 

You  grew  a  lovely  roseate  maiden. 

And  still  our  early  lovu  was  strong ; 
Still  with  no  care  our  days  were  laden, 

They  plidM  joyously  along ; 
And  I  did  love  you  very  dearly, 

How  dearly  words  want  power  to  show ; 
i  thought  your  heart  was  touched  aa  nearly ; 

But  that  was  fifty  years  ago. 


S78  LOVE  AND  AG7 

TImii  other  kmn  omm  v        joo, 

Yonr  beMity  gi««r  ittnu ;  fu  to  ymt, 
And  nuuny  •  ■pwndid  drele  found  jou 

The  oentte  of  ite  gUttering  sphwe. 
I  MW  jea  then,  fint  yowi  fonaldi^ 

On  nnk  and  wealth  jroor  hand  belitow ; 
Ob,  then  I  thoogbt  jy  heart  waa  breaking,— 

Bat  that  waa  forty  yeue  ago. 

And  I  lived  on,  to  wad  another : 

No  a  ise  site  gave  me  to  repine ; 
And  when  I  beara  yoa  were  a  mother, 

1  did  not  with  the  children  mine; 
My  own  young  flock,  in  fair  ptogwiion, 

Hade  up  a  pleaaant  Chriatmaa  row : 
My  joy  in  them  waa  pait  espreasion  ;— 

But  that  waa  tbkty  years  ago. 

You  grew  a  matron  plump  and  comely. 

You  dwelt  in  Gabion's  bri^test  blaze ; 
My  earthly  lot  was  ht  more  homely ; 

Bat  I  too  had  my  festal  days. 
Mo  merrier  eyes  have  ever  glistened 

Around  the  heHlh^abone's  wintry  slow. 
Than  when  my  youngest  child  was  christened,— 

But  that  was  twenty  years' ago. 

Time  passed.    My  eldest  ^rl  was  married. 

And  I  am  now  a  grandsire  grey ; 
One  pet  of  four  years  old  I've  carried 

Among  the  wild-flcwered  meads  to  play. 
In  our  old  fields  of  childish  pleasure. 

Where  now,  as  then,  the  cowslips  blow. 
She  fills  her  basket's  ample  measure  ;— 

And  that  is  not  ten  years  ago. 

But  though  love's  first  impassioned  blindness 

Has  paraed  away  in  colder  light, 
I  still  have  thought  of  you  with  kindness. 

And  shall  do,  Ull  our  last  good-night. 
The  ever-rolling  silent  hours 

Will  bring  a  time  we  shall  not  know. 
When  our  young  days  of  gathering  flowers 

Will  be  an  hundred  years  ago. 

T.  L.  Peacock. 
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4W.    AN  EPITAPH  ON  SALATHIEL  PAVY 
A  CaivD  or  Qdbbk  Euzabbth's  Cbapbl 

yfmmr  with  me,  all  you  that  read 

This  little  ator'-  • 
And  know,  for  wh  ^  a  tear  you  shed. 

Death's  self  is  sorry. 
'Twas  a  child,  that  so  did  thrive 

In  graoe  and  feature. 
As  heaven  and  nature  seemed  to  strive 

Which  owned  the  creature. 

Years  he  numbered  scarce  thirteen. 

When  Fates  turned  cruel ; 
Yet  tiiree  filled  sodiaos  had  he  been 

The  stage's  jewel ; 
And  did  act,  what  now  we  moan. 

Old  men  so  duly. 
As.  sooth,  the  Paroae  thought  him  one. 

He  played  so  truly. 

So,  by  error,  to  his  fate 

The;^  all  consented ; 
But,  viewing  him  since  (alas,  too  late  !), 

They  have  repented ; 
And  have  sought,  to  give  new  birth. 

In  baths  to  steep  him : 
Biit,  being  so  much  too  good  for  earth, 

Heaven  vows  to  keep  him. 

Ben.  JoNaoN. 


460.    TWENTY  YEARS  HENCE 

TwBNTY  years  hence  my  eyes  may  grow 
If  not  quite  dim,  yet  rather  so, 
StiU  yours  from  others  they  shall  know 
Twenty  years  henoe. 

TwMity  years  hence  though  it  may  hap 
That  I  bie  called  to  take  a  nap 
In  a  cool  cell  where  thunder-clap 
Was  never  heard. 

There  breathe  brt  o'er  mv  aroh  of  graas 
A  not  too  sadi  -  sighed  Alas, 
And  I  shall  catch,  ere  you  can  pass. 
That  wingdd  word. 

W.  S.  Landor. 


461.    HESTER 

Whxh  maidem  snob  as  Heater  die. 
Their  place  ye  may  not  well  supply. 
Though  ye  among  a  thousand  try. 
With  vain  endeavour. 

A  month  or  more  liath  she  been  dead. 
Yet  cannot  I  by  fmce  be  led 
To  think  upon  the  wormy  bed. 
And  her  together. 

A  springy  motion  in  her  gait, 
A  nsii^  step,  did  indicate 
Of  pri(w  and  joy  no  common  rate. 
That  flushed  her  spirit. 

I  know  not  by  what  name  beside 
I  shall  it  call :— If  'twas  not  pride. 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied. 
She  did  inherit. 

Her  parents  held  the  Quaker  rule. 
Which  doth  the  human  feeling  cool. 
But  she  was  trained  in  Nature's  school. 
Nature  had  blest  her. 

A  waking  eye,  a  prying  mind, 
A  heart  that  stirs,  is  ^utl  to  bind, 
A  hawk's  keen  sight  ye  cannot  blind. 
Ye  ooukl  not  Hester. 

My  sprightly  neighbour,  gone  before 
To  that  unknown  and  silent  shore. 
Shall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofore. 
Some  summer  morning. 

When  from  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  ray 
Hath  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  bliM  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  sweet  fore-warning  1 


C.  Lamb. 


462.     DIRCie 

Stakd  close  around,  ve  Stygian  set. 
With  Dirce  in  one  boat  oonveyed  ! 

Or  Charon,  seeing,  may  forget 
That  he  is  old  and  she  a  shade. 


W.  8.  Landor. 
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403.    MY  KATE 

Sbb  was  not  as  pretty  u  women  I  know. 
And  yet  all  yoar  best  made  of  sunahine  and  bdc  ■ 
prop  to  shade,  melt  to  naught  in  the  long-^  oddeu  \va\«. 
While  she 's  still  remembered  on  warm  and  ;uld  days— 

.*Iy  Kate. 

Her  air  had  a  meaning,  her  movements  a  gr^'  • 
You  turned  from  the  fairest  to  gaxe  on  her  faoe : 
And  when  you  had  onoe  seen  her  forehead  and  mouth. 
You  saw  as  distinctly  her  soul  and  her  truth— 

My  Kate. 

Such  a  blue  inner  li^t  from  her  eyelids  outbroke. 
You  looked  at  her  siimoe  and  fancied  she  spoke : 
When  she  did,  so  peculiar  yet  soft  was  the  tone. 
Though  the  loudest  spoke  also,  you  heard  her  alone— 

My  Kate. 

I  doubt  if  she  aaid  to  you  much  that  could  act 
As  a  thought  or  suggestion :  she  did  not  attract 
In  the  sense  of  the  brilliant  or  wise :  I  infer 
'Twas  her  thinking  of  othera,  made  you  think  of  her— 

My  Kate. 

She  never  found  fault  with  you,  never  implied 
Your  wrong  by  hw  right ;  and  yet  men  at  her  side 
Grew  nobler,  girls  purer,  as  through  the  whole  town 
The  children  were  gladder  that  pulled  at  her  gown— 

My  Kate. 

None  knelt  at  her  feet  confessed  lovers  in  thrall ; 
They  knelt  more  to  God  than  they  used,— that  was  all : 
If  you  praised  her  as  charming,  some  asked  what  you  meant. 
But  the  charm  of  her  presence  was  felt  when  she  went— 

My  Kate. 

The  weak  and  the  gentle,  the  ribald  and  rude. 
She  took  them  as  she  found  them,  and  did  them  all  good  : 
lb  was  alwavs  so  with  her— see  what  vou  have  ! 
She  has  made  the  grass  greener  even  here  .  .  with  her  grave— 

My  Kate. 

Mv  dear  one  !— when  thou  wast  alive  with  the  rest, 
I  held  thee  the  sweetest  and  loved  thee  the  best : 
And  now  thou  art  dead,  shall  I  not  take  thy  part 
As  thy  MtaUea  used  to  do  for  thyiielf,  my  sweet  Heart  ~ 

My  Kate  ? 
£.  B.  Bbownimq. 
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464.    THE  GARLAND 

Ths  pride  of  every  grove  I  chose, 
'ilie  violet  sweet,  and  lily  fair. 

The  dappled  pink,  and  blushinff  rose. 
To  decic  my  oharming  Cliloe^  hair. 

At  mom  the  ojrmph  vouchsafed  to  place 
Upon  her  brow  the  various  wreath ; 

The  flowen  less  blooming  than  her  face. 
The  scent  less  fragrant  than  her  breath. 

The  flowen  she  wore  along  the  day  ; 

And  every  n^mph  and  shepherd  said. 
That  in  her  hair  they  looked  more  gay, 

Than  glowing  in  their  native  bed. 

Undrest  at  evening,  when  she  found 
Their  odours  lost,  their  colours  past ; 

She  changed  her  look,  and  on  the  ground 
Her  garland  and  her  eye  she  cast. 


That  eye  dropt  sense  distinct  and  clear. 
As  any  muse's  tongue  could  speak ; 

When  from  its  lid  a  pearly  tear 
Ran  trickling  down  her  beauteous  cheek. 

Dissembling  what  I  knew  too  well, 
'  My  love,  my  life,'  said  I,  *  explain 

This  chanoe  of  humour :  pr'ythee  tell : 
That  faUing  tear— what  does  it  mean  ? ' 

She  sighed :  she  smiled  :  and  to  the  flowers 
Pdnting,  the  lovely  moralist  said : 

*  See  !  frirad,  in  some  few  fleeting  hours. 

See  yonder,  what  a  change  is  made. 

*  Ah  me,  the  blooming  pride  of  May, 

And  that  of  Beauty  are  hv*  one ; 
At  mom  both  flourish  bright     id  gay. 
Both  fade  at  evening,  pale     -id  gone. 

*  At  mom  poor  Stella  danced  and  sung ; 

The  amorous  youth  around  her  bowed  t 
At  night  her  fatal  knell  was  rung ; 
I  saw  and  kiaed  her  in  her  shroud. 

*  Such  as  she  is,  who  died  to^y ; 

Such  I,  alas  !  may  be  to-morrow : 
Go,  Damon,  bid  thy  muse  dtsplay 
The  justice  of  thy  Chloe's  sorrow.' 


M.  Pbiob. 


465.    FOR  MY  OWN  MONUMENT 

As  dooton  gire  physio  by  way  of  preventioD, 
Mat,  alive  and  in  health,  of  his  tombstone  took  care ; 

For  debys  are  unsafe,  and  his  pious  intentfen 
May  haply  be  never  fulfilled  by  his  heir. 

Then  take  Blat's  word  for  it,  the  sculptor  is  paid ; 

That  the  figure  is  fine,  pray  bt^ve  your  own  eye  ; 
Yet  credit  but  lightly  what  mme  may  be  said. 

For  we  flatter  ourselves,  and  teach  marble  to  lie. 

Yet  counting  as  far  as  to  fifty  his  years. 
His  virtues  and  vices  were  as  other  men's  are ; 

High  hopes  he  conceived,  and  he  smothered  great  fears. 
In  a  life  parti-coloured,  half  pleasure,  half  care. 

Nor  to  business  a  drudge,  nor  to  faction  a  slave. 
He  strove  to  make  interest  and  freedom  agree ; 

In  public  emplovmento  industrious  and  grave. 
And  alone  with  his  friends.  Lord  !  bow  merry  was  he  I 

Now  in  equipage  stately,  now  humble  on  foot. 
Both  fwtunes  he  tried,  but  to  neither  would  trust ; 

And  whirled  in  the  round  as  the  wheel  turned  about. 
He  found  riches  had  wings,  and  knew  man  was  but  dust. 


This  verse,  little  polished,  though  migh^- 
Seta  neither  his  titles  nor  merit  to  ^ 

It  says  that  his  relics  collected  lie  here 
And  no  mortal  yet  knows  too  if  this  i 


\  ■ 


-  -,  icere, 


oe  true. 


Fierce  robbers  there  are  that  infest  the  highway. 
So  Mat  may  be  killed,  und  his  bones  never  found ; 

False  witness  at  court,  -no,  fierce  tempests  at  sea. 
So  Mat  may  yet  chunoe  to  be  hanged  or  be  drowned. 

If  his  bones  lie  in  earth,  roll  in  sea,  fly  in  air. 
To  Fate  we  must  yield,  and  the  thing  is  the  same ; 

And  if  passing  thou  giv'st  him  a  smile  or  a  tear. 
He  oares  not— yet,  prithee,  be  kind  to  '     'ame. 


M.  PBiom. 


466.    EPITAPH  ON  HIMSELF 
N0BLB8  and  heralds,  by  your  leave. 

Here  lies  what  once  was  MatUiew  Prior, 
The  son  of  Adam  and  of ^  Eve ; 

Gmi  BoorboB  or  KtMau  ofaum  hi^bsr  7 


M.  PUOB. 


1*  J   1 
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467.    EPITAPH  FOR  ONE  WHO  WOULD  NOT  BE  BURIED  IN 
WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 

HaBOBS  and  kings  !  your  distance  keep, 
In  peaoe  let  one  poor  poet  sleep, 
Who  never  flattered  folks  like  you : 
Let  Horace  blus^,  and  Virgil  too. 

A.  Pope. 


468.    DIRGE  FOR  FIDELE 
To  fair  Fidele's  grassy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  binds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet  of  earliest  bloom, 

And  riSe  all  the  breathing  Spring. 

No  wailing  ^host  shall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grove : 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here. 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen ; 

No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew : 
The  female  favs  shall  haunt  the  green. 

And  dress  tl,  «rr^ve  with  pearly  dew ! 

The  red-breast  oft  at  evening  hours 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid  ; 

With  hoary  moss,  and  gathered  flowetu. 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds,  tad  beating  rain, 
In  tempests  «4iake  the  sylvan  cell ; 

Or  'midst  the  chase  on  every  plain. 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwell 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore, 
For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed  ; 

Beloved  till  life  can  charm  no  more. 
And  mourned,  till  Pity's  self  be  dead. 


W.   COLUNS. 
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460.    THE  MOURNER  A  LA  MODE 
I  SAW  her  laat  night  at  a  part' 


■•  I.  T. 


o party 

(pie  el^ant  party  at  Mead's), 

And  looking  remarkably  hearty 
For  a  widow  so  young  in  her  weeds ; 
m     *now  she  was  suffering  sorrow 
Too  deep  for  the  tongue  to  express,— 

Or  why  had  she  chosen  to  borrow 
So  much  from  the  language  of  dress  ? 

Her  shawl  was  as  sable  as  night ; 

^id  her  gloves  were  as  dark  as  her  shawl; 

And  her  jewels— that  flashed  in  the  light- 
Were  black  as  a  funeral  pall ; 

Her  robe  had  the  hue  of  the  rest 
(How  nioelv  it  fitted  her  shape  !), 

And  the  grief  that  was  heaving  her  breast 
Boiled  over  in  billows  of  crape  I 

What  tears  of  vicarious  woe. 

That  else  might  have  sullied  her  face. 
Were  kmdly  permitted  to  flow 
iirJ"  "PP'*"  °*  ebony  lace ! 
While  even  her  fan,  in  its  play. 

Had  quite  a  lugubrious  scope. 
And  seemed  to  be  waving  away 

The  ghost  of  the  angel  of  Hope  I 
Yet  rich  as  the  robes  of  a  queen 

Was  the  sombre  apparel  she  wore ; 
I  m  certain  I  never  had  seen 

Such  a  sumptuous  sorrow  before  ; 
And  I  couldn't  help  thinking  the  beauty 

In  mourning  the  loved  and  the  lost. 
Was  dmne  her  conjugal  duty 

Altogether  regardless  of  cost  I 
Om  surely  would  say  a  devotion 

Performed  at  bo  vast  an  expense 
Betrayed  an  excess  of  emotion 

That  was  really  something  immense ; 
Am  yet  as  I  viewed,  at  my  leisure, 

p»o«e  tokens  of  tender  r^rd, 
I  thought :— It  is  scarce  without  measure— 
The  sorrow  that  goes  by  the  yard ! 

Ah  f  grief  is  a  curious  passion  { 
And  yours— I  am  sorely  afraid 
wsW  5«l^>»«'  ot  the  fashion 
wui  bud  it  beginning  to  fade ; 
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THE  MOURNER  A  LA  MODE 


Though  dark  are  the  shadows  of  grief. 
The  moraiag  will  fdlow  the  n^t, 

Half-Unts  will  betoken  relief. 
Till  joy  shall  be  symboled  in  white  ! 

Ah  well !  it  were  idle  to  quarrel 

With  Fashion,  or  aught  she  may  do ; 
And  so  I  conclude  with  a  moral 

And  metaphor — warranted  new : — 
When  metula  come  handsomely  out. 

The  patient  is  safest,  they  say ; 
And  the  Sorrow  is  mildest,  no  doubt. 

That  works  in  a  similar  way ! 


J.  G.  Saxe. 


470.    AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  MUMMY  IN  BELZONI'S 
EXHIBITION 

And  thou  hast  walked  about  (how  strange  a  story !) 
In  Thebes's  streets  tiiree  thousand  years  ago, 

When  the  Memnonium  was  in  all  its  glory. 
And  time  had  not  begun  to  overthrow 

Those  temples,  palaces,  and  piles  stupendous. 

Of  which  we  Tery  ruins  are  tremendous  ! 

Speak  !  for  thou  long  enough  hast  acted  dummy  ; 

Thou  hast  a  tongue,  come,  let  us  hear  iU  tuae  ; 
Thou'rt  standing  on  thy  legs  above  ground,  mummy  ! 

Revisiting  the  glimpses  at  the  moon. 
Not  like  thin  ghosts  or  disembodied  creatures. 
But  with  thy  bones  and  flesh,  and  limbs  and  features. 

Tell  us — for  doubtless  thou  canst  recollect — 
To  whom  we  should  assign  the  Sphinx's  fame  ? 

Was  Cheops  or  Cephrenes  architect 
Of  either  Pyranud  that  bears  his  name  T 

Is  Pompey's  Pillar  really  a  misnomer  T 

Had  Thebes  a  hundred  gates,  as  sung  by  Homer  7 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  mason,  and  forbidden 
By  oath  to  tell  the  secrets  of  thy  trade — 

Then  say,  what  secret  mekidy  was  hidden 
In  Memnon's  statue,  which  at  sunrise  played  7 

Perhaps  thou  wert  a  priest — if  so,  my  strvmles 

Are  vain,  for  priestcraft  never  owns  ita  joHpes. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  MUMMY 

^l£^^^*  ^^  '**"*^'  °°«^  pinioned  flat, 

Ifas  hobHMiobbed  with  Phar»ob  ffla«it«ai«- 
VSS^  »  halfpenny  in  fi^Sft      *^ ' 
o/If«w   ^  c**!"*  °T  *°  '«'  Qn«en  Wdo  pass. 
?JfrJh'.*^*i^'°"°°^  ^^^  invitation.      *^ 
A  torch  at  the  great  Temple's  dedicatioa 

I  need  not  Mk  thee  if  that  hand,  whet  armed 

Has  any  Roman  soldier  mauled  and  iSffid. 
For  thou  wert  dead  and  buried  and^fi^ed 

AnS.,5°°*"^""  "^  ^°"»  ^  been  suTffi 
Antiquity  appears  to  have  begun 

Long  after  thy  primaeval  race  was  run. 
^m"  ^'i'l?*  ^^^'^'^P' "*•»*  withered  toninie 

Contained  no  record  of  its  early  ages  ? 

Still  silent !  incommunicative  elf ' 
T».,*    i!!?™  to  secrecy  ?  then  ke^p  thy  vows  • 
ReS*"^  **"  us  something  of  tfysetfl    ' ' 
Sin^^flK*"®  "^^P*",  °'  ^'^y  prison-house  ; 
te  h.ihr'''*  °'  'P'"u*«  **'°"  *»«»*  slubbered. 
What  hast  thou  seen-what  strange  advent^J^numbered  ? 

Since  first  thy  form  was  in  this  box  extended 
While  not  a  fragment  of  thy  flesh  has  crumbfed. 

And  shook  the  Pyramids  with  fear  ^nd  wonder 
When  the  gigantic  Memnon  fell  asunder  ?' 

H.  Smith. 
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471.    AN  ELEQY  ON  THAT  GLORY  OF  HER  SEX, 
MRS.  MARY  BLAIZE 

Good  people  M,  with  one  accord. 

Lament  for  Madam  Blaizb, 
Who  never  wanted  a  good  word— 

From  (Ao«e  who  apoie  her  praise. 

The  needy  seldom  passed  her  door. 

And  always  found  her  kind ; 
She  freely  lent  to  all  the  noor,— 

Who  left  a  pledge  behind. 

She  strove  the  neighbourhood  to  please. 
With  manners  wonderous  winning. 

And  never  followed  wicked  ways, — 
Unleaa  when  she  was  sinning. 

At  church,  in  silks  and  satins  new. 

With  hoop  of  monstoous  size. 
She  never  slumbered  in  her  pew, — 

But  when  she  shut  her  eyes. 

Her  love  was  sought,  I  do  aver, 

By  twenty  beaux  and  more ; 
The  king  himself  has  followed  her, — 

When  she  has  walked  before. 

But  now  her  wealth  and  finery  fled. 

Her  hangers-on  out  short  all ; 
The  doctors  found,  when  she  was  dead, — 

Her  last  disorder  mortal. 

Let  us  lament,  in  sorrow  sore. 

For  Kent  Street  well  may  say. 
That  had  she  lived  a  twelve-month  more, — 

She  had  not  died  to-day. 

0.  Goldsmith. 


472.    IF  THE  MAN  WHO  TURNIPS  CRIES 

It  the  man  who  turnips  cries, 
Cry  not  when  his  father  dies. 


'Tis  a  proof  that  he  had  rather 
Have  a  turnip  than  his  father. 


S.  JoH»sox. 
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473.    THE  CARELESS  GALLANT 

OR 

A  FAREWELL  TO  SORROW 

wKi^"?*"  *^**u^  "^"y'  *^-"<*'  joke,  rnd  rejoice. 
With  claret  and  Bherry,  theorbo  and  vole 

The  changeable  world  to  our  joy  is  unus; 

All  treasures  uncertain,  then  down  with  v.    r  dust  • 

For  we  shall  be  nothing  a  hundred  yeara  hen^ 

H  i^  ""^  *f  '""  ***•*  *'~°'^.  B««y,  and  Dolly. 
Have  lobsters  and  o-^     .-.  to  cure  melancKoIy,  ^' 

Fuh  dinners  will  m  ^an  spring  like  a  fei, 

^me  Venus  love's  kdy,  was  l^rn  of  the  sea?' 

Kr  J^l'Ili!"*'*  ^*'."«  *«'"  tickle  the  s^nse. 
For  we  shall  be  past  it  a  hundred  yeara  hence. 

WhiirK?^*y"!,''lH*^°«°o'hoSour. 
TW^«^    ^^K*°'*u''"/^f°««  ^oth  cast  such  a  splendour 
TtoLTrf  *™  **^°"«»>*  fit  but  the  stara  to  attend  her. 
wsnT?i'°''  '"l.®.  "®«°"  pleasant  and  sweet  to  the  sen^e 
Will  be  damnable  mouliJy  a  hundred  yeara  hence. 

Your  usurer  that  in  the  hundred  takes  twenty. 
Who  wants  m  his  wealth  and  pines  in  his  plenty. 
lAys  up  for  a  season  which  he  shall  ne'er  so*. ; 
Shfn^^l°  r®  *i!,°"^?5'  !'8ht  hundred  and  three 

Inr  i  »  *  ""^t^^  "i^^  ^SP'  *»"  houses  and  rents. 
For  a  worm-eaten  coffin  a  hundred  yeara  hence. 

Your  Chanoery-Iawyer  who  by  conscience  thrives. 
In  spinning  a  suit  to  the  length  of  three  lives, 
A  suit  which  the  client  doth  wear  out  in  slavery. 
WhUe  pleader  makes  conscience  a  cloak  for  his  knaverv 
Can  boast  of  his  cunning  but  i'  th'  present  tense,        ^' 
lior  non  est  tnvtntus  a  hundred  yeara  hence. 

Then  why  should  we  turmoil  in  cares  and  in  feare. 

And  turn  our  tranquillity  to  siehs  and  teara, 

vZ  1  ®**vl"°'^  »nd  play  ere  the  worms  do  corrupt  us. 

*or  I  say  that.  Port  mortem  nulla  voluptas, 

^t  s  deal  with  our  chances  that  so  we  may  thence. 

tie  held  in  remembrance  a  hundred  yeara  hence 
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I  never  oould  gun  aatufaotion  upon 
Yoor  dreams  of  a  bliaa  when  we're  cold  am  a  stone ; 
Though  sages  may  say  we're  to  Bacchus  a  debtor. 
By  Venos  !  are  sages  themselves  so  much  better  ? 
And  Abigail,  Hannah,  and  sister  Prudence, 
Will  simper  to  nothing  a  hundred  yean  hence. 

The  butterfly  courtier,  that  pageant  of  state. 
The  mouse-trap  of  honour  and  May-game  of  Fate. 
With  all  his  ambitions,  intrigues,  and  his  tricks. 
Most  die  like  a  clown,  and  then  drops  into  Styx, 
His  plots  against  death  are  too  slender  a  fence. 
For  he'll  be  out  of  place  a  hundred  years  hence. 

Yea,  the  poet  himself  that  so  loftily  sings. 

As  he  scorns  any  subjects  but  heroes  or  kings, 

Mus'       the  capriccios  of  fortune  submit. 

And  often  be  counted  a  fool  for  his  wit ; 

Thus  beauty,  wit,  wealth,  law,  learning  and  sense. 

All  comes  to  nothing  a  hundred  years  hence. 

T.   JOBDAK. 


474.    DOMESTIC  DIDACTICS  BY  AN  OLD  SERVANT 
The  Broken  Dish 

What  's  life  but  full  of  care  and  doubt. 

With  all  its  fine  humanities. 
With  parasols  we  walk  about. 

Long  pigtails  and  such  vanities. 

We  plant  pomegranate  trees  uid  things. 

And  go  in  gardens  sporting, 
WiUi  toys  and  fans  of  peacock's  wings. 

To  painted  ladiri  courting. 

We  gather  flowers  of  every  hue. 

And  fish  in  boats  for  fishes. 
Build  summw-houses  painted  blue, 

But  life  's  as  frail  as  dishes. 

Walking  about  their  groves  of  trees. 

Blue  bridses  and  blue  rivers. 
How  little  thought  them  two  Chinese, 

They'd  both  be  smashed  to  shivers. 

T.  rtooD. 
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473.    SINCERE  PLATTERT 
Of  W.  S.  (Mb.) 
Foe  Gbbxk  Iambics 
Pe.  Not  so,  my  liege,  for  even  now  the  tow  a 
Splits  with  sedition,  and  the  incensed  mob 
AUsh  hither  roaring. 

^^Tn    J.         ^  ,.  ,.  ^*  *^«°»  «>»r  their  fill. 

Bluster  and  bellow  till  the  enormous  winss 
Of  ffusty  Boreas  flap  with  less  ado. 
Ask  they  my  treacherous  nephew's  wretched  life. 
As  If  that  order  were  a  tiling  of  nought 
Which  I  did  publish  ?    Let  them  beg  or  threaten, 
I II  not  regard  them.    Oh  my  trusty  fciend. 
There  is  no  rock  defies  the  elements. 
With  half  the  constancy  that  kinglike  men 
Shut  up  their  breasts  against  such  routs  as  thesa 

fe,  O  my  most  Taliant  lord,  I  feel  'tis  so. 
Permit  me  to  advance  against  the  foe. 

(Ofcw  and  Terranea,  Act  iv.  Sc.  iiL) 
J.  K.  Stephxn. 


476.     SORROWS  OF  WERTHER 

Werthee  had  a  love  for  Charlotte 

Such  as  words  could  never  utter ; 
Would  you  know  bow  first  he  met  her  ? 

She  was  cutting  bread-and-butter. 

Charlotte  was  a  married  lady. 

And  a  moral  man  was  Werther, 
And,  for  all  the  wealth  of  Indies, 

Would  do  nothing  for  to  hm  t  her. 

So  he  sighed  and  pined  and  ogled. 

And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled. 
Till  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out. 

And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Chariotte,  having  seen  his  body 

Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter. 
Like  a  well-conducted  person. 

Went  on  cutting  broad-and  batter. 

W.  M.  Thackibat. 


477.    SONG  BY  ROGERO 

Whbhs'bk  with  haggard  eyea  I  view 
This  dangeoa,  that  I'm  rotdng  in, 
I  think  of  thow  companions  true 
Who  studied  with  me  in  the  U- 
•niversity  of  Gottingen— 
-niversity  of  Gottingen. 

IWeepa,  and  puUa  ovt  a  blue  'kerehtef,  loUh  whtch  he 
wipes  his  <y« ;  gating  tendtrly  at  it,  he  proceeds.) 
Sweet  'kerchief  checked  with  heavenly  blue, 

Which  once  my  love  sat  knotting  in, 
Alas,  Matilda  then  was  true, 
At  least  I  thought  so  at  the  U- 
•niversity  of  Gottingen — 
-niversity  of  Gottingen. 

{At  the  repetition  of  this  line  Rogero  claruu  hts  chatna 
in  cadence.) 
Barbs  !  barbs  !  alas  !  how  swift  ye  flew. 

Her  neat  post-wagon  trotting  m  ! 
Ye  bore  Matilda  from  my  view  ; 
Forlorn  I  languished  at  the  U- 
-niversity  of  Gottingen — 
-niversity  of  Gottingen. 
This  faded  form  !  this  i>allid  hue ! 

This  blood  my  veins  is  clotting  in. 
My  years  are  many— they  were  few 
When  first  I  entered  at  the  U- 
-nivendty  of  Gottingen— 
-niversity  of  Gottingen. 
There  first  for  thee  my  passion  grew. 
Sweet !  sweet  Matilda  Pottingen  t 
Thou  wast  the  daughter  of  my  tu- 
-tor.  Law  Professor  at  the  U- 
-niversity  of  Gottingen — 
-niversity  of  Gottingen. 
Sun,  moon,  and  thou  vain  world,  adieu. 
That  kings  and  priests  are  plotting  in  ; 
Here,  doomed  to  starve  on  water-gru- 
-el,  never  shall  I  see  the  U- 
•niversity  of  Gottingen  ! — 
-niversity  of  Gottingen  !  .... 

iDuring  ike  Uut  stanza  Bogero  dashes  hts  head  repeat- 
edly against  the  watts  of  his  prison;  and,  finally,  so 
hard  as  to  produce  a  visible  contusion.  Hethenthrows 
himself  onthe  floor  inanagony.  The  curtain  drops— tht 
music  still  continuing  to  play  tiUitis  whoUy  fatten.) 

G.  Canning. 
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478.    A  PORTRAIT  IN  DELIA'S  PARLOUR 

IxZZ^"',},^^"^  that  portly  gentleinan. 
With  gold-laoed  hat  and  goldeii-headed  cane. 
Who  hangs  in  Delia's  parlour  !    For  whene'er 
From  books  or  needlework  her  looks  arise. 

On  him  CONVKBOB  THB  BXmBBAMS  OF  HBB  BYE3, 

And  he  unblamed  may  gaze  upon  my  faib. 
And  oft  MT  FAIB  his  favocbbd  form  surveys. 

0  happy  pictdbb  !  still  on  beb  to  gaze  ! 

1  envy  him  !  and  jealous  fear  alarms. 

Lest  the  strohq  glance  of  thoM  divinut  charms 
Wabm  him  to  ufb,  as  in  the  ancient  days. 
When  MABBLB  mbltbd  in  Pygmalion's  arms. 
I  would  I  were  that  portly  gentleman 
With  gold-laced  hat  and  golden-headed  cane. 

R.   SOUTHBT. 
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479.    IMITATION  OF  SOUTHEY 
Ikscbiptiow 
For  THE  Door  of  thb  Cell  in  Newgate,  where  Mrs.  Brownrigg,  the 

J:'RENTICE-CIDE,  WAS  CONFINED  PREVIOUS  TO  HER  ExECOTiON 

For  one  long  term,  or  e'er  her  trial  came. 

Here  Brownrigg  lingered.     Often  have  these  cells 

Echoed  her  blasphemies,  as  with  shrill  voice 

She  screamed  for  frssh  Geneva.     Not  to  her 

Did  the  blithe  fielua  of  Tothill,  or  thy  street, 

St.  Giles,  its  fair  vaiieties  expand  ; 

Till  at  the  last,  in  slow-drawn  cart,  she  went 

To  execution.     Dost  thou  ask  her  crime  ? 

She  whipped  two  female  prentices  to  death 

And  hid  them  in  the  coal-hole.     For  her  mind 

Shaped  strictest  plans  of  discipline.     Sage  schemes  • 

buch  as  Lycurgus  taught,  when  at  the  shrine 

Of  the  Orthyan  Goddess  he  bade  flog 

The  little  Spartans  ;  such  as  erst  chastised 

Our  Milton,  when  at  college.     For  this  act 

wi^T""^^.^"^!"^-.    Harsh  laws!    But  time  shall  come. 
When  France  shall  reign,  and  laws  be  all  repealed  ! 

G.  Canning  and  J.  H.  Frebk. 
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480.    TOU  ARE  C    0,  FATHER  WILLIAM 

*  Too  are  old,  Father  William,'  the  jroang  man  said, 

'  And  your  hair  has  become  very  white ; 
And  yet  you  incessantly  stand  on  your  hrad — 
Do  you  think,  at  your  age,  it  is  right  ? ' 

'  In  my  youth,'  Father  William  replied  to  his  son, 

'  I  feared  it  might  injure  the  brain  ; 
But,  now  that  I'm  perfectly  sure  I  have  none. 

Why,  I  do  it  agatn  and  again.' 

'  You  are  old,'  said  the  youth, '  as  I  mentioned  before. 

And  have  grown  most  uncommonly  fat ; 
Yet  you  turned  a  back-somersault  in  at  the  door— 

Pny,  what  is  tiie  reason  of  that  ? ' 

'  In  my  yoatii,'  said  the  sage,  as  he  shook  his  grey  locks, 
'  I  Inpt  idl  my  limbs  very  supple 

By  the  use  of  this  mntment — one  shillr-ig  the  box- 
Allow  me  to  sell  you  a  couple  ?  * 

*  You  an  old,'  said  the  youth,  *  and  your  jaws  are  too  weak 

For  anything  tougher  than  suet ; 
Yet  you  finished  the  goose,  with  the  bones  and  the  beak— 
Pny  how  did  you  numage  to  do  it  ? 

'  In  my  youth,'  said  his  father,  '  I  took  to  the  law. 

And  argued  each  case  with  my  wife ; 
And  the  muscular  strength,  which  it  gave  to  my  jaw. 

Has  lasted  the  rest  of  my  life.' 

*  You  an  <M,'  said  the  youth,  '  one  would  hardly  suppose 

That  your  eye  was  as  steady  as  ever ; 
Yet  vou  balanced  an  ed  on  the  end  of  your  nose— 
What  nwde  you  so  awfully  clever  ? ' 

'  I  have  answered  three  questions,  and  that  is  enough,* 

Said  his  father ;  '  don't  give  yourself  airs  ! 
Do  you  think  I  can  listen  all  day  to  such  stuff  ? 

Be  off,  <jt  I'll  kick  you  downstain  ! ' 

C.  L.  DoDOSON  (LswM  Cabboll). 


481.     A  SONNET 

Two  vdoes  an  there :  one  is  of  the  deep ; 
It  learns  the  storm>cloud's  thunderous  melody. 
Now  roan,  now  murmun  with  the  changing  sea. 
Now  bird-iike  pipes,  now  doses  soft  in  sleep : 
And  one  is  of  an  old  half-witted  sheep 
Which  bleats  articulate  monotony. 


A  SONNET 
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And  indicates  that  two  and  one  are  three, 

A-j*  gy.**  green,  lakee  damp,  and  mountains  steep : 

i^^u'Z?***T*t'^  ^*^  ■"  **»«»  •  •*  certain  times 
Forth  from  the  heart  of  thy  melodious  rhymes. 
The  form  and  pressure  of  high  thoughts  will  burst : 
At  other  tunes— good  Lwd  !  I'd  raUm  be 
Quite  unacquainted  with  the  ABC 
Than  write  such  hopeless  rubbish  as  thy  nv.„t. 

J.   K.  SlIPHKK 


482.    THE  BABY'S  DEBUT 
[Spoun  iw  thb  Charactsb  of  Nancy  Laki,  a  Gibl 

4.IGHT  YBABS    of  AOB,    WHO    IS    DRAWN    UPON  THB 

Btaoe  in  a  Child's  Chaisb  by  Samubl  Huohbb. 

HBB  UncLB's  PoBTBB]  ""n«». 

My  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May, 
And  I  was  eight  on  New  Year's  day : 

So  in  lUte  Wilson's  shop 
Papa  (he 's  my  papa  and  Jack's) 
Bot^ht  me,  last  week,  a  doll  of  wax. 

And  brother  Jack  a  top. 

Jack 's  in  the  pouts,  and  this  it  is,— 
He  thinks  mine  came  to  more  than  his ; 

So  to  my  drawer  he  goes. 
Takes  out  the  doll,  and,  O,  my  stars! 
He  pokes  her  head  between  the  bars, 

And  melts  off  half  her  nose  t 

Quite  cross,  a  bit  of  string  I  beg. 
And  tie  it  to  his  peg-top's  peg. 

And  bang,  with  might  and  main. 
Its  head  against  the  parlour-door ; 
Off  flies  the  head,  and  hits  the  floor. 

And  breaks  a  wimiow-pane. 

This  made  liim  cry  with  rase  and  spite : 
Well,  let  him  cry,  it  serves  him  right 

A  pretty  thing,  fonuioth  ! 
If  he  's  to  melt,  all  scalding  hot. 
Half  my  doil'n  nose,  and  I  am  not 

To  draw  his  peg-top's  tooth  i 
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Aunt  Haniwh  heud  tlie  window  brwk^ 
And  oried.  *0  nu^tyNancf  Lake^ 

Thw  to  dkUet  your  sont : 
No  Drvaj  Iaiw  for  jon  to-daiy !  * 
And  whito  papa  aaid, '  Pooh,  she  may  f  * 

Mamma  Mod, '  No,Bheahaa't  I ' 

Wen,  after  many  a  sad  refvoaoh. 
They  got  into  a  hackney  coach, 

jStd  trotted  down  the  street. 
I  saw  them  go :  one  horse  was  blind. 
The  tidb  of  Doth  hung  down  behind. 

Their  shoes  were  on  their  feet. 

The  chaise  in  which  poor  brother  Ml 
Used  to  be  drawn  to  Pentonville, 

Stood  in  the  lombw-room : 
I  wiped  the  dot  from  off  the  top^ 
Whue  Molly  mopped  it  with  a  mopb 

And  brushed  it  with  a  broom. 

My  uncle's  porter,  Samuel  Hughes, 
Came  in  at  six  to  black  the  shoes, 

(I  iJways  talk  to  Sam :) 
So  what  does  be,  but  takes,  and  drags 
Ma  in  the  chaise  along  the  flags. 

And  leaves  me  where  I  am. 

My  father's  walls  are  made  of  brick. 
But  not  so  tall  and  not  so  thick 

As  tliese ;  and,  goodness  me  I 
My  father's  beams  are  made  of  wood. 
But  never,  never  half  so  good 

As  those  that  now  I  see. 

What  a  Ia>  je  floor  !  'tis  like  a  town  t 
The  carpet,  when  they  lay  it  down, 

Won't  hide  it,  I'll  be  bound ; 
And  there 's  a  row  of  lamps  ! — my  eye 
How  they  do  blaze  !  I  wonder  why 

They  keep  them  on  the  ground. 

At  first  I  caught  hold  of  the  wing. 
And  kept  away  ;  but  Mr.  Thing- 

umoob,  the  prompter  man. 
Gave  with  his  hand  my  chaise  a  shovs. 
And  said,  *  Go  on,  my  raretty  love ; 

Speak  to  'em,  little  Nan. 
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'  ^?"'.^®  **°'y  8°*  *°  curtsey,  whisp- 
«f »  noW  your  chin  up,  laugh,  and  lisp. 

And  you  are  sure  to  take  : 
I  veknown  the  day  when  brats,  not  quite 
Tn«tee«>.  got  fifty  pounds  a-night ; 

Then  why  not  Nancy  Lake  ?  ' 

But  while  I'm  speaking,  where  's  papa  ? 

And  where  s  my  aunt  ?  and  where 's  mamma  ? 

Where's  Jack?    O,  there  they  sit  I 
Thejr  smile,  they  nod,  I'll  go  my  ways. 
And  order  round  poor  Billy's  chaise, 

To  join  them  in  the  pit. 

And  now,  good  gentlefolk,  I  go 
To  join  muama,  and  see  the  show : 

So,  bidding  you  adieu, 
I  curtsy  like  a  pretty  miss. 
And  if  you'll  blow  to  me  a  kiss, 

I'll  blow  a  kiss  to  you. 
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483.    SONG  BY  MR.  CYPRESS 
THnuB  is  a  fever  <rf  the  spirit, 

The  brand  of  Cain's  unresting  doom. 
Which  in  the  lone  dark  souls  that  bear  it 

Glows  like  the  lamp  in  Tullia's  tomb. 
Unlike  the  lamp,  its  subtle  fire 

Bums,  blasts,  consumes  its  cell,  the  heart. 
■*"'•  one  by  one,  hope,  joy,  desire, 

Like  dreams  of  shadowy  smoke  depart. 

When  hope,  love,  life  itself,  are  only 

Dust— spectral  memories— dead  and  cold— 
The  unfed  fire  bums  bright  and  lonely, 

Uiu  that  undyins  hmp  of  old ; 
And  by  that  drear  illumination, 

nil  time  its  clay-built  home  has  rent, 
Hiought  broods  on  feeling's  dceolation— 

The  soul  ia  its  own  monument. 

T.   L  PlAOOCK. 
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484.    THE  LAY  OP  THE  LOVELORN 

CoxBADBS,  yon  may  pan  the  rosy.    With  permission  of  the  chair, 
I  shall  leave  you  for  a  little,  for  I'd  like  to  take  the  air. 

Whether  'twas  the  saace  at  dinner,  or  that  glass  of  ginger-beer. 
Or  these  strong  cheroots,  I  know  not,  but  I  feel  a  little  queer. 

Let  me  go.    Nay,  Chuckster,  blow  me,  'pon  my  soul,  this  is  too  bad 
When  you  want  me,  ask  the  waiter ;  be  snows  where  I'm  to  be  had. 

Whew !    This  is  a  great  relief  now  !    Let  me  but  undo  my  stock. 
Besting  I  ae  beneath  the  porch,  my  nerves  will  steady  liln  a  rook. 

In  my  ears  I  hear  the  nnging  of  a  lot  of  favourite  tunes- 
Bless  my  heart,  how  very  odd  !    Why,  surely  there 's  a  brace  of  mooDB  I 

See !  the  stus  I  how  bright  they  twinkle,  winking  with  a  frosty  glare, 
like  my  faithless  cousin  Amy  when  she  drove  me  to  despair. 

0  my  cousin,  spider-hearted !    O  my  Amy  !    No,  confound  it  I 

1  must  wear  the  mournful  willow,— -all  around  my  hat  I've  bound  it. 

Falser  than  the  Bank  of  Far.i.y,  frailer  than  a  shilling  glove. 
Puppet  to  a  father's  anger,  aiinion  to  a  nabob's  love  ! 

Is  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy  ?    Having  known  me,  could  you  ever 
Stoop  to  marry  half  a  heart,  and  little  more  than  half  a  liver  ? 

Happy  !    Damme  !    Thou  shalt  lower  to  his  level  day  by  day. 
Changing  from  the  best  of  china  to  the  commonest  of  clay. 

As  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is, — he  is  stomach-plagued  and  old ; 
And  his  curry  soup>  will  make  thy  cheek  the  colour  of  his  gold. 

When  his  feeble  love  is  sated,  he  will  hold  thee  surely  then 
Something  lower  than  his  hookah, — something  less  than  his  cayenne. 

What  is  this  ?    Hir    ^es  are  pinky.    Was  't  the  claret  T    Oh,  no,  no. 
Bless  your  soul  I  it  was  the  salmon, — salmon  always  makes  him  so. 

Take  him  to  thy  dainty  chamber — soothe  him  with  thv  lightest  fandea. 
He  will  understand  thee,  won't  he  ?— pay  thee  with  a  lover's  glances  ? 

Louder  than  the  loudest  trumpet,  harsh  as  harshest  ophioleide^ 
Nasal  respirations  answer  the  endearments  of  his  bride. 

Sweet  response,  delightful  music  t    Gaze  upon  thy  noble  obarge. 
Till  the  spirit  fill  thy  bosom  that  inspired  the  meek  Laffarge. 

Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me, — better,  better  that  I  stood. 
Locking  on  thy  murdered  body,  like  the  injured  Daniel  Good ! 

Better,  thou  and  I  were  Ijring,  cold  and  timber-stiff  and  dead, 
With  a  pan  of  burning  chanwal  underneath  oar  nuptial  bed ! 
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rlUSJ  fc  S*  ^  °!  England's  notes,  that  tempt  the  ■oal  io  sin  I 
CuwW  be  the  want  of  acre8,-doubly  cursed  the  want  of  tin  ! 

CursM  be  the  marriage  contract,  that  enslaved  thy  soul  to  greed  ! 
CursAd  be  the  sallow  lawyer,  tha^  prepared  and  d^w  the  dSd! 

SStd  S  S-'j^^'ifPP'?''*^**'  ''^°  *•'''  loathsome  fee.  did  earn  ! 
CutbM  be  the  clerk  and  parson.  cunM  be  the  whole  concern  ' 



Oh,  'tU  well  that  I  should  bluster,-much  I'm  like  to  make  of  that  • 
Better  comfort  have  I  found  in  singing  '  All  AroiSd  mr^t'  * 

'^n^fT*;  ■**  ^'"^^  plaintive,  palls  upon  my  British  ears. 
TwiU  not  do  to  pine  for  ever,-I  am  getting  up  in  yean.. 

Can't  I  tura  the  honest  penny,  scribbling  for  the  weekly  press 
And  m  writing  Sunday  libels  drown  my  private  ^KC't 

Oh,  to  feel  the  wiM  pulsation  that  in  manhood's  dawn  I  knew 
\\hen  my  days  were  all  before  me,  and  my  yeaij  were  twSS^two  I 

w?fh°*I  ""'»'«^  "y  independent  pipe  along  the  Quadrant  wide. 
With  the  many  Urla  of  London  flaring  up  on  everySST; 

When  I  went  the  pace  so  wUdly,  caring  little  what  might  come : 
Coffee-miUmg  care  and  sorrow,  with  a  Hose-adapted  thumb ; 

BSLd^atX"^«rTr*"*^'°«  '^^"y  °ff'  °»»  ^^^^  > 

Dranay  at  the  Cider  Cellars,  kidneys  smoking-hot  at  Evans' ! 

?  •"  *•»«  A<Je'phi  Mtting,  half  in  rapture,  half  in  tears. 
Saw  the  glorious  melodrama  conjure  up  the  shades  of  years  1 

s!l^nn^J^S*'*PP?'^•K°*''^'^'P""8'  *«'  1»«  wondrous  feats  again, 
Snapping  Newgate's  bars  oi"  iron,  like  an  infant's  daisy  chain 

Might  was  rifr 
Were  desplst 

In  such  scenes  as  these  I  triumphed,  ere  my  passion's  edne  was  rusted 
And  my  cousin's  cold  refusal  left  me  very  muSdi^^S? 

Since,  my  heart  ia  sere  and  withered,  and  I  do  not  care  a  cunw 
Whether  wo«e  shall  be  the  better,  or  the  better  beX  wcST* 

Th«J  iTJJT^*^""^?  ?^"  '"*'•  ^^""K  ^or  "Other  jorum ; 
They  woukl  mock  me  m  derision,  should  I  thus  appear  before  'em. 

Womankind  no  more  shall  vex  me,  such  at  least  as  so  arraved 
in  the  most  expensive  satins  aiid  the  newrat  silk  brocade. 

ril  to  Afrio,  lk».haunted,  where  the  giant  forest  yields 
K»rtr  robes  nd  finer  tMsue  than  an  sold  at  Spitalfields. 


'  ill  the  terrors,  which  had  held  the  world  in  awe 
"*      -aging  prospered,  spite  of  Laurie,  spite  of  law. 
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Or  to  bimt  all  doom  of  faalnt,  flinging  habit's  self  aside, 
I  shall  walk  the  tangled  jim^  in  mankind's  i»imeval  pride ; 

Feeding  on  the  lusoioas  bwries  and  the  rich  cassava  root. 
Lots  of  dates  and  lots  of  gnavas,  dusters  of  forbidden  fruit. 

Never  comes  the  trader  thither,  never  o'er  the  purple  main 
Sounds  the  oath  of  British  commerce,  or  the  accents  of  Cockaigneii 

•  •  * 

There,  methinks,  would  be  enjoyment,  where  no  envimis  rule  prevents ; 
Sink  1^  steamboats  !  cuss  the  railways  !  rot,  O  rot  the  Three  per  Cents. 

There  the  passions,  cramped  no  longer,  shall  have  space  to  breathe,  my 

cousin ! 
I  will  wed  some  savage  woman — nay.  111  wed  at  least  a  dozen. 

There  I'll  t%^T  my  young  mulattoes,  as  no  Bond  Street  brats  are  reared : 
They  shsdl  dive  for  alligators,  '■atch  the  wild  goats  by  the  beard — 

Whistle  to  the  cockatoos,  and  mock  the  hairy-faced  baboon. 
Worship  mighty  Mcmbo  Jumbo  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon. 

I  myself,  in  far  Timbuctoo,  leopard's  blood  will  daily  quaff. 
Ride  a  tiger-hunting,  mounted  on  a  thorough-bred  giraffe. 

Fiercely  shall  I  shout  the  war-whoop,  as  some  sullen  stream  he  crosses. 
Startling  from  their  noonday  slumbers  iron-bound  rhinoceroses. 

Fool !  again  the  dream,  the  ftuioy  !    But  I  know  my  words  are  mad. 
For  I  hold  the  grey  barbarian  lower  than  the  Chpstian  cad. 

I  the  swell — the  city  dandy  !    I  to  seek  such  horrid  places, — 
I  to  haunt  with  squalid  negroes,  blubber-lips,  and  monkey-faces. 

I  to  wed  with  Coromantees  !    I,  who  managed — very  near — 
To  secure  the  heart  and  fortune  of  the  widow  Shillibeer  ! 

Stuff  and  nonsense  !  let  me  never  fling  a  single  chance  away. 
Maids  ere  now,  X  know,  have  loved  me,  and  another  maiden  may. 

*  Morning  Post '  ('  The  Times  '  won't  trust  me),  help  me,  as  I  know  you 

can  ; 
I  will  pen  an  advertisement, — that 's  a  never-failing  plaa 

*  Wantbd— By  a  bard  in  wedlock,  some  young  interesting  woman : 
Looks  are  not  aa  much  an  object,  if  the  shiners  be  forthcoming  1 

'  Hymen's  chains  the  advertiser  vows  shall  be  but  silken  fetters, 
I^ease  address  to  A.  T.,  Chelsea.    N.B.— You  must  pay  the  lettera.' 

That 's  the  SOTt  oi  thing  to  do  it.    Now  I'll  go  and  taste  the  balmy,  — 
Best  thee  with  thy  yeUow  nabob,  spider-heairted  Cousin  Amy  i 

Sis  T.  Habtik. 
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485.    PROVERBIAL  PHILOSOPHY 
Of  Propbiety 
Sttoy  first  Propriety :  for  she  is  indeed  the  Pole-star 
Which  shall  gaide  the  artless  maiden  through  the  mazes  of  Vanity  Fair  • 
May,  she  is  the  golden  chain  which  holdeth  together  Society  •  ' 

The  lamp  by  whose  light  young  Psyche  shall  approach  unblamed  her 

JSaros. 
Verily  Truth  is  as  Eve,  which  was  ashamed  being  naked ; 
Wherefore  doth  Propriety  drees  her  with  the  fair  foliage  of  artifice : 
And  when  she  is  dressed,  behold  !  she  knoweth  not  herself  again.— 
1  walked  in  the  Forest ;  and  above  me  stood  the  Yew 
Stood  like  a  slumbering  giant,  shrouded  in  impenetrable  shade ; 
Then  I  passed  mto  the  citizen's  garden,  and  marked  a  tree  cUpped  into 


(m  mant  s  loob  had  been  shorn  by  the  DaUlah-shears  of  Decorum ;) 
is*Art!'  °**""    '^    goodly;    but   how    much    goodlier 

I  heard  the  wild  notes  of  the  lark  floating  far  over  the  blue  sky. 

And   my  foolish  heart   went  after  Wm,  and,  lo !   I  blessed  him  as 
he  rose ; 

^lish  !  for  far  better  is  the  trained  boudoir  bullfinch, 

wato?-  semblance  of  a  tune,  and  mechanically  draweth  up 

And  the  remless  steed  of  the  desert,  though  his  neck  be  clothed  with 

thunder. 
Must  yield  tp  him  that  danceth  and  '  moveth  in  the  circles '  at  Astley's. 

^or  wily,  O  my  daughter,  the  world  is  a  masquerade. 
And  God  made  thee  one  thing,  that  thou  mightest  make  thyself  another : 
xJnr^JA^ll  *!  "  «1«*™I»8»'.  ever  aspiring  and  struggling  upwards. 
And  It  needed  that  its  motions  be  checked  by  the  sUv^  cdrk  of  Pro- 
priety: ««1*1U 

He  that  can  afiford  the  price,  his  be  the  precious  treasure. 
Let  him  drmk  deeply  of  its  sweetness,  nor  grumble  if  it  tasteth  of  the 
cork. 

C.  S.  Calviblxy. 


486.    POETS  AND  LINNETS 

Whkrb'xs  there 's  a  thistle  to  feed  a  linnet 
And  linnets  are  jdaity,  thistles  rife— 
Or  an  acorn-cap  to  catch  dew-drops  in  it 
There  '■  ample  promise  of  further  Itfe. 
Now,  marie  bow  we  begin  it. 
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Vm  linneto  will  follow,  if  linnet*  are  minded, 
A«  blows  the  white-feather  parachute ; 
And  riiips  will  reel  by  the  tempeat  blinded— 
Aye,  ships  and  shiploads  of  men  to  boot ! 
How  deep  whole  fleets  you'll  find  hid. 

And  we  blow  the  thistle-down  hither  and  thither 
Foi^ietful  of  linnets,  and  men,  and  God. 
The  dew !  for  its  want  an  oak  will  wither — 
By  the  dull  hoof  into  the  dust  is  trod. 
And  then  who  strikes  the  cither  T 

Bat  tiiistles  wen  only  for  donkeys  intended. 

And  that  donkeys  are  common  enough  is  clear. 

And  that  drop !  what  a  vessel  it  mieht  have  befriended. 

Does  it  add  any  flavour  to  Glugabib  s  beer  7 

Well,  there 's  my  musing  ended. 

T.  Hood,  thb  YoxmosB. 


487.    SINCERE  FLATTERY  OF  R.  B. 

To  A.  S. 

BiBTHDATS  ?  yes,  in  a  general  way ; 
For  tiie  most  if  not  for  the  best  of  men : 
You  were  bom  (I  suppose)  on  a  certain  day : 
So  was  I :  or  perhaps  in  the  night :  what  then  ? 

Only  this :  or  at  least,  if  more. 
You  must  know,  not  think  it,  and  learn,  not  speak : 
There  is  truth  to  be  found  on  the  unknown  dfaore. 
And  many  will  find  where  few  will  seek. 

For  many  are  called  and  few  are  chosen* 
And  the  few  grow  many  as  ages  lapse : 
But  when  will  the  many  grow  few :  what  dozen 
Is  fused  into  one  by  Time's  hammer-taps  ? 

A  bare  brown  stone  in  a  babbling  brook : — 
It  was  wanton  to  hurl  it  there,  you  say : 
And  the  moss,  which  dung  in  the  sheltered  nook 
(Yet  the  stream  runs  cooler),  is  washed  away. 

That  he^  the  question ;  many  a  prater 
Thinks  such  a  suggestion  a  sound  '  stop  thief !  * 
Which,  may  I  ask,  do  yon  think  the  greater 
Sergeant-at-arma  or  a  Robbw  Chief  ? 
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And  if  it  were  not  so  ?  atill  you  doubt  T 
Ah  !  yoon  is  a  birthday  indeed  if  sa 
That  were  something  to  write  a  poem  about. 
If  one  thought  a  little.     I  only  know. 
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P.S. 

There 's  a  Me  Society  down  at  Ct  abridge. 
Where  my  works,  cum  nolis  variorum. 
Are  talked  about ;  well,  I  require  the  same  bridge 
That  Euclid  took  toll  at  as  Atinorum : 

And,  as  they  have  got  through  several  ditties 
I  thought  were  as  stiff  as  a  brick-built  wall,  • 

I've  composed  the  above,  and  a  stiff  one  it  is, 
A  bridge  to  stop  asses  at,  once  for  all. 

J.  K  Stephen. 


488.     BALLAD 

The  auld  wife  sat  at  her  ivied  door, 

{Butter  and  egga  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
A  thing  she  had  frequently  done  before ; 

And  her  spectacles  lay  on  her  aproned  knees. 

The  piper  be  piped  on  the  hill-top  high, 

{Butter  and  ^/gt  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
Till  the  cow  said  '  I  die,'  and  the  goose  asked  '  Why  r  * 

And  the  dog  aaid  nothing,  but  searched  for  fleas. 

The  farmer  he  strove  through  the  square  farmyard ; 

{Butter  and  egga  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
His  last  brew  of  ale  was  a  trifle  hard — 

The  connexion  of  which  with  the  plot  one  sees 

The  farmer's  daughter  hath  frank  blue  eyes ; 

{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
She  hears  the  rooks  caw  in  the  windy  skies. 

As  she  sits  at  her  lattice  and  shells  her 


The  fannn's  daii^ter  hath  ripe  red  lips ; 

{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
If  you  try  to  approach  her,  away  she  skips 

Over  tables  and  chairs  with  apparent  ease. 

Hie  farmer's  daughter  bath  soft  brown  hair ; 

{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  I  met  with  a  ballad,  I  can't  say  where. 

Which  wholly  consisted  of  lines  hke  these. 


^Oi  BALLAD 

Pabi  U 

Slw  wt,  with  her  handa  'neath  her  dimi^ed  cheeks. 
.  <f  "*'*!'  «»^  W»  o"**  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  spake  not  a  word.     While  a  lady  speaks 
There  is  hope,  bat  she  didn't  even  sneeze. 

She  sat,  with  her  hands  'neath  her  orimson  cheeks, 

(Butter  andeggaanda  pound  of  eheeae) 
She  g»ve  up  mending  her  father's  breeks. 

And  let  the  cat  roU  in  her  new  chemise^ 

She  sat,  with  her  hands  'neath  her  burning  cheeks, 

(Butter  and  egga  and  a  pound  of  eheeae) 
And  gawd  at  the  pioer  for  thirteen  weeks ; 

ThMj  she  followed  him  out  o'er  the  misty  leaa. 

Hw  sheep  followed  her,  as  their  tails  did  them. 

(BuUer  and  egga  and  a  pound  of  eheeae) 
And  this  song  is  considered  a  perfect  gem. 

And  as  to  the  meaning,  it 's  what  you  please. 

C.  S.  Calverlkv. 


489.    LOVERS,  AND  A  RSFLECTTON 
In  moss-prankt  dells  which  the  sunbeams  flatter 

(And  heaven  it  knoweth  what  that  may  mean ; 
Meaning,  however,  is  no  great  matter) 

Where  woods  are  a-tremWe,  with  lifts  atween  r 

Through  God|8  own  heather  we  wonned  together. 

I  and  my  WiUie  (O  love  my  love) : 
I  need  hardly  remark  it  was  glorious  wather. 

And  fiittwbate  wavered  atew,  above : 

Boats  were  curtseying,  rising,  bowing, 
(Boats  in  that  climate  are  so  polite). 

And  sands  were  a  ribbon  of  green  endowing. 
And  O  the  sundazzle  on  bark  and  bight  l 

Through  the  rare  red  heather  we  danced  together, 
(O  love  my  WUlie  !)  and  smelt  fc-  flowerT: 

I  must  mention  again  it  was  gorge*       weather, 
Kbymes  are  so  scarce  in  tm  world  of  oun  :— 

Byrises  th^  flashed  with  their  purple  favoora. 

Through  becks  that  brattled  o'er  grasses  aheen. 
We  walked  and  waded,  we  two  young  shaven. 

Thanking  our  stars  we  were  both  so  green. 
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We  journeyed  in  parallels,  I  ud  Willie, 

In  fortunate  puaUela  !    Butterflies, 
Hid  in  weltering  shadowB  of  daffodilly 

Or  marjoram,  kept  making  peaoock  ejree : 

Songlnrds  darted  about,  some  inky 

As  coal,  some  snowy  (I  ween)  as  curds ; 
Or  rosy  as  pinks,  or  as  roses  pinky— 

They  reck  d  no  eeiie  To-oome,  those  birds  1 

But  they  skim  over  bents  which  the  millstream  waahei. 

Or  bang  in  the  lift  'neath  a  white  cloud's  hem ; 
They  need  no  parasols,  no  goloshes ; 

And  good  Mrs.  Trimmer  she  feedeth  them. 

Tb^  we  *hrid  God's  oowsUps  (as  erst  His  heather) 
:n»at  endowed  the  wan  grass  with  their  golden  blooms 

And  snapped— (it  was  perfectly  charming  weather)— 
Our  fingers  at  Fate  and  her  goddess-glooms : 

■^  w  ^'"i®  '8*°  "°8  <^*  1>»  notes  were  fluty ; 

Wafts  fluttered  them  out  to  the  white-winged  sea)— 
Something  made  up  of  rhymes  that  have  done  much  duty 

Rhymes  (better  to  put  it)  of  •  ancientry ' : 

Bowers  of  flowers  encountered  showers 

In  William's  carol— <0  love  my  Willie  !) 
Then  he  bade  sorrow  borrow  from  blithe  to>morrow 

I  quite  forget  what— say  a  daffodilly : 

A  nest  in  a  hollow,  '  with  buds  to  follow,' 

I  think  occurred  next  in  his  nimble  strun  ; 
And  clay  that  was  *  kneaden '  of  course  in  Eden— 

A  rhyme  most  novel,  I  do  maintain : 

Mists,  bones,  the  singer  himself,  love-stories. 

And  all  least  furlable  things  got '  furled  ' ; 
Not  with  any  design  to  conceal  their  '  glories ', 

But  simply  and  solely  to  rhyme  with  '  world '. 
• 
O  if  billows  and  pillows  and  hours  and  floweta. 

And  all  the  brave  rhymes  of  an  elder  day, 
Could  be  furled  together,  this  genial  weather. 

And  carted,  or  carried  mi  '  wafts '  away. 
Nor  ever  again  trotted  out— ah  me ! 
How  much  fewer  vdumee  of  verse  there  'd  be  ! 

C.  S.  Calvbruck 
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490.    SINCERE  FLATTEKY  ' 

Or  W.  W.  (AmnicAHrs) 

Tn  dear  eool  note  of  the  oaokoo  whioh  has  ot  t  ^d  tLo  iMntimate  nnt- 
holder. 

The  whJitle  of  the  railway  guard  dupatohiog  .    ;  u  a.c  t<,  the  ioeTitable 

ooUinon, 
^  ma^n'a  monosyllabio  reply  to  a  polyaylla    t  prrixM,*!, 
The  hindamental  note  of  the  last  tramp,  whiohk  ,n«s  '/:<.MyDDa«aral ; 
AUoftheaeare8oandstorej(Moein,yeato]etycai  m      .'-.  re-echo  H'h : 
Bttt  better  than  all  of  them  is  the  abK>lately  Uu.c  <      ru    .  i.a  l  .  Jv 

aoBzhauatible  pianoforte  player.  ^ 
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491.    aMABUELLA 

Faib-tintkd  (dieeki,  dear  eyelids  drawn 
In  oreeoent  curvea  above  the  light 

Of  eyes,  whose  dim,  uncertain  d-iwn 
Beetnnes  not  day :  a  forehead  white 

Beneath  long  yellow  heaps  of  hair : 

She  is  so  strange  she  must  be  fair. 

Had  she  sha'-p,  slant -wise  wings  outspread. 
She  were  an  angd  ;  but  she  stands 

With  flat  dead  goM  behind  her  head. 
And  lilies  in  her  long  thin  hands : 

H«r  folded  mantle,  gathered  in. 

Falls  to  her  feet  as  it  woe  tin. 

Her  nose  is  keen  as  pointed  flame ; 

Her  crimson  lips  no  thing  express  ; 
And  ney»  dread  of  saintly  blame 

Held  down  her  heavy  eyelashes : 
To  guess  what  she  were  thinking  of, 
Precludeth  any  meaner  love. 

An  azure  carpet,  fringed  with  gold. 
Sprinkled  with  scarlet  apote,  I  laid 

BeftM%  her  straight,  cool  feet  unrolled  : 
But  she  nor  sound  nor  movement  made 

(Albeit  I  heard  a  soft,  shy  smile, 

i^inting  her  neck  a  moment's  while) ; 

And  I  was  shamed  through  all  my  mind 
For  that  she  spt^  not,  ndther  kissed. 

But  stared  n^t  pant  me.  ■  Lo  !  behind 
Me  stood,  in  pink  and  amethyst. 

Sword-girt  and  velvet-doubleted, 

A  tall,  gaunt  youth,  with  frowzy  head. 


CIMABUELLA 

Wide  noBtrik  in  the  ur,  dnll  eyw. 
Thick  lip  that  umpned,  but,  ah  me ! 

I  eaw,  with  most  forlorn  anrpriae. 
He  was  the  Thirteenth  Centuiy, 

I  but  the  Nineteenth :  then  deepoir 

Curdled  beneath  my  curling  h^\z 

0  Love  and  Fate  !    How  could  she  choose 
My  rounded  outlines,  broader  brain. 

And  my  reswcitated  Muse  7 

Some  tears  she  shed,  but  whether  nain 
Or  joy  in  him  adooked  their  source. 

1  could  not  fathom  which,  of  course. 

But  I  from  missals,  quaintly  bound. 

With  cither  and  with  olaTiohoid 
Will  sing  her  songs  of  sovran  ■ouiid : 

Belike  her  pity  wUl  afford 
Such  faint  return  aa  suits  a  saint 
So  sweetly  done  in  verse  imd  paint 
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492.    AFTER  DILETTANTE  CONCETTI 

•  Why  do  you  wear  your  hair  like  a  man, 
n^,.         ...      .  Sister  Helen  ? 
Ihta  week  is  the  third  since  you  began.' 

'  I'm  writing  a  ballad ;  be  still  if  you  can, 

Little  brother, 
u'l  I  •  ,  ^^  Mother  Carey,  mother  / 
tt  hat  chickens  are  theae  bHween  sea  and  heaven  ?) ' 

But  why  does  your  figure  appear  so  lean, 

Skter  Helen  ? 
And  why  do  you  dress  in  sage,  sage  green  ? ' 
Children  should  never  be  heard,  if  seen. 
Little  brother  ? 
_,      .     ,       (0  Mother  Carey,  mother ! 
Whai  fowls  are  a-wing  in  the  stormy  heaven  .') ' 

•  But  why  'a  your  face  so  yellowy  white, 

Sister  Helen  ? 
And  why  are  your  skirts  so  funnily  tight  ?  ' 
Be  quiet,  you  torment,  or  how  can  I  write. 
Little  brother  ? 
(O  Mother  Carey,  mother  ! 
How  gathers  thy  train  to  the  sea  from  the  heaven  !) ' 
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40*  AFTER  DILETTANTE  CONCETTI 

And  who 's  Mothar  CMnjr,  and  what  a  hnr  train. 

CfaterHeleo? 
And  why  do  yon  call  her  again  and  •gdn  ? ' 

•  You  trouUewMue  boy,  why  that  'a  the  lefrain. 

little  brother. 
(O  Jfott«r  Corey,  nuMct  / 

WM  work  is  toward  in  the  tlmrtUd  heaven  f)* 

•  And  what  *•  a  refrain  !    What  a  eoriona  word. 
,    ^    ^  Siater Helen! 

!•  the  ballad  you're  wrttii«  about  a  aea-btrd  f  * 
Not  at  ail :  why  should  it  be  ?    Don't  be  abaurd 
Little  brother, 
mr    »      3-   (O  Mother  Careg,  mother  / 
Thif  brood  fiu  lower  m  lower*  the  hmtaLy 

{A  lig  brother  *peaketh  :) 
'  The  refrain  you've  studied  a  meaai^  had. 

Sister  Hdeo! 
It  gave  straooe  foroe  to  a  weird  balUhd. 
But  refrains  have  become  a  ridiculous  '  fad  * 

Little  brother. 
And  Mather  Corej/,  nwther. 
Has  a  bearing  on  nothing  in  earth  or  heaven. 

•  But  the  finical  fashion  haa  had  its  day 
A  J..,  Sister  Helen. 
And  let 's  trv  in  the  style  of  a  diffwent  lay 
To  bid  it  adieu  in  poetioa!  way. 

Little  brother. 
So,  Mother  Carey,  mother  I 
Collect  your  chickens  and  go  to— heaven.* 
{A  vauM.    Then  the  big  brother  eingHh,  aeeompanying  Aim- 
•«/  *n  a  plaintive  wi&e  on  the  triangle  : 
'  Look  in  my  face.    My  name  is  Used-to-was, 
I  am  also  called  Played-out  and  Done-to-death. 
And  It-will-wash-no  more.     Awakeneth 
Slowly,  but  sure  awakening  it  has, 
The  common-sense  of  man  ;  and  I,  alas  I 
The  ballad-burden  trick,  now  known  too  well. 
Am  turned  to  soom,  and  grown  contemptible— 
A  too  transparent  artifice  to  pass. 

'  ^*'.  *  "'*•*?  ^°^8"  '■•"»'  The  cats  who  dart 
Tin-kettled  through  the  streets  in  wild  surprise 
Assail  judicious  ears  not  otherwise ; 

And  yet  no  critic*  pra^  the  arehia's  '  art ', 

Who  to  the  wretched  creature's  caudal  part 
Its  foolish  empty-jiogUng  *  bordea '  ties.' 

H.  D.  TaAiLU 
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493.    THE  PERSON  OF  THE  HOUSE 
Ion.  occLXvi.    Ths  Kn> 

Mr  spirit,  in  the  doorway's  pause. 

Fluttered  with  fancies  in  my  breast; 
Obsequious  to  all  decent  laws, 

I  felt  exceedingly  distressed. 
I  knew  it  rude  to  enter  there 

With  Mrs.  V.  in  such  a  state ; 
And,  'neath  a  magisterial  air. 

Felt  actually  indelicate. 
I  knew  the  nurse  befpui  to  grin; 

I  turned  to  greet  my  Love.    Said  she- 
Confound  vour  modesty,  come  in ! 
_— What  shall  we  call  the  darling.  V.  ?  * 
(lliere  are  so  many  charming  names  ! 

Girls'-Peg.  Moir.  Doll,  Fan,  Kate,  Blanche,  Bab: 
Boys  — Mahershahal-hashbas,  James, 

Lake,  Nick,  Dick,  Mark,  Apinadab.) 

Ii>,  as  the  aoom  to  the  oak. 

As  wellheads  to  the  river's  hei^t» 
As  to  the  chicken  the  moist  yolk. 

As  to  high  noon  the  day's  first  white- 
Such  is  the  baby  to  the  man. 

Hiere,  straddUng  (»e  red  arm  and  teg, 
I*y  "jy  •"*  'TO*.  In  length  a  span. 

Hall  hatched,  and  o<»scious  of  the  ess. 
A  creditable  chikl,  I  hoped ; 

And  half  a  score  of  joys  to  be 
TImouj^  sunny  lengths  of  prospect  sloped 

Smooth  to  the  bland  futurity. 
O,  fate  surpassing  other  dooms. 

O,  hope  above  all  wrecks  of  time ! 
O,  light  that  fills  all  vanquished  glooms, 

O,  silent  song  o'ermastering  rhyme  ! 
I  covered  either  little  foot, 

I  drew  the  strinos  about  its  waist ; 
Pink  as  the  unshelled  inner  fruit. 

But  barely  decent,  hardly  chaste. 
Its  nudity  had  sUrtied  me ; 

But  when  the  petticoats  were  on, 
'I  know,'  I  said ;    ' iU  name  shall  be 

Paul  Cyril  Athanaaiqa  .J(rim  ' 
*  Why.'  said  my  wife,  '  the  obikl  's  a  girl' 

Hv  bram  swooned,  sick  with  failing  aeosa  t 
With  all  perception  in  a  whlri, 

How  oookl  I  tell  the  diffawioe  T 
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'  Nay,*  ulliM  tlie  aone,  '  tlw  ehild  '•  a  boy.* 

And  all  my  aoul  was  aoothed  to  hear 
That  ao  it  mm :   <iien  «tartled  Jby 

Mocked  Sorrow  witii  a  doubtful  tear 
And  I  waa  glad  as  one  who  aeea 

For  aensoal  optica  things  unmeet: 
Ab  parity  makes  passion  freeBe, 

So  faith  warns  science  oJS  her  beat. 
Blessed  are  they  that  have  not  seen. 

And  yet,  not  seeing,  have  believed: 
To  walk  by  faitii,  as  preached  Uie  Dean, 

And  not  by  sij^t,  have  I  achieved. 
Let  k>ve,  that  does  not  look,  believe ; 

Let  knowledge,  that  believes  not,  k)ok: 
Tmlh  pins  her  trust  on  falsehood's  sleeve^ 

While  reason  blander*  by  the  book. 
Thai  Mrs.  Pris  addressed  me  thas ; 

*  Sir,  if  you'll  be  advised  by  me. 
You'll  leave  the  blessed  babe  to  us ; 

It  'a  my  belief  he  wants  his  tea.' 


A.  C.  SwiHBTrBKE. 


494.    SONNET  FOR  A  PICTURE 

That  nose  !s  out  of  drawing.    With  a  gasp. 
She  pants  upon  the  passionate  lips  that  ache 
With  the  red  drain  .of  her  own  mouth,  and  make 

A  monoohord  of  colour.    Like  an  asp. 

One  lithe  lock  wriggles  in  his  rutilant  grasp. 
Her  bosom  is  an  oven  of  myrrh,  to  bake 
Love's  white  warm  shewbread  to  a  browner  cake. 

The  lock  his  fingers  clench  has  burst  ito  hasp. 

The  legs  are  absolutely  abominable. 
Ah  I   what  keen  overgust  of  wikl-eyed  woes 
Flags  in  that  bosom,  flushes  in  that  nose  T 

N^  t    Death  sets  riddles  for  desire  to  ipeli. 
Responsive.    What  red  hem  earth's  passion  sews. 

But  may  be  ravoiously  unripped  b  hell? 

A.  C  SwiKBUKirK. 
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485.    NEPHELIDIA 

Fbom  the  depth  of  the  dreamy  decline  of  the  dawn  through  a  notable 

nimbus  of  nebaJoas  noonshine, 
PaUid  and  pink  m  the  palm  of  the  flag-flower  that  fiicken  with  fear  of 

tLa  flies  as  thev  float. 
Are  the  J  looks  of  our  lovers  that  lustrously  lean  from  a  marvel  of  mystio 

miraculous  moonshine. 
These  that  we  feel  in  the  Wood  of  our  blushes  that  thicken  and  threaten 

with  throbs  through  the  throat  ? 
Thicken  and  thrill  as  a  theatre  thronged  at  appeal  of  an  actor's  appalled 

agitation,  rF-^^ 

Faintm  with  fear  of  the  fires  of  the  future  than  pale  with  the  promise 

of  pride  m  the  past ;  ^^ 

Flushed  with  the  famishing  fullness  of  fever  that  reddens  with  radiance 

of  rathe  recreation. 
Gaunt  as  tlM  ;(hastliest  of  gUmpeee  that  gleam  through  the  gloom  of 

the  gloaming  when  ghosts  go  aghast  ? 
Nay,  for  the  nick  of  the  tick  of  the  time  is  a  tremulous  touch  on  the 

temples  of  terror, 
Struned  as  the  sinews  yet  strenuous  with  strife  of  the  dead  who  is 

dumb  as  the  dust-heaps  of  death : 

"Sfk^S  "P^lu  \*T*^  r  ^^  ^E^°  °'  *">*^  emotional  exquisite  error. 
Bathed  in  the  balms  of  beatified  bliss,  beatific  itself  by  beatitude's 
breath. 

Surely  no  spirit  or  sense  of  a  soul  t:.at  was  soft  lo  the  spirit  and  soul  of 

our  senses 
Sweetens  the  stress  of  suspuring  suspicion  that  sobs  in  the  semblance 

and  sound  of  a  sigh ; 
Only  this  oracle  opens  Olympian,  in  mystical  moods  and  triangular 

•  Life  is  the  lust  of  a  lamp  for  the  light  that  is  dark  till  the  dawn  of  the 
day  when  we  die.' 

Mild  is  the  mirk  and  monotonous  music  of  memory,  melodiously  mute  as 
it  may  be. 
While  the  hope  in  the  heart  of  a  hero  is  bruised  by  the  breach  '>f  men's 
rapioB,  resigned  to  the  rod  ; 
Made  meek  as  a  mother  whose  bosom-beats  bound  with  the  bliss-brinidnff 
bulk  of  a  balm-breathing  baby,  ^^ 

As  they  grope  through  the  graveyard  of  creeds,  under  skies  growina 
t>i     .  .«?*•"•' »Sw»n 'or  the  grimness  of  God. 

Blank  18  the  book  of  his  bounty  behokkm  of  old,  and  its  binding  is  blacker 
than  bluer : 
Out  of  blue  into  biaok  is  the  scheme  of  the  skies,  and  their  dews  an 
♦he  wine  of  the  bloodshed  of  thinoi ; 
■nil  tl»darkllBg  desire  of  delight  shallbe  free  as  a  fawn  that  is  freed 
won*  the  fangs  that  ponue  her, 

that  has  harried  the  kennel  of  kings. 

A.   C.  SwiMBCBMa 
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406.    GOOD-NIQHT 

GooD-maHT  T  ah  !  n^  ;  the  hour  is  ill 
Which  seven  those  it  should  unite ; 

Let  us  remain  together  still. 
Then  it  will  be  good  night. 

How  can  I  call  the  lone  night  good. 
Though  thy  sweet  wishes  wing  its  flight  ? 

Be  it  not  said,  thought,  understood, 
llien  it  will  be — good  night. 

To  hearts  which  near  each  other  move 
From  evening  close  to  morning  lights 

The  night  m  good ;  because,  my  ]or«» 
They  never  «ay  good-night. 


P.  B.  SHBLunr. 


497.    AUF  WIEDEBSEHEN 

SUKMBB 

Tm  little  gate  was  reached  at  last, 
Hi^  hid  in  lilacs  down  the  lane ; 
She  pushed  it  wide,  and,  as  she  past, 
A  wistful  look  she  backward  cast. 
And  said, — *  Auf  witdertekeH  I ' 

With  btknd  on  latch,  a  vision  white 

Linsered  reluctant,  and  again 
Half  doubting  if  she  did  wight. 
Soft  as  the  dews  that  fell  that  night. 

She  said,—'  Auf  witdar»ekem  I  ^ 

The  lamp's  clear  gleam  flits  up  the  sti^ ; 

I  lingM'  in  delicious  pain  ; 
Ah,  in  that  chamber,  whose  rich  air 
To  breathe  in  thought  I  scarcely  dare. 

Thinks  she,— 'iiw/  witdtrtthtnt* 

'Tis  thirteen  years  ;  once  more  I  press 
The  tun  that  silences  the  lane ; 

I  hear  the  rustle  of  her  dress, 

I  smell  the  lilacs,  and— ah,  ves, 
I  hear  *  Anf  witdertehtn  r 

Sweet  ^eee  of  bashful  maiden  art  t 
The  English  words  had  seemed  too  fun. 

But  these — they  drew  us  heart  tu  heart, 

Yet  held  us  tenderly  apart ; 
8h»  saU,  *  ii«/ tmsrfsrMJUii  / ' 

J.  R. 
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NOTES 


[Tlie  note*  mwked  P.  L-L.  are  thoae  of  Mr.  Locker-Lampwn  in  the  'new 
tad  reviaod  edition'  of  Lyra  Elegantiarum,  published  in  1867.] 
Pag*  1.    Na  1.— Cowper.  the  poet,  aays.  •  Every  man  converaant  with 
TerM-nwking  knows,  and  knows  by  painful  experience,  that  the  familiar 
style  is  of  aU  styks  the  most  difBcult  to  succeed  in.    To  make  verse  speak 
the  language  of  ppowj,  without  being  prosaic,  to  marshal  the  words  of  it  in 
such  an  order  as  they  might  naturally  take  in  falling  from  the  lips  rf  an 
extemporary  speaker,  yet   without   meaoneas,  harmonioosly.  elesantlv 
and  without  seeming  to  displace  a  syllabfe  for  the  sake  of  the  rhyme/is  one 
of  the  most  arduous  tasks  a  poet  can  undertake.    He  that  oouU  accomplish 
this  tadc  was  Prior :  many  have  imitated  his  excelfonce  in  this  particular 
but  the  best  copies  have  tailen  short  of  the  original.'— F.  L..L. 

Pao*  «.  Nos.  9  and  10.— Mr.  Swinburne  says :  '  There  are  kiftier  sonnete 
in  the  language,  there  is  no  kvdier  sonnet  in  the  wcmtH,  than  the  late  Lord 
Bosslyn's  "  BedUme  ".  -'  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  seat  where  kve  is 
throned  "—the  painless  and  stainless  k>ve  of  little  children.  Laodor  might 
and  would,  for  aO  his  fantastic  and  factitious  abhorrence  of  their  form,  have 
given  a  place  to  this  divine  sonnet  and  its  coequal  companion  in  a  truly 
Messed  imm(<rtality.  Mr.  Tennyson  Turner's  on  "Lettys  Gk>be",in  his  list  of 
exoeptions  to  the  common  rule  or  the  conventional  axiom  which  denies  that 
any  woric  di  man's  can  ever  be  absolutely  perfect.' 

Pao«  U.    No.  18.— 'Among  the  happiest  of  Praed's  eflfcrts.'— P.  L.-L. 

Pao«  U.  No.  22. — For  the  guidance  of  the  reader  more  familiar  with 
Gray's  *  On  a  distant  prospect  of  Eton  Colfcge',  Hood  notes  that  this  has 
'  no  connexion  with  any  other  ode '. 

^aoj:  20.  Na  25.— Mr.  Swinburne  disliked  Calverley— *  the  monstrously 
overrated  and  preposterously  overpraised.'  '  A  jester,  graduate,  or  under, 
graduate,'  he  wrote,  'may  be  fit  enough  to  hop,  skip,  and  tumble  before 
university  amUenoes,  without  capacity  to  claim  an  enduring  or  even  a 
passing  station  among  even  the  humblest  of  English  humorists.' 

Calverley  quotas  the  lines  of  Gray  :— 

Poor  moralist,  and  what  art  thou  ? 
A  solitary  fly 

•  a  foetneis  to  'poor  BBoralisi'  in  the  last  stansa. 
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Pao*  22.  Na  26.— This  puody  appeared  in  The  Light  Oreen,  nprinto  of 
P»rU  I  and  U  of  which  can  be  obtained  of  Meaera.  Metcalfe.  CambrMge.  It 
ie,  erf  coune,  a  parody  of  firet  Harte's  poem  which  will  be  found  on  page  146. 

PAa«  24.   No.  27.—'  It  ia  rather  difficult  to  make  a  selection  from  Thomaa 

Mowre :  nearly  everything  that  be  haa  written  might  be  oUimed  tmvertde 

mttiiU,  whether  it  be  epitaph,  epigram,  ballad,  or  sacred  song.    He  oouU 

not  help  being  witty  and  sparkling,  and  perhaps  a  little  artificial'— F.  L.-K 

Monesappreased  two  Terses— the  third  and  aixthaaongiiialfypaated,Le. 

Young  Sappho,  for  want  of  employmenta, 

Alone  o'^er  her  Ovid  mav  meft, 
Oondemned  but  to  read  of  enjoyments 
Which  wiser  Corinna  had  felt. 

la  Sthios— 'tis  you  that  <»n  check. 
In  a  minute,  their  donbts  and  their  quaneb : 

Oh!    show  but  that  mole  on  your  nedc. 
And  'twUl  soon  put  an  end  to  their  morals. 

PAe«  28.  No.  29.- The  young  gentleman  was  Mr.  Thrale's  nephew. 
Sir  John  I^de,  irtio  made  an  *  unfortunate  marriage '  and  oontrived  to  waste 
the  whole  of  a  fine  fortune  before  he  died.  Boswell  remariu  that  '  these 
improviso  lines '  show  •  a  mind  ci  surprising  aoUvity  and  warmth ;  the  more 
so  as  he  [Johnson]  was  past  seventy  years  of  age  when  he  composed  them.' 
Johnson  sent  to  Mrs.  Piocsi  the '  song,  which  you  must  not  show  to  anybody ', 

Pio«  28.  Na  34.— This  and  the  next  are  based  on  Catullus's  *  Vivamus 
mea  Lesbia,  atque  amamus ', 

Paob  29.  No.  36— From  Oeeanondl  Verts  (1665),  where  the  poem, 
wMoh  contains  two  more  verses  than  here,  is  called  '  Ditty  in  imitation  of 
the  Spanish  Entre  tantoque  L'AvriL' 

Paob  32.    No.  42.— Compare  Matthew  Amokl's  '  Horatian  Echo '  :— 

The  day  approaches,  when  we  must 
Be  crumbling  bmies  and  windy  dust; 
And  scorn  us  as  our  mistress  may. 
Her  beauty  will  no  better  be 
Than  the  poor  face  she  digbts  in  thee. 
When  dawns  that  day,  that  day. 

Pia«  S3.  Na  45.— Mr.  Swinburne  wouU  rule  this  out  as  not  a  sampfe 
ol  soeial  verse :  *  it  is  an  echo  from  the  place  of  conscious  or  unconscious 
torment  which  is  paved  with  penitence  and  roofed  with  Repair.  Its  quiet 
note  of  commonplace  resignation  is  more  bitter  and  more  hnpnHtre  in  the 
aelf-eoomful  sadneae  «rf  its  retroqiect  than  any  rfiriek  rf  rebellioa  or  any 
impreoatioa  of  appeal' 

Paoa  39.   No.  54.— From  *  Don  Juan ',  Canto  I,  sUnta*  128  to  1ST. 
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Paoi  42.    No.  61.— A  wen,  •ttended  by  »  nymph,  AnniDM  mk  th.  tnnt^ 

Paoi  43.    No.  64._Compare  Na  171,  page  112. 
Page  46.    No.  71.— From  the  GeniMn  by  Lewing. 

Funeh  ArticfeB  of  furniture  are  deservedly  favourite  subieots  with 
domeatio  poeU;  witne«  tho«»  celebrated  veni.  "My  Sncte".  Si  nTt  " 
^y  Grwidmother'B  Muff."  "My  Ancestor's  Coal-soLfe"  L  bv  mL 
Itanion  MJ  other  poete.*..  who  have  taken  «.ch  a  .troa.  told  «^ 
•ieetions  of  the  public.'— W.  M.  T.  ^^^  ^ 

Paob  68.    No.    107,— Mr.  Swinburne  aHerta  th.f    •  t*  ci.  t.     . 
Wyatt'.  orthography  may  be  modlSTor^l^*'  as«uS^K  ^i' 
l«jnthont  protert  from  any  but  the  mort  ho!^ W  aj  t^tte^^^ 

Skeat  the  foUowmg  modem  veraion  by  him  is  appended .—  "'"^'^ 

My  lady,  ye  ol  beauty  are  the  shrine. 
As  far  as  stretches  «arth's  remotest  bound ; 

And  like  the  ruby  are  your  cheeks  so  round. 
B*«de,  your  jocund  mirth  doth  so  redound. 
That,  at  a  revel  when  I  see  you  dance. 
Tn«  like  an  omtment  to  my  inward  wound 
Though  ye  vouchsafe  to  me  no  cimpllSsance. 

S  IWlJ?^  tean  shook!  fiU  a  tun  for  wine. 
injt  e  en  that  woe  will  not  my  heart  confound  * 

2wJ^  ?^"*^  5*^'  "»  "y  "d  chance, 
SSSl  ^f  '  **l'°7"  y""-  Roaamound. 
Though  ye  vouchsafe  to  me  no  ctfmplaisanoe. 

Was  never  pike  so  soused  in  galantine 

a}^V    m      *"•  wrapped  and  compassed  round  • 

And  therefore  of  mysilTl  oft  divineV^  ' 

A  second  Tristram  la  in  me  renowned. 

Mv  k)ve  can  ne'er  be  chiUed,  nor  yet  be  drowned  • 

kri;  'o"-  «v«r  in  an  amorous  traioo.       '*"'*'^' 

Though  ye  vouchsafe  to  me  no  cdmplaisance. 

G.  Chaocib  (trans,  by  R«v.  P»or.  Smat) 

«  to*  worm  txtaad*   ;  tyn.  -  a  large  tub ;  ...miy  „  pi.^^^ .  ,„.,  J 
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fine  in  tone,  delioate,  pecbaps  ttebk ;  out-twyne  =  twiit  out,  force  oat. 
Veno  Ui  *  never  wu  pike  ao  involved  in  gaiantine-aauoe  m  I  am  completely 
invidved  in  love,*  a  humorous  allusion  to  a  manner  of  serving  up  piltes  wliicii 
is  weD  illustrated  in  the  fifteenth-century  cookery-books ;  refreyd  =  re- 
frigerated; afounde- sink,  be  submerged.  The  Oxford  Engluh  Dielionanf 
defines  galantine  *  as  a  kind  of  sauce  for  fish  and  fowl  * :  this  use  of  the  word 

being  obsolete.  .  „  ,     .        .      . . 

Compare  Sam  WeDer^i  description  of  Mr.  Winkle:  ♦He's  in  a  horrid 
state  o'  love ;  leg'larly  comfooxled.  and  done  over  with  it' 

Paob  80.  No.  110.— Elizabeth,  daughter  of  James  I  and  wife  of  the 
Elector  Palatine,  Frederick  V,  chosen  King  of  Bohemia  in  1619.  Howell, 
in  Familiar  LtUtrt,  says  she  was  not  only  Queen  of  Bohemia,  but  also 
•  for  her  winning  princely  comportment  the  Queen  of  Hearts '. 

Paqb  74.  Na  110.— Bonnie  Lesley  was  Miss  Lestey  BaiUie.  Mr.  Baillie, 
(rf  Ayrshire,  with  his  two  daughters,  called  on  Bums  at  Dumfries,  and  he 
accompanied  his  visitors  for  fifteen  miles  on  their  way  to  England,  composing 
the  song  on  his  ride  homeward. 

Pao»  78.  Na  126.—'  Has  things  in  it  vivid  and  subtle  as  anything  in 
Shelley  at  his  best ;  and  I  affirm  this  deliberately ' !— Gbosabt. 

PAa«  84.  No.  129.— 3largaret  was  a  servant  girl  empfeyed  by  the  poet's 
cousin.  Gray. 

Pao«  88.  Na  132.— Mr.  F.  T.  Paigrave  says  (QoUtn  Treaaviry) :—'  A  little 
master^ece  in  a  very  difficult  style :  Catullus  himself  ooukl  hardly  have 
bettered  it.  In  grace,  tenderness,  simplicity,  and  hamour,  it  is  worthy  of  the 
Ancients ;  and  even  more  so,  from  the  completeness  and  unity  of  the  picture 
presented.'  It  is  rejected  by  Mr.  Locker-Lampeon  as  '  too  homely,  and  too 
entirely  simple  and  natural '  for  the  Ljfra  EUgantiarum. 

Paob  91.  Na  138.— In  llr.  Godley's  Oxford  Edition  of  Moore  there  is 
the  folk>wing  note,  which  explains  the  reference  in  the  second  verse:— 
•  This  alludes  to  a  kind  of  Irish  fairy,  which  is  to  be  met  with,  they  say, 
in  the  fields  at  dusk.  As  king  as  you  keep  your  eyes  upon  him,  he  is 
fixed,  and  in  your  power ;— but  the  moment  you  look  away  (and  he  is 
ingenious  in  furnishing  some  inducement)  he  vanishes.  I  had  thought  that 
this  was  the  sprite  which  we  call  the  Leprechaun ;  but  a  high  authority  upon 
such  subjects.  Lady  Morgan  (in  a  note  upon  her  national  and  interesting 
novel,  O'Donnd),  has  given  a  very  different  account  of  that  goblin.' 

Pag*  103.  Na  160.- 'Oui  reply  to  Marlowe's  'Come  live  with  me' 
(exohidcd  by  Mr.  Loeker-Lampsoa  as  '  too  highly  poetical ',  though  the 
f^y  is  admitted  '  because  it  is  depressed  to  the  requisite  level  by  the  tinge 
«f  worUly  satiie  which  runs  through  it  '^  is  attributed  to  Balegh  '  in  his 
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joaafgu  days',  on  fclw  antiiority  of  Inak  Wdfeoa  in  Tke  Complmt  Am^. 
Oompara  Domw's  poem  (p.  261). 

Paqb  121.  Na  190.— From  '(Moans  and  Vaaeoaa*,  'thonj^t  to  be*. 
Goldsmith  says,  *om  of  Dr.  Swift's  oomotest  pieces'.  Vaoessa  was 
Mias  Vaohomrig^ ;  Cadeaoa,  of  ooune.  Dean  ('  Deoaaus')  Swift  himsdf. 

Pa(w12Sl  No.  194.— 'Kitty  was  Lady  Katherine  Hydo,  afterwaidi 
Duoheas  of  Queensberry.  Lady  Jemiy  was  Lady  Jaoo  Hyde,  than  Conntesv 
ci  Ebmx.'— F.  L.-L. 

Paoes  122  and  123.  Nos.  195  and  196.— Miss  Lepel  was  maid  ol  faonovr 
to  Qoeen  Caroline.    She  afterwuds  married  Lord  Hervey. 

Paob  124.  Na  196.— A  homoroos  aoooont  of  the  poet's  aoqiuuntance 
with  Lady  Oobliam,  who  lived  at  Stoke  FOgis.  This  lady  sent  her  relative, 
MiM  Harriot  Speed,  and  Lady  Sckaab  to  invite  the  poet  taoaB  npoa  her, 
seimpnasedwasshebythaEkgy.  '  Hy  grave  Lord  Keeper '  ia  Sir  (%rato- 
^MrHatton;  Sir  LnkeSohaobt'o^ipief/ciiFranoe,'  had  been  Ambasss 
dor  in  Paris ;  '  tiia  other  Amason ',  Miss  Speed,  afterwards  wife  of  Ooonl 
da  Viry ;  the  Rev.  Mr.  Port  waa  totor  to  the  Duke  of  Brx^jetwater ;  Tyaeka 
was  the  housekeeper;  Squib,  groom  of  the  chamber;  Groom,  steward; 
Maoleane,  a  highwayman,  just  hanged. 

Paob  137.  No.  209. — ^With  regard  to  the  last  word  in  verse  four,  Moore's 
early  poems  were  published  in  the  name  of  Thomas  Little,  and  his  later 
judgement  suppressed  them  for  being  too  erotic. 

Paob  139.  No.  210. — ^Another  vecsion,  signed  Phi,  appeared  in  the  Court 
Journal  in  1832.  I  am  able  to  give  Sir  George  Young's  oonolosien,  via. : — 
*  That  (1)  the  idea  of  this  piece,  with  a  hint  or  two  as  to  how  it  should  be 
wwked  out,  was  given  by  Praed  to  his  friend  E.  Mariborongh  Fitzgerald ; 
who  thereupon  (2)  produced  the  piece,  snbstantiaUy  as  in  the  Court  Jomnud ; 
which  again  (3)  was  probably  corrected  and  enriched  by  Praed ;  (4)  Praed 
afterwards  rewriting  it  as  in  the  MSS.,  whieh  recently  came  into  my  posses- 
sion, according  to  iiis  own  original  idea. 

Paob  145.   No.  215.— <Sm  p.  22  for  Hilton's  parody  of  this. 

Paob  ISO.  Na  222. — Coleridge  wrote  tMt  be  had  no  partioalar  General 
in  mind.     Several  verses  have  been  omitted. 

Paqb  }  No.  223. — ^This  wan  nuggeated  by  a  speech  in  which 
Mr.  Wilbe  :  .  3e,  replying  to  an  observation  of  Dr.  Lushington,  that  'the 
Society  for  t'j  j  Suppression  of  Vice  meddled  with  the  poor  akme ',  said  that 
'  the  offences  of  the  poor  came  mote  under  observation  than  those  of  the 
rich'.  Mr.  Swinbttme  conaideis  'the  riper  and  richer  humour  of  Peacock 
as  superiw  to  Praed's  as  dry  champagne  to  sweet,  or  a  sultana  grape  to 
a  green  gooseberry '. 

B.  I»  V.  p 
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Paob  152.  Na  224.— This  appeared  in  the  iint  nnmber  of  The  Brazen 
Htai,  a  ■hort'lived  periodical  atarted  by  Praed  and  othen  in  1826,  and  waa 
thus  introduoed :  *  Brasen  oompanion  ol  my  nlitary  houn !  do  you,  while 
I  reoUne,  pronounoe  a  prologtie  to  thoae  wntiments  of  Wiadom  and  Virtue, 
which  are  hereafter  to  be  the  oraoka  of  atatesmen,  and  the  guide*  ol  pliiloeo- 
phera.  Give  me  to-night  a  proem  of  our  essay,  an  opening  of  our  case,  a 
division  of  our  subject.  Speak  1 '  {Slow  miutc.  Tht  Friar  falU  oslcefi.  The 
head  ehauntt  at  fMow$.) 

Page  154.  Na  225. — Published  anonymously  at  first  in  An  Offering 
to  Laneatkire  issued  for  the  benefit  of  the  suffereit  from  the  cotton 
famine. 

Paox  155.    Na  220. — This  is  only  a  fragment  from  a  kmg  poem. 

Paob  lOS.  Na  238.— 'Even  more  out  of  place  in  such  good  compaay 
[than  Galveriey :  see  note  to  Na  25  on  p.  413]  is  the  weary  and  wearisome 
laureate  of  OzonieuleB  and  Bostoniouks,  Hr.  LoweU's  realized  and  chosen 
representative  of  English  poetry  at  its  highest  in  the  generation  of  Tennyson 
and  Browning;  whose  message  to  his  generatiim  may  be  summed  up  as 
follows : 

We've  Bot  no  faith,  and  we  don't  know  what  to  do: 

To  thidc  one  can't  believe  a  creed  because  it  isn't  true  I  * 

(*  St  eertamen  erat,  Corydon  cum  Thyrside,  parrum.) 
Idterary  history  will  hardly  care  to  remember  or  to  register  the  fact  that 
there  was  a  bad  poet  named  Clough,  whom  his  friends  found  it  useless  to 
puff :  for  the  public,  if  dull,  has  not  quite  such  a  skull  as  belongs  to  believers 
in  (^ngh.'— A.  CL  Swimbubhi. 

Paos  160.  Na  240. — ^Mr.  Swinburne  also  condemned  Mr.  Locker-Lampson 
ix  including  poems  from  the  Anti-Jaeabin.  *  It  is  something  above  and 
beyond  all  realised  conceptions  of  incongruity,'  he  wrote,  *  to  hoist  the  flag 
of  "  no  politics  "  and  pass  the  watchword  of  **  no  parodies  ",  and  then  to 
salute  the  resder  with  a  broadside  oi  brutality  and  burlesque,  a  disctiarge 
of  mildewed  mockery  and  fly-blown  caricature,  from  the  social  and  political 
battery  of  Messrs.  Canning  and  Frere.' 

Southey's  essay  in  sapphics,  of  which  this  is  a  parody,  was  entitled  '  The 
Widow '  and  began : 

CoM  was  the  night  wind,  drifting  fast  the  snow  fell ; 
Wide  were  the  downs  and  shelteness  and  naked. 
When  a  poor  wanderer  struggled  on  her  journey. 
Weary  ana  way-sore. 

The  'Friend  of  Humanity'  signified  George  Tiemey,  who  fought  a  duel 
with  Pitt,  and  held  several  ofBoes,  being  finally  Master  of  the  Mint,  tinder 
Canning.  Canning's  copy  of  the  AiUi-Jaeabin  credits  Frere  and  himself 
with  this  poem,  and  with  '  Mrs.  Brownrigg',  which  is  given  on  p.  393. 
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Paoi  17a  No.  241.— « Mr.  Fakk,  the  Dntoh  Minktw  in  IhM,  having 
■Mde  »  proportion  by  which  a  ooniidenUe  advantage  woaU  have  aoemed 
to  Hollaad,  this  poetical  diipatoh  was  aotaally  aent  by  Canning  to  Sir  Charles 
Bagot,  the  English  Ambassador  at  the  Hagne,  and  soon  afterwards  an 
Order  in  Coanoil  was  issued  to  pat  into  effect  the  intention  so  announoed.' 
— F.  L.-L.  The  diqiatoh  was  sent  in  cypher :  this  veinon,  of  several,  is  the 
correct  one. 

Paok  170.  No.  242.— Moore  says  that  this  '  squib '  was  wrung  from  him 
by  the  Irish  Coercion  Act  of  hia  friends,  the  Whigs. 

PaoB  172.  Na  244.— These  lines  are  extremely  obaraotwistio  of  the 
author's  extraordinary  fluency  and  mastery  of  rhyme.  They  appeared 
originally  in  the  book  ^  the 'Cambridge  Lotus  Club'.  The  fifteenth  line  from 
the  end  was  printed,  by  a  lapsus  calami,  incorrectly  in  Lapnu  Calami. 

Paoi  170.  No.  248.— Hamilton's  Bawn  was  an  old  honae  bek>ngiag  to 
Sir  Arthur  Acheaon,  Bart,  whose  wife,  Anne  Savage,  was  daughter  of  an 
Irish  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer.  Rums  s  Irish  for  poor  country  clergy- 
men ;  Darby  and  Wood  =  two  of  Sir  Arthur's  managers ;  Dr.  Jinny : 
a  kwal  clergyman ;  Noveds,  Ac.  =s  Ovids,  Plutarchs,  and  Homers.  See  note 
to  No.  357.  pp.  421  and  422. 

Paok  181.  No.  250. — '  These  verses  express,  with  much  force  and  humour, 
the  feelings  of  the  British  nation  on  military  affairs  after  the  close  <A  the 
long  strug^  with  France.  Five-and-twenty  jrears  ot  almost  incessant 
fighting  had  made  people  heartily  weary  of  sokliers  and  soldiering.  But  at 
the  present  era  of  non-intervention  the  poem  has  a  satirical  applioatioa 
which  Pned  probably  did  not  intend.' — F.  L.-L. 

Pace  185.  No.  253.— This  poem  is  prefaced  by  the  following  extract 
from  the  Morning  Post : — '  A  surgeon  of  the  United  States  army  says  that, 
on  inquiring  of  the  Captain  of  his  company,  he  lound  that  nine-tet^hs  of  the 
men  had  enlisted  on  account  of  some  female  difficulty.* 

Page  186.  No.  254.— The  Higher  Criticism  has  sought  to  deprive  these 
lines  of  their  impromptu  character.  Instead  of  having  been  written  on  the 
night  before  the  engagement,  in  which  the  Dutch  admiral  was  blown  up 
with  all  his  crew,  the  composition  is  said  to  have  cost  its  author  time  and 
trouble. 

Pace  188.  No.  255. — In  the  marriage  register  of  Warlingham,  for  1724, 
is  this  entry :— '  Sweet  William  and  Black-eyed  Susan,  alias  William  Blaok- 
man  and  Susan  Humfrey,  both  of  this  parish  of  Warlingham,  were  married 
by  banns,  Deo.  26th,  1724.    D.  Price,  Vicar.' 

Paox  189.  No.  256.— '  Suckling  is  remarkable  for  a  careless  natural 
grace.    This  is  one  of  his  best  poems,  and,  as  Leigh  Hunt  says,  "  his  fancy 
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b  to  fuU  of  gwto  M  to  border  on  inwgiiwtion."  The  bridegroooi  li  idd  to 
Iwve  been  Lord  Broghill,  and  the  bride  Lady  Harguet  Howard,  daaghter 
of  the  Earl  of  Suffolk.  Three  [leveralj  staniaa  of  thia  poem  have  been 
aecBMarily  omitted.' — ^F.  L.-L. 

Pao  ■  193.  Na  202.—'  That  kind  of  horte-gaUop  of  an  air  which  predudea 
■entiment.    The  ludicroua  ia  its  ruling  feature.'— Bcbms. 

Pam  19S.  Na  265.— Thia  poem,  when  fint  publiahed  in  the  Lomhn 
Magmne,  was  thua  introduced : — 

*  We  have  received  the  following  letter : 
**  Sib,— After  reading  the  other  day  that  Pope  eouU  have  extraeted 
poetry  out  of  a  warming  pan,  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  coukl,  perhapa,  wring 
a  VMM  of  two  out  of  a  beU,  or  strike  a  few  stansas  out  of  a  brass  knocker." ' 

Paqb  IM.   Na  2«7.— From  the  volume  entitled  AnuJia,  published  in  1878. 

Paqb  200.  No.  272.—'  Low  as  is  the  key  of  theee  tenderer  verses  in 
oompariaon  with  the  fiery  and  faultless  music,  the  subtle  and  simpfe  intensity 
id  the  four  transcendent  lines  which  suggested  them,  it  seems  to  me,' 
Ur.  Swinburne  obeerves,  'that  Sappho's  very  self  might  have  smiled  approval, 
or  at  least  condonation  of  their  gentler  k>veIino»  and  kas  passionate  mek>dy 
than  her  own.' 

,  Paqb  209.  No.  290.— Jane  '=  Mrs.  Williams.  '  All  the  verses  SheUey 
addressed  to  her  passed  through  her  husband's  hands  without  the  slightest 
interruption  to  their  intercourse ;  and  Mrs.  Shelley,  who  was  not  nnpardon- 
aUy  jcAlous  of  her  Ariel,  continued  to  be  Mrs.  Williama's  warm  friend.'— 
J.  ADoniaTOH  Symouds.  Trelawny  aays  the  MS.  *  was  a  frightful  scrawl ; 
words  smeared  out  with  his  finger,  and  one  upon  the  other,  over  and  over  in 
tins,  and  all  run  together  in  "  most  admired  disorder  ".' 

Pagbs  21 1,  212..  Nob.  291, 292.— Herrick  also  wrote  some  lines  to  Lawes : 
'  Touch  but  thy  lyre,  my  Harry.' 

Paqb  219.  No.  300. — In  later  editions  the  author  was  at  pains  to  explain 
that  the  remark  in  the  seventh  stanza  was  that  of  a  habitu^  of  St.  James's, 
but  that  he  himself  had  a  sincere  admiration  for  the  American  people,  fee 
the  note  on  Lepel,  p.  417. 

Paob  220.    No.  301.— An  excerpt  from  '  Artist  and  Model '. 

PAOB224.    Na  304.— Tutties  =  nosegays. 

Paob  227.  No.  303.- Verse  3,  line  6,  dumsai  doorposts ;  verse  4,  line  1'. 
tun  3s  chimney ;  verse  5,  line  4,  hatch  =  gate,  line  S,  clavy  =  manteL 

Paob  235.  No.  310.— The  authorship  of  these  lines  is  uncertain,  but  th^y 
are  obvioudy  based  on  an  inferior  poiem  of  four  verses  written  by  William 
Somerville  (1676-1742),  who  wrote  '  The  Chase ', 
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Paob  SM.  Na  aia.— •  The  faxibility  and  Twriety  of  BailMM'a  rbytba 
w  quite  woaderfuL  Tma  Moon.  Praed,  ud  Prior  eould  noi  I»t«.  produoed 
»  more  greoefal  pieoe  of  drollery  th»n  thete  Iiimb.'— F.  L..L, 

Ptat  236.  No.  320.—'  Thia  gracefulleat  aod  awoeteat  of  all  complimcnta 
ever  offered  to  a  aweet  and  graceful  Engliah  giri.'  ia  Mr.  Swinburne's  oomaent. 

Pagb  237.  No.  321,—'  Tbe  lovely  aong  (aa  of  a  graver  and  more  thoucht. 
fuJ  Herriok).'— A.  C.  Swinbubsk. 

Page  240.    Na  324.— '  Creeoh'a  t— 

Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  no  flowers  of  speecli. 
To  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech.'— A.  Poi't 

Pao«244.  No.  330.— Walpole,  after  the  death  of  Gray,  preaervwl  the 
China  vaae  on  a  pedestal  at  Strawberry  Hill,  with  an  inaeription  f  ran  the  odo. 

Pac«245.  No.  331.— 'This  has  been  out  down  to  bring  it  within  the 
Mopo  of  tbe  collection.    I  think  it  haa  not  suffered  in  conaeqoeDco.'— 

Paoi  2C1.    No.  346.— See  Ralegh's  poem  on  p.  103.  and  the  note  on  p.  4 1 0. 

PA0a2M.  No.  3B2.— Themis  was  the  goddeas  of  justice.  Skinner'a 
mother  waa  Sir  E.  Coke's  daughter  Sweden  was  at  the  time  of  writing  at 
war  with  Poland,  and  France  with  the  Spanish  Netherlands. 

Page  266.  No.  353.— Mr.  Swinburne's  remarks  on  this  poem  must  be 
given  in  fuU  : — 

•The  melodious  stanzas  to  Augusta  might  surely  have  found  a  place— 
with  or  without  the  ckwing  verses  (unaccoui.tably  omitted  from  the  current 
editions  of  Byron)  which  are  hardly  necessary  to  explain  and  justify  the 
nnthusiastio  admiration  ot  that  most  exquisite  critic,  Edgar  Poe,  for  the 
metrical  perfection  of  that  most  melUfluous  poem— usually  and  prematurely 
broken  off  abort  after  tlio  fourth  of  tlie  following  sweet  lines: 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing. 

In  the  wide  waale  there  still  it  a  tree. 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing 
Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  thee. 

Thou  thought'st  verses  like  these  couM  be  scanned— which 

Was  absurd,  but  uncommonly  kind : 
Thou  said'st  each  stanza  was  not  a  sandwich 

Of  Uank  prose  and  rank  doggerel  combined : 
ihou  found  St  out  some  strange  sort  of  sweet  fitness 

Xn  tbe  rhjrthms  maukid  and  mangled  by  me : 
And  Buoh  ears,  I  t*ko  Midas  to  witness. 

Belong  but  to  donkeys  and  thee.' 

Page 268.    Na  354.— 'This  brave  affectionate  lyric— (surely  its  second 
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.  emiwdiM  M  good  and  wand  a  j^iiloaophy  of  life  m  PniMtant  ooaU 
deiim  T) — wm  meMit  as  the  writet'a  fatewdl  en  be  went  into  exife  in  the 
April  of  1816.'~W.  E.  HtiruT. 

Paob  280.    No.  356.— Mr.   Lang  has  also  been  immortalised  in  the 
*  Ballade  oi  Andreir  Lang ',  pab*ished  in  the  Oxjord  Magasiiu  : 

You  ask  me.  Fresher,  who  it  is 

Who  rhymes,  researelies,  and  reviews, 
Wlio  somatimes  writes  like  Genesis, 
And  sometimes  for  the  DaUp  New$  : 
Who  iesta  in  words  that  angris  jse. 

And  is  most  solemn  with  most  slang : 
Who 's  who — ^who  's  which— and  wbioh  is  whose  T 
Who  oan  it  be  but  Andrew  Lang  ? 


Paob  270.  No.  357. — '  Perhaps  this  is  the  mo**  humorous  piece  of 
Terse  in  the  Eaglidi  htnr  -ri^,  and  yet  it  is  essentially  vert  it  toeiiU.  One 
or  two  slljht  ezpressioDi  ha. »  been  seiteoed  down,  both  here  and  in  other 
pieeas,  to  suit  the  taste  of  the  day.  "  Whittle  "  was  the  Earl  of  Berkeley's 
valet;  "  Dame  Wadger "  was  the  deaf  old  housekeeper ;  "LordColway" 
means  Oalway;  "Lord  Dromedary"  means  Drogheda;  "Gary"  was 
elerk  of  the  kitchen ;  "  Mrs.  Dukes  "  was  a  servant,  and  wife  to  one  of  the 
footmen.    *  Hie  Cha^in  "  refers  to  Swift  himseU.* — F.  L.-L. 

With  regard  to  this,  Mr.  Swinburne  notes :  '  The  perfection  o(  taste  and 
tact  displayed  iu  the  discharge  of  such  a  task  as  the  presenUtion  of  Swift 
at  his  best,  and  of  Swift  in  tLn  fullness  d  his  powers,  to  the  modem  reader  of 
either  sex  and  any  possible  age— and  this  without  hint  or  ration  of 
offence— is  noUUe  alike  for  simpUoity,  for  dexterity,  andfor  daring.  Two 
poems  in  which  the  genius  of  Aristo^ianes  shakes  bands  with  the  genius  of 
]Mckeni>-4or  Swift  has  revived  the  one  and  anticipated  tlM  other  in  his 
exquisite  abuse  of  language,  and  his  delicious  perversion  of  proper  names— 
"  Hamilton's  Bawn  "  and  "  Mrs.  Harris's  Petition",  are  now,  by  the  slightest 
ana  nost  delicate  of  touches,  made  accessible  to  all  fevers  of  the  rarest 
humour  and  the  most  resplendent  wit :  we  only  miss  Mary  the  cookmaid's 
not  less  wonderful  and  delightful  lettar  to  Dr.  Sh^tridan.' 

The  last  mentioned  has  been  inchided  in  this  volume,  and  it  has  the  merit 
of  not  needing  any  excision:  tee  page  272.  * HamilUm's  Bawn'  will  be 
found  on  page  176. 

Paob  275.  No.  361.— '  Lady  Mary  W.  Moniiigu  wrote  very  smartly. 
Lord  Lyttelton  once  sent  her  some  highly  didactic  and  tentimenUl  lines, 
beginning,  "  The  councils  pf  a  friend,  Belinda,  bear,"  of  which  Lady  Mary 
made  the  folfowing  concise  summary  : 

"  Be  pkin  in  dress,  and  sober  in  jrour  diet. 
In  short,  my  deary,  kirn  me,  and  be  quiet." 
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"Seen  him  I  hare,  bal  in  hit  happier  hoar 

Ofwottl  pbarate.  Ul-ezohuged  £6r  power; 

«am  bin.  uneumbered  with  the  Yenal  tribe, 

Snule  without  ut,  and  win  without  a  bribe." '— F.  L..L. 

Pao»27«.    Na  362.— This  poem,  of  which  only  a  part  i.  hew  orinted 

mentioned  a.  a  pendant  to '  Julian  uA  Maddalo  for  ito  treatmenVof&SiUar 
thinge ;  one  of  Shelie.'^'s  meet  genial  poems '.  "«uuw 

Byron  in  '  Don  Juan '  wrote : 

And  Coleridge,  too^  has  ktoly  taken  wing. 

But  like  a  hawk  enoumberedT  with  his  h«)d. 

J^^°.!.?5v^2:^~^*""*~''"^°'*P"'*t«y»enioirofKin«sleT 

mv^tioo  to  Snowd«,  and  to  Snowdon  we  went 'in  the  autumn  SIS? 
Maodougall  was  the  Bidiop  of  Laboan. 

dl^'w^.  w^!:,  !J''  L^-^~»'  -J"  g~^  »ow  ol,«»It.  e«ep»  fa 
iS?  ^  m"^  o«.  «odp.per ;  ruff  wm  also  the  male  of  a  bird  Jfthe 
■widpiper  family:  rail,  a  bird  d  the  family  SaUidae,  esneci^rf  tk. 
gwius  RaUtu:  compare  land-rail.  water-rail  -P^^'y  «<  tha 

♦«^**!!1  ^  ?^  "*•"■'  "**  **  "P^wts  the  actual  thanks  of  tha  noal 
to  I*rd  Oai.  [afterwards  Eari  Nugent,  see  p.  117]  for TS^^^ 

^^  ^*'*r»'~«««**«»^Ck,W.mlthborrow«I,if^h;iu^fc 
.*  l-st someof  it. deUils.  from  BoiW.  third  satire ;  and  thajfa  ceiSnS 
the  lines,  he  had  in  memory  Swift's  "  Grand  Question  DebatS^'  [^TllS, 

ookC:"  ^LLt '  "^  '^'~"'-  ^"™  '^"•*'"  ^^'^'^'^  ^^^ 

Inthe  «oond  pa«graph:   Mr.  Byrne  was  a  idatiro  of  Lo«I  Cla» 

"^"^^*^^  ''""«''••  ^  ''~'  •  There 'sH-^.'  Ac..  origfaX 
w-i:  'There's  Cob,,  and  William^  ««i  Howard,  and  Hiff'  (I. »  ffiSS^ 
•  my  countryman '  was  Higgins.  "inwnan; , 

y^'^  o^**  '"""'  ^*  0«"smith  and  K>me  of  his  friends  oooapionaUr 

f  V^J'-  •''""''  ^«^^oum>.  where  one  day  it  was  «wSto 

ti:;  r:£lt'^.^''"iJ!"  "r':"'^  **  retoliatef and  thasHISn.™ 

StZ.JJT^J  -I'P^  =»»0i'  JM"-™*  Burke,  mTwi  liam  BuriS 

aijii^^^L?^'^-.^  "^  ^'»^"'  l****"*"^  Bishop  of 
S»l«b«f7l ,  CouassUor  John  Rklge. an  Irish  barrister s  Hickey.  anemlLnt 
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ILF.  far  WUtobimfli;  Sr.  Dodd.  Um  payhr 
ptOMher ;  Dr.  Kenridc  kctared  at  the  Dtvil's  T»vem ;  Maifli— im,  of 
**  OwiMi "  oekfarity ;  Mr.  WMdhfl  wm  priatar  of  tbe  M^ndng  Chrmtide.'— 
F.L-Lu 
Seamm  (1610-49),  wiiow  worin  CMdnsHh  had  been  ttMwhtJag. 
Ifr.  Amitin  XMbeon  poiBti  oat  that  thw  poem  waaoompoaadMdoireulated 
is  datechad  hagMwiti  aad  that  Gkddamith  waa  afciU  woAut  on  tt  when  be 
ilkyslaatj 


Paob  an.  No.  377.— nom  *  Xemones  of  Gormandizing ',  in  which  it  ia 
priirtwd  aide  hy  aide  witii  iim  iMin.  '  Who  knew  or  atodiad  thia  cheap 
phikMophy  of  life  better  than  oM  Hmnee  ?  . .  .  How  affeotin^  (Thackeray 
wrote)  ia  the  ksi  ait  ei.  Ae  firat  book : 

To  hia  aarring-bay — Ptrneoa  oii, 

PAOsaOS.  Na  379.— Pritil— bwtael.  bread ;  Sonae  ondt  Braoae,  i.  e. 
Sana  and  Brana,  riot  and  boatia;  Qaaay-bnaat,  i.  e.  Ganaabnat,  gaeae  meat ; 
Bratwnrst  and  Braten,  liaiiaagM  aad  roai*  maata ;  Abaadeaaen,  aopper ; 
himmelatrahluide  atem,  haawanly  nhaning  star ;  wwi^wit,  eternity. 


in  Br.  JBU— n-q 
of  fOTky-ftaau  "  That  ia 
aieiaaty  wj^,  aayattil 
it.    Aad  I  a 


Pmi  3ia     Na  389.— 'I>t.  BamaMl  had 
pwaanca,  that  — n  did  aat  kafwe  aiker  the 
not  true,  air,"  aaid  Johiiaaa      "  Taa,  who 
imptove,  if  yon  will  try ;  I  widi  yon  waaid  aet 
kaadded,  "tiwaaiagreatrooaifor  it. 
Ua  mdanwa  to  tha  biahop,  who  took  the  kwait  u  good  part,  waete  the 
ieBawing  veraea  nest  day,  and  aent  them  to  Sir  Jortoa  Reymdds.'— F.  L.-L. 

'  I  know  not,'  BoaweO  writea, '  whether  Jahnaon  ever  saw  the  poem,  bat  I 
had  nneaainii  to  find  that  aa  Dr.  Bamaid  aad  he  knew  each  otter  better, 
likrir  motnal  regard  inoreaaed.'  Boawei  abo  ^wea  with  pecoliar  pleaaaae 
to  the  worid,  *  a  jnat  and  elegant  com^iment '  paid  to  the  Biah<^  by  Johnaon 
in  the  form  of  a  charade : 

K"    fiiat  ahnta  oat  thierea  from  your  houM  or  your  room, 
aaoond  ezpceana  a  Syrian  perfume. 

Th« 


ia  a  BMUi  hi  whoae  converge  ia  ahar'd, 
e  atrength  of  a  Bar  and  tbe  aweetneaa  of  Nard. 


Paos  314.    Mo.  394.— Stale-- an  ezcuae,  or  anare.     Shakeapeare  uaaa  the 
aame  woid— '  for  aUle  to  catch  theae  thievea  '—in  Tht  Temput,  iv.  i.  187. 


Pmb  314.  No.  395.—'  It  ia  one  of  Ben  Jonaon'a  diatinotiona  among 
■i^^iali  paeta  that  ha  oontrivea  to  be  moat  apontaneona  when  aaoat  iadtative. 
TUa  l^iirlfj  aacakaa  raptore  ia  metioBbualy  frieoed  together  from  anapa 
af  the  Lo«a  Lattenof  Phaoatiataa.  aOraek  rhetoriaian  of  tiio  aeoond  century 
AM.'  (8k  A.  T.  QmUar-Goaah  in  Tha  CkMtm  Pomp).    Jonaon'a  '  Still  to  be 
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?!!!;>  **)•  •«»  'Oo"^  «>y  OeUa'  (p.  »),  «•  ato  imidttod  from  the 


^AOi322.    Na4W._The»Bu«onmw«7iBto'Japitor«dthefai«i 

'  ^f*"?  'J ' '    ^'"**»  *•»•  C!kMidK»mpeller ; 
And  the  wine-god  brought  the  beer— 
Port  and  Claret  are  like  water 
To  the  noble  stuff  that '»  here.' 

*tfK°r*?".    Sf-  ^^-^'^'^  '  Will  WatorprooFB  Lyrical  Moaolo«e  made 
t  the  Cock.'  addre«ed  to  '  the  plump  head  waiter  '.and  ending : 

^°fiS^r*?  "«*?-»»™«%  the  types  of  Death, 

ShaU  show  thee  pamed  tiSaven: 
But  carved  on^-pipe^  and,  underneath. 

A  pint-pot,  neatly  graven.' 

Page  384.  Noe.  412.  413.-The»  are  two  of  a  aeries.  A  Pipe  ol  T^ 
S^mL!?  •""'«'•«»•<»/  .«  ,««•«/ a«/*or,  (1768>-Cibber.  AmbfoTlSai-, 
Thomson,  Young,  Pope,  and  Swift.  *™"^ 

li  J^rom '^S":  °*  '^"'''  ^•"  P*  «  '~  "*  °^^)  »  P"^*"^  by  th« 
Tenoes  fugit  oeu  fumus  in  auras. 
Lu««  ia  quoted  at  the  beginning  of  the  imitation  of  Pope's  styfe  t 

Solis  ad  ortus 
Vanesoit  fumus. 

Pag.  886.    »>.  416.-TWien  from  '  The  Island ',  Canto  II,  staiaa  xf«. 

d"^^'J\  *^r^"  '^"  "•**«"  ^  »««•  •  •  oo-Pcition,'  Camp. 
heHwwte,  wh.ch  will  remam  in  the  English  language  untiHt  is  foJrtU^ 
SLr  r! "!:"°''' *^ ""''^ •'''«*"«» '««»•  pTrson whom he^^Sr 
a  doctor,  but  who  proved  to  be  an  Algerian  barber.  »««M«u>r 

th^^^-A.*^"    ^°-  f  «."**'•  ^'*''"  '^J'""""  in  ^  ifco»  0/  i»««,«M  sUte. 

da^htef^"     ^"^  *^-^'''"  ""  *""«»»  i"  tt«  »Ib«»  «<  Hi»f«.  Saitb's 

PAa«371.     No.448._fl.y.       »n,y  own  epitaph.' 

Life  IS  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it : 
I  thought  so  once,  but  now  I  know  it. 
p3 


1- 


^6 


NOTES 


kngoage  oompMable  with  this  qnstnun. 


that  there  is  nothing  in  our 


Pmhi  Ml.  Ne^  463.— Mr.  SmnbDme  sho  teetiiiM  to  the  beaoty  of  thew 
lines :  *  The  beratiful  and  simple  memorial  stanzas,  so  light  and  soft  in 
noTMBent,  so  grave  and  tender  in  emotion,  which  give  so  perfect  and  so 
sweet  a  iriotore  of  the  typical  English  girl  whom  Mrs.  Browning  has  made 
lovaUe  and  memorable  for  ever.' 

PiacSSa.  No.  471.— Based  on  a  very  long  popukr  French  song  on 
Monsieur  de  la  Paliaae,  the  work  originaOy  of  Bernard  de  la  Monnoye,  bom 
1641. 

Paob  SaOt.  Na  47S.— Mr.  Swinbome  pleaded  for  the  inclusion  of  at 
least  part  of  this,  especially  the  verse  beginning  *  Your  most  beautifal  bit'. 
Bit»girl;  hogo  (French,  Aoirf  j/oiU) «  a  savoury  dish.  One  or  two  verses 
have  been  omitted,  and  certain  lines  modified. 

Paos  882.  No.  477.— From  '  The  Rovers,'  a  farce  ridionling  the  German 
drama  oi  Schiller,  Kotzebuo,  and  Goethe.  It  was  played  at  the  Haymarket 
Theatre  in  181 1.  Sir  Robert  Adair,  the  friend  of  Fox.  was  ednoated  at 
Gottingen,  and  was  frequently  burlesqued  in  the  AtUi-JaeMn.  The  last  stanza 
is  ssoribed  by  some  to  Pitt.  It  is  not  puUiAed  in  the  first  edition,  and  there 
is  a  story  that  Canning  showed  the  lament  to  Pitt  in  MS.,  and  the  Prime 
Minister  was  so  delighted  with  it  that  be  dashed  off,  impromptu,  an  ending. 
But,  as  Ifr.  Uoyd  banders  suggests,  in  SOeetioiu  from  •  The  Anli- Jacobin' , 
even  Giffecd  wouM  not  have  dared  to  knock  out  a  contribution  by  Pitt 

Paoc  393.  No.  478.— Southey  wrote  several  •  Sonnets  and  Elsies  of  Abel 
Shaflabottom ' ,  inspired  by  Coleridge's '  Higginbottom '  sonnets.  The  poetry 
that  amtkmy  made  fun  of  was  that  of  the  Delia  Crusean  school,  composed 
by  English  residents  in  Fference.  who  at  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  oentory 
became  notorious  for  the  rubbishy  verses  which  they  printed.  The  brother- 
hood found  many  admiring  imitators:  to  quote  Gifford,  'the  epidemic 
malady  spresd  from  fool  to  fool.' 

Paqb  393.  No.  479.— Mrs.  Brownrigg,  the  wife  of  a  house-painter,  was 
a  real  person,  and  was  hanged  at  Tybam  in  1767.  The  poem  parodied, 
written  in  1795,  whwi  Southey  was  still  in  sympathy  with  the  French 
Revolution,  was  an '  inscription  for  the  apartment  in  Chepstow  Castle,  where 
Henry  Martin,  the  regicide,  was  imprisoned  thirty  years '.  It  was  excluded 
from  teter  editions  of  Southey's  works.  Set  the  parody  on  p.  169,  and  the 
note  thereto. 

Paob  394.  No.  480.— From  Alke  in  Wondarland.  This  is  a  parody  of 
Southey's  *  The  Old  Man's  Comforts,  and  how  he  gained  them,'  b^inning : 
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^^"J  •*?•  ^'*^"  WnU«n.  the  young  man  cried. 

The  few  locks  that  are  left  you  areRrey : 
You  are  hale.  Father  William,  a  hearty  oU  man. 

Now  tell  me  the  reaaon  I  pray. 

The  poem  ends: 

In  the  day«  of  my  youth  I  remembered  my  God ! 
And  he  hath  not  foi^tten  my  age. 

Page  395.  No.  482.-Aulhor^s  NoU.  'Jack  and  Nancy,  as  it  wa. 
•fterwanb  nmaAed  to  the  Authors,  are  here  made  to  come  into  the  world 
at  penoda  not  sufficiently  remote.  The  writers  were  then  bachelors.  One  of 
alSIli  •      ''"°***'^*  **"^  ''°''*'"°"  «>•  •"  *>«  J>«  tJ"""  wcoided  m  his  niece's 

Should  I  seek  Hymen's  tie. 
As  a  poet  I  die— 
Ye  Benedicks,  mourn  my  distressec' 
For  what  little  fame 
Is  annexed  to  my  name 
Is  derived  from  Rejected  Addresses. 

The  blunder,  notwithstanding,  remains  unrectified.  The  reader  of  poetry 
18  always  dissatisfied  with  emendations ;  they  sound  discordantly  upon  the 
«r,  like  a  modem  song,  by  Bishop  or  Braham,  introduced  in  Love  w  a 
VUlage.     James  Smith  abne  is  credited  with  the  authorship  of  this  parody. 

PAQicSe?.  No.  483— The  quintessence  of  Byron  as  distilled  by  Peacock 
into  what  Mr.  Swinburne  calls  '  the  two  consummate  stanzas  which  utter  or 
exhak  the  lyric  agony  of  Mr.  Cypress.'     It  occurs  in  Nightmare  Abbejt 

Peacock's  son-in-law.  George  Meredith,  wrote  some  very  contemptuous 
Imes  on  Byron,  entitled  '  Manfred '.  .^  r      — 

Page  398.  No.  484.— From  the  Book  of  BaUada  edited  by  Bon  GauUier 
i.e.  Sir  Theodore  Martin  and  W.  E.  Aytoun.  This  parody  of '  Looksley  Hall ',' 
by  Sir  T.  Martin  only,  was  considered  by  the  author  {in  a  ksttcr  to  the 
present  editor)  his  best  contribution  to  the  collection. 

Page  403.  No.  488.-Calverley  is  said  to  have  had  in  mmd  William 
Moms  s  Two  Red  Roses  across  the  Moon ',  but  probably  the  source  of  his 
inspiration  was  Jean  Ingelow's  '  The  Apple  Woman's  Song ',  from  Mopta 
the  Fatry,  which  has  for  a  recurring  second  line,  '  Feathers,  and  moss,  and  a 
wisp  of  hay.' 

Page  404.  No,  489.— This  is,  of  course,  an  imitation  of  the  poetry  of 
Miss  Ingelow.  who  retaliated  in  Faled  to  be  Free  with  satirical  linos  at 
the  expense  of  '  Gifford  Crayshaw '. 

Page  400.  Na  401.— From  The  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club,  in  whioh 
a  score  of  poets  are  parodied. 
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NOTES 


Pm»407.    Ma  492.— Oraspwe  D.  O.  BoM«feti*s  'Sister  Hdn',  wbieh 

*  Why  did  jroa  mdt  your  w»z«ii  num, 

Siater  Helen? 
To-d»y  is  the  third  aince  yoa  began.' 
'The  time  wm  k»ig>  yet  the  time  ran. 
Little  brotber.* 
(O  MaOter,  Mary  MoOer, 
Thru  (ioyf  khdoff,  between  Hell  and  Heaven  f) 

Paob  409.  No.  493.— Thia  and  the  two  following  parodies  are  from 
Spteintetu  of  Modem  PoeU  \  The  BepUdogia  \or\The  Seven  againM  Sehte  | 
A  Gap  with  Seven  Bells,  originally  puUished  anonymously.  The  poets 
parodied  include  Tennyson,  Robert  and  Mrs.  Browning,  Coventry 
Fatmore,  'Ow«i  Meredith',  D.  Q.  Roaaetti,  and  Swinburne  himaelL  The 
firat  la  the  third  part  of  a  parody  of  Coventry  Patmore'a  The  Angd  in  the 
Homae ;  Ma  494  is  a  Roasetti ;  Mo.  495  is,  of  course,  a  Swinburne,  and 
showa  that  no  one,  gifted  with  a  sense  of  humour,  can  more  auooeaafully 
parody  a  poet'a  atyle  than  the  poet  himaelL 
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A  BMd,  dear  Hose,  onapt  to  sing 

*  *!??!?.*•■  V"*  "'^te  ialled'Tetriohordon 

A  ohild  s  a  plaything  for  an  hour    . 

A  florin  to  the  willing  Gnatd    . 

A  friend  I  met  some  half-hour  sinoe* 

A  is  an  Angel  ol  Uushing  eighteen  . 

A  knife,  dear  girl,  cnts  love,  they  say 

A  knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grove 

A  httle  boy  had  bought  a  top 

A  littie  Saint  best  fits  a  little  shrine 

A  tovely  young  lady  I  mourn  in  my  rhymes 

A  man  may  live  thrioe  Nestor's  life 

A  meehanio  his  Ubour  will  often  discard 

A  pratty  task.  Hiss  S ,  to  ask 

A  street  there  is  in  Paris  famoos 

A  sweet  disorder  in  the  dress  . 

About  fifty  vMH  since,  in  the  days  of  ou^  daddies 

Am  CwoM,  M.A. 

Adiea,  ye  joys  of  La  Valette    . 
Aimte,  A  Letter  of  . 
Adi)iee,Tke      .... 
^deketo  a  Ladft  %»  Amtumn    . 
Alter  DikUanU  Concetti     . 

'^'^"f'Jf ''*'*^*  ***^  «»^P  «'  o****"  ^t*"'  Books 
Aae  of  Wudom,  The . 

Ah  Ben 

Ah,  ChkMris  t   that  I  now  could  sit 
Ah  I   Matt. :  old  age  has  brought  to 
Ah  me  I   those  old  familiar  bounds 
.^Aniii,  IFrtUen  t'li  a  Young  Lady's 

^Vitra,  Epistle  from 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moored 

All  my  past  life  is  mine  no  more 

All  s  over,  then :   does  truth  sound  bitter 

All  travellen  at  first  incline      . 

Alone,  aoroas  a  foreign  plain     . 

AUhea,  To,  from  Prison    . 

Altbo<4[h  I  eotw  not 


me 


FAOa 

LtiUrett  240 

CalverUy  140 

MiUon  20e 

Lamb  7 

Paimore  IM 

Bwham  333 

Caherleg  140 

Bishop  196 

Heber  197 

Frere 

Berriek 
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C<^    136 
Vnknoem    192 
ifoodf    184 
Hood    370 
ThaekeroK    330 
Herrick      fie 
Moor*    170 
M.  CoOins      25 
Thmeitrof    301 
Bifron    346 
Pnad    280 
Dorset      30 
CkesterfiM    342 
TraiU    407 
Haringlon    205 
Tkaekerof    312 
Berriek    2M 
Sedle^       2 
StepiuH    Z^i 
Hood      14 
Bood    370 
StiU    321 
CampbeU    349 
Gay     188 
Rochester    1 19 
B.  Browning      98 
Swift    304 
Bood    241 
Lovelace    149 
Thackeray    167 
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TAOB 

AnuMith*,  tweet  ftnd  fair Xoveloee  S5 

AmMyllis  I  did  woo IFtiAcr  77 

Amo,  MDM O'Keeffe  74 

Amortt,  A  Hue  and  Cty  after  fair .                .         .         .  Congreve  119 

Ami^t  Crudtff E.  B.  Brouming  106 

An  age,  in  her  embraoes  paaaed        ....  Boekealer  76 

Ancient  Rhjfme,  An Laniar  373 

And  thon  hast  walked  about  (how  strange  a  story !)  H.  Smith  386 

Anne  Boikam,  To  my  Coutin Cowjier  8 

Another  mizzling,  drizzling  day          ....  Barham  285 

ApOea'  Song Lyljf  66 

ApoOo'e  Song Xy^  68 

Artadia Gay  122 

iifvAery  iftetimj.  The Baffin  131 

Ariel  to  Miranda :— Take Shett^  209 

AmndeB,  To  E. Landor  236 

As  after  noon,  one  summer's  day      ....  Prior  65 

As  beautiful  Kitty  one  morning  was  tripping    .         .  Lfaaght  357 

As  doo(OTS  give  physio  by  way  of  prevention    .         .  Pnor  383 

As  I  sat  at  the  CaI6  I  said  to  myself                         .  Clouf^  331 

As  I  sat  down  to  breakfast  in  state  Maeautajf  164 

As  Nanoy  i^  her  toilet  sat Prior  46 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays                            .  Swift  305 

Ask  me  no  more  where  Jove  bestows  Carew  234 

Adc  me  why  I  send  you  here Herriek  233 

Asses*  milk,  half  a  pmt,  take  at  seven,  or  before  ChuUrfiM  342 

At  length,  by  so  much  importunity  pressed                 .  Montagu  105 

Auf  Wiederathen LowM  412 

Auguela,  Stanzat  to ^ron  286 

Augustus  still  survives  in  Maro's  strain  Johnton  202 

Auzelios,  Sire  of  Hungrinesses Landor  302 

Aye,  bear  it  henoe,  thou  blessM  chikl  Praed  181 

Aye,  here  sUnds  the  Poplar,  so  Ull  and  so  stately  .  Barham  236 

Babe,  if  rhyme  be  none Swinburne  4 

IWy's  Dtbut,  The .J.  SmiA  395 

Bait,  The Donne  261 

BaU,  Our Praed  141 

Batt-room,  The  BtUe  of  the Praed  137 

Btdlad      .........  CalveHev  403 

Btdlad  A,  upon  a  Wedding SueUitig  189 

Ballad,  A,  when  at  Sea Doreel  186 

Bedtime             Boeelyn  6 

Beer Calverley  322 

Befcre  the  urchin  well  couki  go        ...         .  Egremont  3 

BehoU  with  downcast  eyes  and  modest  glance  .         .  Sheridan  136 

Ben  Battle  was  a  soldier  bold Hood  183 

Birthday,  A CO.  RoeeeUi  310 

Bictbdays  ?  yes,  in  a  general  way     ....  Stephen  402 

BfarMtnf,  The Tenttyion  259 

B^k-eifed  Susan  Gay  188 

Bbue,  An  Elegy  on  that  Glory  of  her  Sex,  Mrs.  Mary     .  GoUemith  388 
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MUM  not  my  Lute !   for  he  mast  sound          ,  Wvatt  9tn 

g^.T».0«««,o/ JtfiflK  S 

AMe'«  Hotue  tn  Blaekmwore BanuB  227 

Nest  lsd[l   whose  aromatic  gales  dispense  Bnmne  3S4 

Bb«jrt,  To  Mr,.  Martha  .         .         ..         .         .  pZ  £ 

■msb  not  redder  than  the  morning  .         .         .         ,  Lu  32 

miema.  Oh  Aw  MxHrtsa,  the  Quern  of     .        .        .  WoOim  60 

Amnte  LeOey ^^^^  74 

Booto,  To  «^  Mutrua's Locker-Lampmm  67 

fiowj,  Chi  kndinta  Punch HokZ  817 

Braeebt  to  Juha,  The Herriek  M 

^azen  I  tad.  The  Chaunt  of  the  Pnti  102 

9^^lR-^Sinr^rt  Flattery  of       ....  Stephmi  402 

««,  To  the  Rev.  WxUtam Cowpv  33S 

^lUfinek,  On  the  Death  of  Mrs.  ThroektHorton'H  .        .  Cotmr  255 

Bwnham  Beeches Lutbrdl  240 

Buqr,  carious,  thirsty  fly (Mm  269 

Gadenu  manv  things  had  writ          ....  SwUt  121 

Cambridge,  The  Country  Clergyman^a  Trip  to  Maeamku/  164 

Caae-ioUomed  Chair,  The Thadhmm  63 

Careleu  Gallant,  The Jardim  380 

Camatiofu,  To Herriek  233 

varpe  Diem     ........  Btherege  118 

Cat  droumed  in  a  Tub  of  Gold  Fishes,  Ode  on  the  Death  of 

a  fanmriU                            ^^  244 

^"f*  ^o  « Swinbwm  250 

Cotetete  IFtne Longfttom  318 

<^(iA<>n«a Comatr  221 

CdJo,  To I'tcUMM  216 

Cciio,  To Jommn  314 

Csrtotn  i^oc^  ol  Court,  On  a j^mw  124 

Chaperon,  Thr huiiMtr  133 

Chmitt  The  Triumph  of Jonsoii  60 

^let  //,  Epitaph  on Rodtuter  140 

9f^uIL   »;x Campiam  &i 

Chats  Board,  The Lyuin  147 

CkSd  mnd  Maiden SMtii  2 

ChM  of  QualUy,  To  a       .  Prior  1 

Chioe  jeabms.  Answer  to fVtor  102 

(TUoeit,  M.A.,  Ad jf.  ColHna  25 

Chloris,  yourself  you  so  excel Widler  200 

^•atmaaishere Thaekmy  300 

Chrontde,  The Coute  88 

Ckun^  OaU,  At  the Thackeray  167 

Ctmabuieua Taybr  406 

CistusI    whose  fragile  flower Landor  237 

Clmpham  Academy,  Ode  on  a  rliHant  pro»peet  of          ,  Hood  14 

Clorie  and  Fanny Moore  81 
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Clorfal  if  I  «M»  ftab't  kin> 
Cologne    .        .        .        .        . 
CboM  mwwf  wtth  me,  Tom 
Come,  OhlM,  ead  give  me  sweet  kiama 
Gome  liv*  wHli  me,  aad  be  my  love 
Come,  my  Odia,  let  ua  prove   . 
Oome,  wmu  bo  gMver  oene  employ 
Oomradee,  yon  may  pern  the  loey.    With 

the  elmir  . 
ObnfeNlmml 
OoHlndt  Th*  . 
Coritt,  kit  Son,  To  Vincent 
Coriienfe  Song 
CamtpamiaM,  A  nice 
dmntry  Chrffman'e  Trip  to  Cambridge,  The 
Comntry  Pmrmm,  The  Happ^  Life  of  a 

Conrlin*,  Tk* 

Crier,  The 

O.  a.  0.,To 

Cup,  The 

Cupid  a  bop,  Whp  ipm      .         .         . 

Onpid  and  my  Oampaape  played 

Cupid  mulabm         .... 

Cp^reae,  Somg  bp  Mr. 

Qyriaok,  whom  giaiiduie  on  the  rcyal  bench 

Damae,  To  Madame  de,  kaming  En^iA 
Dariing  ehell,  where  haet  thou  been 


permiaskm 


Dear  Alice !   you'll  laugh  when  you  know 

Dear  Andrew,  with  the  brindled  hair 

Dear  CSiloe,  how  Uubbered  is  that  pretty 

Dear  Hotaoe  I    be  melted  to  tears 

Dear  Luoy,  you  know  what  my  wish  is 

Dear  Reynolds !    as  last  night  I  lay  in  bed 

tieetdogue.  The  laUtt 

DeH^  in  Disorder  . 

Depoeition  from  Beauty,  A 

Demfe  THoughU,  The 

Dianewu,  To    . 

Dinae  Vawr,  The  War  Song  of 

Dine        .... 

Dirge  for  Fidek 

Ditappointmtnt 

Diedatn  returned 

Diving  Friar,  The  Pool  of  the 

Dixit,  el  in  mensam — 

Doa,  MphlOe. 

Domeatie  Didaetiea  by  an  old  Servant 

Dorinda'a  sparkling  wit  and  eyes 

Dowager  Ladp  E.  U—d,  On  the 

Dragon-fly,  The 

Drink  to  m*   only  with  thine  eyes 


it 


face 


Jfoent  tl 

a.T.CtlkrHpe  S80 

JTtiiMhy  289 

IFimaau  49 

DtoMM  iMl 

Jonaon  29 

TeiMipum  289 
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Martin  398 

Holmee  368 

Morrie  214 

Corbet  IS 

ChaUckiU  223 

LMkeT'Lampeam  284 

Maeaulay  164 

Pope  109 

LoweU  87 

DraybM  40 

SUphem  268 

OUhcm  316 

Blake  64 

Lplp  66 

Prior  65 

Peanek  997 

MiUon  266 


Walpoh  353 

Landor  9 

Praed  282 

Steveneon  269 

Prior  102 

CamfMl  349 

Thaekerap  301 

Keale  277 

Clough  108 

Ilerriek  52 

Stanley  112 

T.  Coleridge  160 

Herrick  32 

Peacock  180 

Landor  380 

W.CoUine  384 

Patmore  192 

Carew  32 

Peacock  160 

Brooke  132 

Kingeltv  12 

//orid  390 

Doraet  G6 

B<Uh  372 

Landor  260 

Joneon  314 
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DrimUng  .        .        .        . 

Drinking,  Rtamnu  for 
DunoM  Onjr  Mm  hen  to  woo 
Dulek  JPronerb,  A     ,        ,        . 


K.  F.,To 

Shn  frngaeea 

Eltetrm,  To 

Enekmntwunt,  The 

fpuOe  front  Algien,  to  Horace  Smith 

Efttapk  for  one  lolo  uxmU  not  be  buried  in  1 

Epitapk  on  a  Hare  , 

Epitaph  on  a  Pointer,  An 

Epitaph  on  Charles  II 

Epitaph  on  hinuelf    . 

^Htaph  on  Salathid  Pavy,  An 

Exchange,  The 

Expostntation,  An     .         .         . 


Weetmineter  Abbey 


ffMe       .... 
FabU  for  Five  Ytart  old,  A      \         '. 
Faint  Amorist !    what,  doet  thou  think 
Fair  Amoret  it  gone  aatray  , 

Fair  Amy  of  the  terraoed  house 
Fair  Hme  and  Beaton 
Fair  Hebe  I  kft,  with  a  cautious  design 
Fair  Iris  I  love,  and  hourly  I  die     . 
Fair  maid,  bad  I  not  heard  thy  baby  oriea 
Fair  Thief,  The        ...        , 
Fair-tinted  oheaks,  clear  eyelids  drawn 
FailhUst  Nelly  Oray. 
Farewell,  rewards  and  fairies    . 
Farewell  to  Sorrow,  A        .         .         . 
Farewell  to  Tobacco,  A        .         .         . 
Farewell  to  Town,  A  .  .         . 

Female  Phaeton,  The  .  .  . 
Fidele,  Dirge  for  ...  . 
Pni  the  eoblet  again !    for  I  never  before 

Fire,  Water,  Woman,  are  Man's  ruin* 
First  Love        .... 
Fish  of  the  Brooke,  To  a  . 
Flower,  The 
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Flowef's  Name,  The 

Follow  a  shadow,  it  still  flies  you 

For  his  Religion,  it  was  fit       .         .         . 

For  one  long  term,  or  o'er  her  trial  came 

Fortune,  that,  with  malicious  joy     . 

Friend  of  Humanity  and  the  Knife-Orinder,  The 

From  his  brimstone  bed  at  break  of  day  .         ,         S.  T.  Coleridge 

From  the  depth  of  the  dreamy  decline  of  the  dawn  ^^ 
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GaBml,  The  Careleaa 

€imien  Fatteies 

Oartand,  The    .... 

Gather  jre  roaebuds  while  ye  Biay 

OifU  Betmmed,  The  . 

Oirdk,  On  a    . 

CHtbome,  To  Maria  . 

Ghre  me  mote  love,  or  more  disdain 

Give  jriaee,  you  ladies,  and  be  gone 

Go  and  eatch  a  fallins;  star 

Go,  roae,  my  Chhie's  bosom  grace 

Go— you  may  call  it  madness,  folly  . 

God  dIbh  the  kin^ ! — I  mean  the  Faith's  Defender 

God  makes  sech  nights,  all  white  an' 

Good  folk,  for  gold  or  hire 

Goed-ni^t  ?   an  !    no ;   the  hour  is 

Good-night  to  the  Season !   'Tis  over 

Good  people  all,  with  one  accord 

0am,  The        .... 
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C^ndQmutioH  Debated,  The 

Onmdmother,  To  my 

Oratiana  dancing,  and  singing    . 

OnUimit 
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Oweuwyuwyu  withdrew  from  the  feasti  of  his  hall 
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Here's  to  Nelson's  memory 

Heroes  sod  kings !   yoor  distance  keep 

Better '^ 

'Hie  Vir,  Hie  Eat' 

His  book  is  successful,  he's  steeped  in  renown 

Ho,  pretty  page,  with  the  dimpled  chin 

Hodgmm,  Linea  to  Mr. 

HouaeMd  Oods         .... 

How  happy  a  thing  were  a  wedding 

How  many  paltry,  foolish,  painted  things 

How  many  voices  gaily  sing     . 

How  Spritu/a  came  first 

Hudibnu,  The  Religion  of. 

Hnghu,  The  Invitation  to  Tom   . 

Huaaey,  To  Mittreu  Margaret     . 

Hozza !    Hodgson,  we  are  going 

Hypocrisy  will  serve  as  well      . 

asked  my  fair  one  happy  day 

cannot  eat  but  little  meat 

dare  not  ask  a  kins 

did  but  look  and  love  awhile 

do  confess  thou'rt  smooth  and  fair 

do  not  love  thee ! — no  t    I  do  not  love  thee 

entreat  you,  Alfred  Tennjrson 

gaze  upon  a  city  .... 

hardly  know  one  flower  that  grows 

hate  the  town,  and  all  its  ways 

knew  an  old  wife  lean  and  poor 

know  the  thing  that 's  most  uncommon 

lately  thought  no  man  alive  . 

lately  vowed,  but  'twas  in  baste    . 
FD  bant  lor  dangers  North  and  South     -. 
TH  tdl  yoa  a  story  that 's  not  in  Tom  Mooro 
'  love  to  hear  thine  earnest  voice 

feved  a  Uss,  a  fair  one. 
loved  thee,  beautiful  and  kind 
loved  thee  once,  I'll  love  no  more. 
ne'er  could  anv  lustre  see 
never  drank  of  Aganippe  well . 
never  saki  I  loved  you,  John 
once  had  a  sweet  little  doll,  dears, 
played  with  you  'mid  cowslips  blowing 
praf  tbee  leave,  love  me  no  more . 
prithee  send  me  back  my  heart 
promised  Sylvia  to  be  true    . 
noMmber  the  time  ere  his  temples  were  gray 
saw  her  last  night  at  a  party 
mw  bim  once  before 
I  saw  you  lake  nis  kins!*    "Tis  true 
•enk  ior  Ratoliffe ;    was  so  ill 
toll  my  seoKt  ?    No  indeed,  not  I 
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I  tan  tliee,  Dick,  where  I  have  been 

I  think,  whatever  mortals  crave 

I  very  much  indeed  approve    . 

I  woald  I  were  that  pcnrtly  oentlenian 

loNlAe'*  SheU   .        ... 

If  aU  be  true  that  I  do  think  . 

If  all  the  workl  and  love  were  young 

If  I  freely  may  discover  .... 

If  I  Uve  to  grow  oM  (for  I  find  I  go  down) 

If  love  were  what  the  rose  is   . 

If  reading  verse  be  your  delight 

If  tiie  man  who  tnmips  cries    . 

If  thib  fair  rose  offend  thy  sight 

If  women  couU  be  fair,  and  yet  not  fond 

ImmortdUty  in  Song . 

Impnvetment  i»  the  Forties 

la  amase         .... 

In  Britain's  isle,  no  matter  where 

la  Cbrktiaa  world  Mary  the  garland  wean 

In  Caaaantina's  artless  mien 

In  grey-haired  Oelia's  withered  arms 

In  his  kst  binn  Sir  Peter  lies  . 

In  KSfan,  a  town  of  monks  and  bones 

hk  London  I  never  know  what  Td  be  at 

In  London  on  Saturday  Night    . 

In  matters  of  commerce  the  fault  of  «^e  Dutch 

In  moss-prankt  dells  which  the  sur'      m  flatter 

In  tattered  oki  slippers  that  toast  r.t  the  bars  . 

In  the  downhill  M  life  when  I  find  Fm  declining 

In  tiM  greenest  growth  of  the  Maytime 

In  the  merrjr  month  of  May     .... 

In  those  okl  days  which  poets  say  were  goMen 

In  vain,  dear  Cnloe,  you  suggest 

Jneonataneif,  The  Ment  of . 

Ineomatancff,  Woman'e 

Inn  «t  HefJeif,  Written  at  an    . 

Inteet,  To  an   . 

Intptration 

Insulting  Beauty  1   you  misspend 

Interlude,  An   . 

Inviting  a  Friend  to  Supper 
Ireland  never  was  contented 
Irsoe,  do  you  yet  remember 
Is  it  not  pleasant  to  wander    . 
Is  thy  name  Mary,  maiden  fair 
It  is  not,  Odia,  in  your  power . 
It  is  the  miller's  daughter 
It  onoe  might  have  bem.  once  only 

Jaek^and  Joan,  they  think  no  ill 
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JaeeiUe  Toatt,  A      . 

Jmt,  With  a  Guitar,  to    . 

J*  ne  «aw  quoi 

Joiny  kissed  me  when  we  met' 

Jetter't  Plea,  The     .        .        . 

John  Ble&ke  he  had  a  bit  o'  r.ound 

^aitaoH,  An  Ode  for  Ben  . 

Jauon,  Bis  Prayer  to  Ben 

Julia,  A  Ring  presented  to 

Jnlia,  I  bring  .... 

Julia,  The  Bracelet  to 

Jvlia,  The  Night-piece,  to . 

Julia's  Bed      ...         , 

Juha's  Clothes,  Upon 


KaU,  My 

Kid,  The.        .         .        ,        \ 

Kiss,  A  stolen .         .        .        .' 

Kiss,  The         ...        , 

Kiss,  To  a       . 

Kitten  and  Falling  Leaves,  The . 

KtUen,  To  a    . 

Kittjf  of  Coleraine      .... 

Know,  Celia,  since  thou  art  so  proud 

I«dy,  very  fair  are  you   . 

Xorfy  tcAo  offers  her  looking-glass  to  Venus, 

Ladj^s  Lamentation,  The   .        . 

Lang,  To  Andrew 

Lap-dog,  An  Elegy  on  a   . 

Last  Sundav  at  8t.  Jnmes's  prayers 

Laus^  on,  fair  Cousins,  for  to  you 

Lowes,  To  Mr.  Henry  . 

Lowes,  To  Mr.  H.,  on  his  Airs 

Lay  of  the  LeviU,  The 

Lay  of  the  Lovelorn,  The  . 

Leaf,  The  Last 

Leigh  Hunt  I    thou  stingy  man,  Leigh 

iMibui  hath  a  beaming  eye 

Lestey,  Bonnie 

I^  us  drink  and  be  merry,  dance,  ., 

Letter,  A  (To  Lady  Margaret  Harlev) 

LetUr  of  Advice,  A  .        .        . 

Letters,  My 

Lelt^'s  Globe     .         .         .         . 

LemU.  The  Lay  of  the       . 

Life  (Miost  and  poet  say)  is  but  a  dream 

Like  the  Idalian  queen 

Limerick,  The  Battle  of      . 

L'lnconnue        .... 

Little  I  ask ;   my  wants  are  few 

Little  tube  of  migaty  power 
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Loag-ezpeotod  One-and-twenty Joktuim  20 

£0119  Atory,  A OrtM  124 

'Lookin  njfaoe.    My  name  is  Used-to-waa '              .  Tram  408 

Lo»k  M  %  ktart  a»d  wriU                                 .         .  Sidney  4S 

Lord  Huiy  has  written  a  novel        ....  Ba^y  202 

Lords,  kn^ts  and  squires,  the  numerous  band  Prior  I 

lost  Mitrut,  The R.  Browning  98 

Lo^i  admiU  no  rival.  His BaUfh  93 

Love  and  Age Ptmtoek  377 

Love  and  Debt  alike  troublesome.                                    .  SneUing  165 

Love  and  Life Boehe^r  119 

Love  and  Beaton Moort  35 

Love  bade  ilo  hope,  and  I  obeyed    ....  Boeheeter  100 

Love,  First Bffron  30 

Love  ia  fantastic  triumph  sate          ....  Bthn  41 

Love  in  her  simny  eyes  doth  basklnp  play        .  (7oiofay  06 

Love  in  th^  youth,  fair  maid,  be  wise  Unk^Men  30 

Love  ia  a  sickness  full  of  woes Danid  38 

Love  me,  sweet,  with  all  thou  art     .                  .         E.B.  Browning  108 

Love  not  me  for  comely  grace  .....  Unknown  37 

Love,  To  hie  eoy Drayton  07 

Love  nnaceountable Bmme  37 

Lovelorn,  The  Lay  of  the Martin  308 

Lover,  The Montagu  105 

Lovertt  and  a  Befieetion Calverky  404 

Love's  Philoeopky JSfOey  51 

Loving  in  truth,  and  fain  in  verse  my  love  to  show.  Sidney  43 

Lueasta,  on  going  to  the  Ware,  To     .  Lovelace  174 

LiOe,  To  his Wyatt  208 

Machinery,  The  Superiority  of Hood  184 

Madame,  ye  ben  of  al  beaut4  shryne  Chaucer  68 

Mwle  at  the  Cock Tennyson  326 

Mahogany  Tree,  The Thackeray  300 

Make  me  a  bowl,  a  mighty  bowl      ....  (Xiham  316 

Malta,  Farewell  to    ......         .  Byron  346 

Man's  Beguirements,  A E.  B.  Browning  108 

Margaret  and  Dora Camjbell  84 

Margaret  Hussey,  To  Mistress Skelton  265 

Margaret 's  beauteous.     Grecian  arts ....  Campbell  84 

Margarita  first  possessed Cowley  82 

Maria,  could  Horace  have  guessctl     ....  Cowper  206 

JfariMui's  Complaint  .                  Wdoat  236 

Marriage Unknown  192 

Marriage  Act,  On  the                  .         .  Unknown  196 

Marriage,  Against Width  192 

Marriage,  On Flalman  191 

Mart  ditarmed  by  Love Proed  181 

Mary  the  eook-maid^s  LetUr Swift  272 

Match,  A SuwHisnu  115 

Match  with  the  Moon,  A D.O.  Boiietti  61 
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tojfing  or 


talking, 


An 


Address  to 


Mmuriee,  To  Oe  Sev.  F.  D. 
M»y  the  ambitious  ever  find 
Ifay  tLe  Babylonish  oorae 
Mmf'a  Lorn 
MeadotM,  To    . 
■^«j'««»*Jf  »»  Love  rejected 

Mermaid  Tavern,  The 

Meny  Ifaraaret 

JfeMmc.  The    . 

MiUer^s  Daughter,  The 

Mhurva,  To     .        . 

Mistress  Margaret  Hussey,  To 

Miftresa  Meeting  to  him  neither 

MutroM,  The    . 

Mittreu,  The  Lost    . 

Mittrma,  To  hia 

Monument,  For  my  oum    . 

Moore,  To  Thomas   . 

liother,  I  cannot  mind  my  wheel 

Mourner  a  la  Mode,  The  . 

Muff,  On  an  old       . 

Mummy  in  BebumPa  Exhibition 

Muses,  To  the  . 

My  boat  is  on  the  shore  . 

My  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May 

My  coaefamaa,  in  the  moonlight  i 

My  Daphne's  hair  is  twisted  gold 

My  gentle  Anne,  whom  heretofore 

My  head  doth  ache 

My  heart  is  like  a  singing  bird 

Mv  heart  sank  with  our  Claret-flask 

iti/ Kate 

■My  little  Couaina 
MylittUDoa. 

My  Lots  in  her  attire  doth  show  „ 
My  Late,  awake !    Perform  the  last . 
My  mother  bids  me  spend  my  smiles 
Mv  noble,  k>vely,  little  Peggy  . 
My  Secret         .... 
My  spirit,  in  the  doorwaj^s  pause 
My  sweetest  Lesbia,  lot  us  live  and 
My  temples  throb,  my  pulses  boil 

Name,  Her  right 

Jfamea 

Names,  A  Sonnet  on  Christian  . 
NattonaUty  in  Drinh 

Nationa,  The 

Natural    thou  mayes*.  fume  and  fret 

Near  a  small  village  in  the  West 

Jwedy  Kaife-grinder  I    whither  are  you  going  ? 
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NepMidia       ..... 

Never  love  unleas  voo  oaa 
Never  mind  how  tae  pedagogue  proaes 
Never  eeek  to  tell  thy  love 
New-made  Honour     .... 

Vight-ffiae,  The,  to  Julia 

No /...... 

No  doubt  thy  little  boaom  beats 
No,  my  own  love  of  other  years 
No  sun — no  moon     .... 

No,  thank  you,  John 

Nobles  and  heralds,  by  your  leave    . 

Not,  Oelia,  that  I  luster  am 

Not  so,  my  liege,  for  even  now  the  town , 

Not  yet,  not  yet ;   it 's  hardly  four  . 

Novel  of  Hioh  Life,  A      .        .        . 

Now  don't  iook  so  glum  and  so  sanctified,  please 

Now  gentle  sleep  hath  closM  up  those  eyes 

Now  that  the  April  of  your  youth  adorns 

Now  the  lusty  Spring  is  seen    . 

Nymph'a  BejUy  to  the  paaaionate  Shepherd,  The 
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O  be  thou  ble«t  with  all  that  Heaven  can  send 

O  BlackUrd !    sing  me  something  well 

O  grammar-rules,  O  now  your  virtues  show 

O  Mistress  mine,  where  are  you  roaming  . 

O  plump  head-waiter  at  the  Cock     . 

O  saw  ye  bonnie  Lesley   .... 

O  you  chorus  of  indolent  reviewers  . 

Oenone,  To 

Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart 

Of  all  the  torments,  all  the  cares 

Of  old,  when  Scarron  hia  companions  invited 

Oft  in  danger,  yet  alive    .... 

Often,  when  o'er  tree  and  turret 

Oh  say  not,  my  love,  with  that  mortified  air 

Oh,  talk  not  to  me  of  a  n^me  great  in  story 

Oh,  the  brave  fisher's  life 

Oh,  the  sweet  contentment 

Oh,  when  the  grey  courts  of  Christ's  Coll^;e  glowed 

Old  Man's  Wish,  The       ...         . 

On  his  death-bed  poor  Lubin  lies 
On  parent  knees,  a  naked  new-bom  child  . 
Once  there  was  a  famous  nation 
One-and-lwenty .        ..... 

One  day  I  wrote  her  name  upon  the  strand 
One  more  Quadrille 


One  year  ago  my  path  was  green 
Our  master,  Menager,  he  who  framed 
Our  village,  that 's  to  say  not  Miss  Mitford's 
Out  upon  it,  I  have  loved        . 
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Paid^t  Mekmorphosit 

Pair  uM  maiattd,  A 

Pampknm  from  Iht  French, 

Parental  BeeetUetiona 

Parton,  Tkt  Happjf  Life  of  a  Country 

Vmtaoa,  thcM  tilings  in  thy  noBaessing 

Pmy,  An  Epitaph  on  Salathtel 

Peg  of  Limavaddy     . 

Perjury    .... 

Person  of  the  House,  The  . 

Phaeton,  The  Female 

Phittida  and  Corydon 

Phillis,  men  aay  that  all  my  tows 

JW«*»»  and  Daphne  applied.  The  Story  of 

Phyllida,  that  loved  to  dream  . 

Phyllis,  for  shame,  let  ns  improve 

Pieoadilly  I— «hope,  palaces,  bustle,  and  breeze 

Pteiure,  Sonnet  for  a 

"PknB  Belinda  goes  to  prayers   . 

Pipe  of  Tobacco,  A  . 

Plague  take  all  your  pedants,  say  I 

Plmn  Language  from  Truthful  James 

*  Phase  to  ring  the  Belle ' . 

Poet  ofFashion,  The 

Poet,  The  .         .         . 

Poetry  and  Love 

Poets  and  Linnets 

PeMtietU  Allegory,  A 

Political  Dispatch,  A 

Pope  and  the  Net,  The 
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Portrait  in  Delia's  Parlour,  A 

Praise  of  Am  Lady,  A 

Preserve  thy  sighs,  unthrifty  girl 

Primrose,  The  . 

Proud  Kinswoman,  To  a  . 

ftwid  word  you  never  spoke,  but  you  will  speak 

Provetbtal  Philosophy 

Prudery 

Pulteney,  To  CharloUe 

Punch  Bowl,  On  lending  a 

Quadrille,  A  Ballad  on 
Quadrille,  One  more  . 
Question  to  Lisetta,  The     . 
Quinbtts  Flestrin,  To 
Quince     .... 

BsasonatU  Affliction,  A 
Recollections,  Parental 
Bemeiy  worse  than  ihe  Disease,  The 
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